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TT «w. <;.. .» ./ a< »- !'~. «> r... 0/ a™. 189i>, «'■ 

■L vpon him with his ope, imp Volume, nodded over his cigar, drowsed, a, id dreamed a ^ ^ , .J 

<‘ in vLnary vagueness strangely ble,U.’> The substa,ice of that suggestive Vision he thus d,amaticaUg sUsfo,th . 

Som-Eastcheap. A Boom in the Soar’s Head Tavern. Enter Primce Albbei EDWiBB and Mr. PtracH. 

Pmce. After you, Mr. PtJKOH 1 

Punch. Though you be but Prince of Wales, yet are you the , su<»sesteth Shakspearian tags. 

Prince. Well quoted, i’ faith ! Verily this shadowy precinct smacks of antiquity, a o8 P 

Punch. To a Prince of Wales, and his fidus Achates — -naturally . 

Pn«c«. Yet art thou no PoiNst 

Punch. No more than thou art a madcap Prince Hal. jn^nt ariTthina that tends 

Prince. Thou art perfect ! The brain of this foolish-compoundedcla^ M^^^^^^ Vhitmas could 

to laughter more than thou inventest. ‘‘At the old pMoe. my 5 ° shj^kspeaee’s virile fancy. Ono fancies 

not outdo Ms, though th| redncar^^^^^ addition of the irate treble of 

days of gSmaiTAwM to the p’ujrageTf tMs present twelve ‘ 

Fat Ktjight Prince. Hist! What is t that fetches breath so haid . 

Enter Shade of F^estaff from heUnd the Arras, 

« li : . euf U .« 7. W. - r. t.e„ no hoopitolit, e..„t 9 

I slip's ^Mn p«ioc. o,Ooo...wa.™. 

1 Sir John. 
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FaUtaff, Sweet Prince, I kiss thj neifl Body o* me how are times changed, and Princes with the times, and 
Prince’s Companions with Princes. Xo marvel i* faith, that heirs-apparent are so improved, when such a Momus and Mentor 
in one as Punch supersedeth such a Silenus-Mercury as poor old tun-bellied, pottle-pot-loving, though loyal, jocund and jape- 
enjoying Jack Falstaff.* 

Prince. Truly, Jack, we have, as it were, bought thine ancient desideratum, “ a commodity of good names.” 

Falstaff. Indeed, you come near to me now, Hal, — ^beshrew me, I should say Albrrt ! — I was, if a man should speak 
truly, but little better than one of the wicked. A Lord of the Council of your day, — of the County Council to wit, — would 
indeed rate me roundly, had he the chance, a MoDougall having little more understanding of wild wit than a Shallow of 
civic wisdom. Howbeit I can appreciate a Prince — a true Prince and a dutiful withal — who layeth fouiidation-stoiies in lieu 
r openeth exhibitions instead of bottles. Yet would I fain bibe to thy Jubilee— together with that 

: of Mr. Punch which it so closely follows — in a cup of that same rememberable sack, my Prince ! 

I Prince. Fifty years or so of ceremonials, Falstafp ! Trust me, I am sometimes exceedingly weary, a little out of 

I love with my greatness, and inclined, amidst the sparkle of champagne and— and, loyal addresses, &c., to remember, like mv 
predecessor, the poor creature, small beer ! * J 

Fafete/ Why, that’s my Prince! What say’st, Mr. Po.vch, smacks not that avowal of a larger humanity and, a 

CounciUors can compass? Whence hath he it, this Horatian heartiness, this 

the kindly dower of Mother Nature, partly also from the humorous humanities of that same 
Momus-Mentor of whom you spake erewhile. Sir Johs, though I say it who 

Tewksb;nsi^“TL?« wW Poi.s's-as thick as 

vi Pnnce doth love him so! That, Sirrah, is the humour the Prince is of ! 

of old. ^ g'^od . I would fain share his wit, his conceit, with thee, Prince, as Madcap Hal did mine 

Prince Hal w ^ devised matter enough out of this half-year’s doings, to keep 

you shall laugh tiU your face be'like ^ wft'dSak ilS up7* 

from wSv^aSS hUt unwillingly honce, 

recovereSnff2’^L*^aL!^2iwi,^®®i*’ ^ ^ ^’^^^1 of Princesses, to his happily- 

Prince. Best thanks to ye both ! 

MagnaiTi^fofi°?hJt^aJeTid^ Mysterious Magnetic Force of the Great Fleet Street 

Prince and the Knight a copy of my ^ swayed. Present, Tobz, both to the 

fratoir rair fmt f rinrae I ! I 
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UEBI ET OEBI. 

Mr. Punch returns tlxanks for the anticipatory con- 
gratulations on the occasion of his Jubilee, and takes 
this opportunity of informing his friends—which means 
Everybody Everywhere — ^that the f)0th anniversary of 
his natal day is July 18 which day Mr. Punch 

hereby gives full and entire permission to the aforesaid 
Everyone Everywhere to keep as a whole Holiday, and 
do in a general way, and to the utmost of their abiljty, 
just exactly what best pleases them. 


THE CHAHTEEY BEaUEST k LA. MODE DE LISLE. 

[“ Mr. De Lisle wished the Goveniinent to veto any pictures purchased 
unte the Chantrey Bequest that did not meet -svith their approval.”— 
Daily Dapei'.] 

Scene— ^ Shidio m the Royal Academy, The President and 
several Members of the Council waiting arrival of Government 
to inspect their most recent purchase. 

President {with assumed joviality), Well, my dear Colleagues, I 
do not think exception can be taken to this composition. Simple 
and effective, is it not ? 

First Memher of Council {gloomily). Oh, you never know! I 
think we ought to have opposed the admission of the Cabinet— what 
shotdd know about Art ? 

Second Mem, {drily). Enough to make speeches at the annual 
dinner — ^to winch they wouldn’t come if we snubbed them. 

First Mem, "What of that? I am sure the President is guite 
eloquent enough to stand alone. _ . _ _ 

Pres, {with a graceful how). You are most kind. But, hush: 
here comes Lord Salisbury ! 

Enter the Prime Minister. Cordial greetings. 

Premier {hrisUy), I am sure you will forgive me if I get though 
this quickly. {Loohing at picture.) Hm! Yes, vpy nice; uo-tdid 
Edward the Black Prince wear his Garter ribbon in battle ? I am 
sure I refrain from appearing in mine under^ sin^ar circumstances. 
(To Pres.) Do you think the Artist could paint it out ? ^ 

, Pres, I feel sure he wfil do everything in his power to satisfy your 
Lordship’s artistic instincts. 

Premier, Just so. ^ ^ i-. m 

[Exit R. when enter First Lord of the Treasury, i. 


Pres, {greeting new-comer cordially). Most glad to see you, my 
dear Right Hon. Sir ! 

First Lord, Very good indeed of you to say so, but am always 
anxious to do my duty to my Q,ueen and Country. ^ {Gazing at picture,) 
Hm Not bad ! But, I say, I do know something of yachtmg, and 
that isn’t the way to brace up the marling- spike to the fokesell yard 
with the main jibboom three points in a wind with some East in it ! 
If I may venture a suggestion— hope Artist will paint out the gondola. 
Ta-ta ! A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. [Exit, 

Pres, Well, well, I do not know what our friend will think of the 
matter, but perhaps the Hansom of Venice is a little superfluous. 
Why here is the Home Secretary. 

[E?iter that august personage — mutual greeting, 

Some Sec, {examining picture). Yes, very nice. Just my idea of 
what a historical picture should be I Sea-view very fair indeed, and 
I think that the suggestion of the presentation at Court is also 
extremely neat. The Black Prince, perhaps, a little near Oliver 
Cromwell, hut then that is a detail that will not challenge particular 
attention. I like too the view of Vauxhall Gardens — ^very good, 
indeed ! But why should a scene of this great historical importance 
he laid in Charing Cross during a labour demonstration ? 

Pres, {frankly), I cannot say that I have looked up all my 
authorities, but I do not think onr friend would allow himself to be 
wrong on so important a point. 

Eome Sec, Well, I think it would be in better taste if the Artist 
cut out that stampede of police— it is not true to nature I [Exit, 

Pres, There may be something in what he says, but I do wish 
these amateurs would keep their suggestions to themselves. 

Enter First Lord of the Admiralty. 

Pres, {cordially). My dear Lord, delighted to see yon— what do 
you think of it ? 

First Lord, Hm ! Yes ! Perhaps 1 But, I say, what right has 
the Artist to put the white ensign on the top of that li^ht3ionse ? 
It ’s against the regulations— they should be flying the Tnnity House 
flag— if anything. That miost come out, you know— it really must I 

[Exit. 

Pres, SiHy blunder, hut it can be easily remedied. Ah! the 
Secretary of State for War ! {Enter that official,) Well, Mr. Stan- 
hope, and how do you like the new purchase ? 

War Minister {after a glance at the canvas), Tol lol. But come, 
I say, come ; the Iron Duke never wore a hat like that! And, I say, 
as it isn’t raining, why has he put up his umbrella? In the cause 
of historical accuracy that should not be allowed. [Exit, 

Pres, {drily), I am afraid our friend wiU have enough to do. 
{Enter the remainder of the Cabinet together). Well, Gentlemen — 
hope you approve of our ppchase ? 

Remainder i^’ot at all. You should have only bought 

the frame ! [Scene closes in on the consideration of this new point. 
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MR. PUNCH EXPLAINS. 

[Last week Jfr. Tmch congratulated ICing Henry’s “holy 
shade” on the Pour-hundredth Anniversary of the Foundation 
of Eton College.] 

To Mr. Funclt^s friends, who think he blundered, 

In thinldng Eton’s years were just four hundred, 

And acted quite in error when he paid 
Congratulations to King Henky’s “ shade,” 

A word of explanation now is due. 

To show how what he stated then was true. 

The word is this— that hfty years have now 
Elapsed since Mr. JPtmch first made his bow ; 

And though since then with many friends he ’s parted. 
Himself he is as young as when he started. 

Just Mty years ago it now appears 

That fair Etona claimed four hundred years. 

Ungallant it had been if one had told her 
That Mr. Punch kept young whilst she grew older I 
Yet if it is indeed the P’ourth Centenary 
Or Jubilee the Ninth since holy ’Eneey 
Became the founder of a Royal College — 

Well, Mr. Punch prefers to have no knowledge. 

He only does not know — ^has never known a 
More worthy toast than “ Floreat Fiona 





The New Crusaders. 

[“ Kaiser Wilhelm, according to a Berlin Journal, has given his 
consent to a lottery being instituted throughout the Empire * for 
combating the slave trade in Africa.’ Tickets to the amount of 
eight milSons of marks will be issued, five and a half millions of 
which will be devoted to prizes.”— Telegraph Tcrlin 
Correspondent.l 

KNiGHTS-EEEiJS'T of earth’s earlier days, 

Might learn from Wilhelm Kajcseb. 

They risked their lives in Paynim frays, 

We moderns have ^rown wiser. 

’Tis not enough by Big Bazaars 
To buttress Churches tottery ; 

We, with the dice “ financing ” wars, 

Conduct Crusades -by Lottery ! 


‘‘MANNING THE (BACK-)YARDS/’ 

Chelsea, June, 1891 . Four Bell(e)s. 


Live and Leabn.— Mr. Parkinson win now probably 
admit that the foolish process known as “breaking a 
butterfly on a wheel” may bring the breaker woe. 


SHAXSPEAEE AND NOETH, NOT CHEISTOPHEE. 

Colonel North is popularly supposed to have been the architect 
of his own fortune, but he doesn’t seem to have profited much by 
his architectural knowledge when applied to house-building. The 
burly Colonel — ^we forget at this moment what regiment is under Ms 
distinguished 

CMef Justice ' m i xr t. 7 
of Enffland C-l-n-l N-rth as Falstaff. 

WTiflf a C-l-r-dge as the Zord Chief Justice. 

for a s^e 

out of Senry the Fourth ! Falstaff, Colonel Noeth, and My 
Lorn Coleridge for the Lord Chief Justice. The scene might 
Part II., Act ii., Scene 1, when the Lord CMef says to /S^V JbAw, 
You speak as having power to . do wrong ; but answer, in the 
effect of your reputation, and satisfy the poor wt>man,”— only for 


C-l-n-l N-rth as Falstaff. 

L-rd C-l-r-dge as the Lord Chief Justice. 

JECenrg the Fomth^ Part II., Act ii. Sc. 


“woman,” read “architect.” Curious that the name of Gamble 
should he the pre-surname of Mister Colonel North’ vS brother. 
What ’s in a name ? Yet there ’s a good deal in the sound and look 
of Gamble North, especially when np before the Lord Chief, who 
must quite recently have got hold of quite a little library of useful 
knowledge. Also odd that most of Mr. North’s money seems to have 
been made in the South. But “A 1,” that is, the architect, won, 
and the gallant Mister Colonel, or Colonel Mister, left the Court, 
feeling comparatively A-Norther man. Never mind, even the 
Millionairey Colonel can’t always be lucky. 


ME. PUNCH’S aUOTATION BOOK. 

I.— For Inferior ChampagnEo 
‘ How mad and bad and sad it was— 

But then, how it was sweet ! ” — Brow^nino. 

II.— For Mr. Gladstone. 

“ Et louga canoros 
Daut per coUa modes.” — ^Yirgil. 

III.— For the New Bishop of Lichfield. 

“ Gaiter.— A covering for the leg.”— English Dictionary. 

lY.— For a Tennis-player, Imprisoned by Bad Weather, 

“ They also serve who only stand and wait.” — Milton. 

At St. James’s Hall.— Hair Paddy Rewski is a pianofortist up 
to the time and tune of day. Knowing that F Enfant Prodigue 
is now all the go, he keeps Mmself up to date by performing the 
Musical Prodigy Son’s, I mean Mendelssohn’s ^^Songs without 
Words ; ” and tMs so effectively, that the last wordless song he was 
obliged to repeat, and much obliged the audience by repeating. 
Then the good fellax played La Campanella^ WMch I prefer to 
Gentle Zitella ^ The Princess Louise, were there, and “ &c.” 
was really looking uncommonly weU considering the heat. Bravo, 
Paddy Rewski ! Quid Ireland for ever ! 
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OFF TO WIASHERLAND. 

{By Our Own GraTidoljpli,) 

(riRST LETTEE-A.) 

1 . — From Paddington to the first comma is a comparatively slight 
\ stop. 

Left Paddington. "Was compelled to leave Paddington, as train 
started from tliat station. ‘ ‘ The Great Western ! ” What boundless 
ideas are suggested by this title, &c., &o. {This part I^U send to 
Daily Graphic,) 

Eeasons foe the Jotjenet. 

Well, never mind my reasons. I had made up my mind to go* 
That ’s enough. “ Marlbrooh s'en va fen gtieiTe,^^ mais as Mael- 



mais as Mael- 
BEOOK Junior I 
may^ say, “ Je 
reviendrai,^^ 
Politics to the 
winds! or, col- 
loquially, Poli- 
tics be blowedi 
I’m off to Tom 
T I D D L E E? s 
ground. Nice 
fellow, Tid- 
DLEE. Knew 
him years ago. 
He IS now a 
Limited Com- 
pany, “Tid- 
DLEE & Co.» 

The Compost- i 
T ioH of the 
Paety. 

Well, you 
know what it 
was once upon 
a time. There 
was A Balfoue 
— beg pardon, 
should say, 
The Balfoue 
—and Deummt 
Wolff Y, and 
De Goestibtts 
non disputan^ 
dum (“no ar- 
e, though I say it 


Wbceee aee we how? 

En route, caUed on the Bey of Bisw. Fomd Mm in ^able 
temper— not a bit rough. Lisbon dehghtful. Chatsw<^h not in it 
with the smallest ffower-and-kitchen garden here. 

“ Brag ’’—short for Braganza. Suddenly inspired— wrote drinking 
song : — 

Sancho Pansa 
At Braganza, 

Quaffed no end of cup, 

But Bon Quiseit 
Said “ Don’t mix it — 

Let us go and sup.” 

Have composed my own music to this — c^ it my 
Shan’t publish it, for fear of pirates. No other ^es at sea, except 
pi-rates, and the rate we ’re now going at— two ^ots an nom , 
Ld ties pay the dealer. Hoorah ! I enclose portrait of seH ^^ter the 
above symposium, carried round the town to the air of P ^a 







Tfflt 
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guing with Goest ”), and self. As good a quartette, though I say it 
who shouldn’t, as ever sat down to a concerted piece, with myseil as 
First Fiddle, feut now— “ Where am dat harty now ? — Idont^w 
if I quote correctly ; quoting correctly is not my forte, ^ Hat barty , 
suggests Wolff ; he was the “ harty ” of mir party, in the inOTv 
days of old. Now— none of ’em here, and I with my ink-stand 

before me, a pencil, a pen, note-boolp galore, and any anaount oi 
foolscap, represent “the composition” of our 
with my “ compo.” Is reminds me of dmng a ^eme at Eton, 
This is a holiday task. One, two, three, off !-and away! 

All Abeoad. 

Before I know where we are, so to speak, we have left London, 
and are at Lisbon. On the voyage Captain G. 
these lines, to which I app^d my o w 

behind me in Latin at Eton I hear hy pnvate we that he 
X^tld as much in his recent speech at the fourth centenary 
celebration), and so, perhaps, .conldn’t give the 
as I do. liere is the Captain’s reminiscence, and my translation 

when he isn’t looking . 

Ille terrarum mihi prieter omnes 
Angulus ridet, ubi non Hymetto 
Melle decedunt, viridique certat 
Bacca Yenafro, 

« Yir ubi longum tepidusque prajbet 
Jupiter brumas, et amicus Aulon, 

Fertih Baccho nimium Ealemw 
Invidet uvis.” 

Which translated means , , . . « w -mv 

He, the Englishman {Angulus) ^ beside me (that xs, 

«n on shore when he is quite certain -- 


The Eifth of November anticipated in Quite Mad-eira. 
to Remen^er," &c. Too Novembery perhaps,, bnt evei^hing too 

previous here, and it’s sunimer even , in, mater, and -wmter s 

nowhere, except in some other places, ^s is the “ 

iUogical rule, the “ Summa Lex:' Look at my, be^rs 1 These Me 
heads of the people, eh ? Carried round town in toumph, and then 
back to the Slip, which I now look upon as my native place, or the 
land of my berth ! 

“Once moee aboaed the Lugcee! 

Here we are,'off ^the Cape oflGood Hope. Hope, as you know, 
was a worthy Admiral who dis- 
covered this place ; he is men- A // I 
tioned by the poet as having done \ n. / 

so; you remember— /I nW 

“ Hope told a flattering tale ; ” j I 

but no one believed him. Wish 
Balfoue, Goesty, and Wolff y 

were here, and Wolffy better , / ^ 

than when I left him. First-rate 

place to pick up health. Every ^ 

morning I climh the maintop-gal- 1 

lant, plunge into the ocean, and 

out again in the hbwing of a 1 1^4^ 


prefers the long clay p pe, whicn gets so soon ^ ^rSn » loeil joke), he 
yourself being a friend ® Xr 4^^ 

envies those who can smoke the green tobacco, and doesn t wondei tnat t y 
go in for Falernian. {dassxc metapior for Capewin^, ^ 

I fTaiYiTr that’s pretty good for an old Etonian who 
BiXFoS^fth7“FoS ’’ of the Fourth Party, a four-oar without a 
Nearer) a mile over any course of Yiegil or OviP, and heat him easily. 


Bo’sen’s whistle. I dive, grapple m 

with fresh lobster, bring him up /trff 
by the tail, and before he knows /^Ll/ / 1 C 

where he is, he is boiled and on / J'-/ / 
my table, hot, for breakfast. Ex- / 

cellent lobster! But how he / 

changes colour at being caught . 

and boiled ! Such a breakfast 1 I / 1 I ' II I * 

Q.'oiti a Teopical SoNo! jj' ^ 'i 

Something spicy atlast. Bather ! 'i ! 'feCK 

The “ Umbrella-tree” magmi- '■ 

cent! Spreads ontin wet weaker, 
and folds up when it’s fine. , 

Splendid specimen of the ^ Boot- i ^ 

tree” {Arbor tegumenpedis\ and "ill itlll # 

the quaint “ Blacking - Bnish f W® 

Plant/’ which is its invariable I 'll pi ii|, 

companion. No time to spare, i >il 

not to sit on them m boat. Lemon squash all very well, but a maxed 
fouit squash in your tail-coat pocket not so refreshing. 
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CAPEED^a. 

There are 50,000 souls and as many bodies in Cape Town. Give 
yon my word, it ’s a fact. I may nave omitted one or two, but 
saw most of ’em tbrong'iL telescope before landing. There ’s an old 
Town House and a Castle, and an Excellency* for Governor; 
Museum, Library, with Manuscripts badly illuminated before the 
discovery of gas; and as good a glass of Port (called here “Port 
Elizabeth,” after Miss Elizabeth Maetdi, who first took to it, 
but didn’t finish it, thank goodness!) as you’d wish to get away 
from the Turf Club. The little boys toss for haKpence in the 
streot, which impressed me with the wonderful mineral wealth of 
South Africa. Having nothing better to do, I joined (them, and 
won. I lectured them on mcautious play, and they said something 
in South- African, which the street Arabs here speak to perfection, 
and wMch, I fancy, was both'fiattering and apologetic. Called on 
Cecil, the Colossus of Ehodes, but he was absent at the time. 
Pine place, the Gape. “Why,” I asked myself, “do our people 
go to Eamsgate, Southend, Herne Bay, and even Scarborough, when 
there is such a splendid seaside place as this to come to ? ” But no ; 
because their people have done it before them, so they ’ll go on 
I doing ; and, unlike yours, truly, they wonH strike out a line of their 
own. [H.B. — I must beg the Editor, when he gets this, not to strike 
I out any line of mine, as it ’s business^ and means advertisement.] 

The Odd Teek. 

Had a game of single-handed^ poker with one of the Trekkers, 
and beat him hollow. Hot at first, of course, out of politeness ; 
but at game Ho. 3 he was nowhere. Bless him, I knew a “ trek” 
worth any three of his. He wanted to go about with me after 


LEAVES FROM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

Billsburi/i Tuesdaj/^ Zrd June.—'W e had an immense meeting here 
last night, just to keep the enthusiasm going. We had done our 
best to get a Cabinet Minister to come down, but they all had some 
excuse or other, and we had to content our- 
selves with Caedew, who, being an Under- i 

Secretary, is the next best thing to the ! 

genuine Cabinet rose. Yttxliamt came 
too. A most extraordinary chap that. ij 

Instead of being offended at what I did 
with reference to his proposals for whole- 
sale illegality, he merely delivered his 'Mii 

soul of what he called “ a gentle protest,” /RWSwK 
himself ready to do all he 






soul of what he called “ a gentle protest,” /MT Bj PL 

and declared himself ready to do all he 

could to help me to counteract the effects 

of my own obstinacy. There was con- 

siderable difS-Culty, as there always is, in 

apj^rtioning the various speeches, so as not 

to leave.any of the important local chiefs 

out of "the proceedings. Pirst of all t j i. 

Tollaitd, as Chairman, opened the pro- Pree ai^ Independent 

ceedings. Then came a vote of confidence iiiiector. 

in Her Majesty’s Government, proposed by Colonel Choekle, and 

seconded by Ytjlliahy. To this Caedew responded. 

Then Moffat proposed, and Jeeeah seconded, a vote of confidence 
in me, to which, of course. I responded. Old Dicky Dikes proposed 
a vote of thanks to the Chairman. This was seconded by Blissop, 
and after a few cordial words from Tolland, the gathering broke 
up. On the whole, everythin? went off extremely well, Ydlliamy’s 
speech was a masterpiece. He said 

“ I turn from the larger guestions of public policy to the mivate 
concerns of the borough of Billsbury. On previous occasions I have 
had an opwrtunity of saying what I think of your Candidate, Mr. 
Pattle. I have known him for years. Ever since I first met him, 
I have been more and more struck by the extraordinary intelligent 
interest he takes in political matters. His views are enlightened, his 
judgment is sound, and his eloquence is of so high an order as to 
ensure to him a brilLiant success in the House he is destined to 
adorn. But what chiefly commends him to my regard and to yours, 
is the honourable uprightness of his character. The contest here 


will he a fierce and determined one; hut, thank heaven, with such 
a Candidate as yours, it will be kept free from aU personal bitter- 
ness,^ and win be conducted in suck a way that no breath of 
suspicion will rest on the absolute and scrupulous legality of every- 
thing that may be done. The conscience of the people demands this 
of the candidates who may appeal to its suffrages, and, speaking as 


this, but he became such a Boer (that ’s the origin of our word 
at home signifying “ nuisance ”) that I cut him, and his pack of 
cards too. Just off to see the Dutch races. Shall pick up a little 
coin over this. You ’ll excuse my not writing any more this week, 
as I have to send a lot of stuff to the Daily Gra ^ hic ^ besides 
cramming and reading up for it far more than ever I did at Oxford. 
However, the jeu d* esprit is weB worth the chandelle . You don’t 
want much about local politics— do you ? If so, wire ’s the word, and 
I ’m there. Looking forward to see WhaUcan’-the^Matter-be’-Land^ 
also Sam Best, and other old friends, with whose names, at least, 
the papers have already made you familiar. Must be off now, as I ’ ve 
an interview with the High Commissioner, who does all my business 
for me at the native races. Obliged to give him twenty per cent, on 
commission, and that, of course, is the reason why he has earned the 
proud title of “ High,” which he now deservedly enjoys. “ How’s 
that for High ? ” And the answer is, “ Fifteen per cent, on ordinary 
business, and twenty per cent, for a win.” Hewmarket not in it I 
with this place. So for the present, “ Adoo, adoo ! ” Mind you, I ’ve 
got my eyes open, and this is my tip for all the country out here, 
White to wiu in a few moves,’ ’ [to '^eh I shall soon be able to put 
you up], and “ Black not to win anyhow.” Ye:^ hot out here ; dry 
work, scribbling ; hut luckily in the Orange Free State that de- 
licious fruit can he had for the asking. Tell Goestx that, and 
W OLFPY can use the information, if he likes, till I return. Au revoir I 
Yours ever, ^ * 

ftUEER GUEEIES.— Authoeship. — ^I should he glad to know the 
Publisher of repute who would he likely to purchase for 
»1W0 a nrst-rate Sensational Hovel ? I have only written one chapter 
so far, but I have the plot in my head, and I think a really able and 
energetic P]J^sher would he able to judge of the work from a small 

B ien. Which was the Firm that gave Geoeoe Eliot £5000 for 
smarch f I should like to go to them. — ^Ho Jtjochns. 


nation in the world, and have advanced Billsbury to a position of 
glorious prosperity which other towns strive in vain to approach.’ ’ 

This from Yulliamy was splendid, considering that if i had fol- 
lowed his advice, I should have steeped myself in illegality. But 
the cheers that greeted the speech were deafening, the most enthu- 
siastic coining from Moffat, Blissop, and Jeeeam, who had urged 
my compliance with Yulliamy’s suggestions. ^ 

Wednesday^ June Uh . — ^The 3£eteor is furious about our mooting ! 
yesterday, it says, in a leader : — “ Do these gentlemen suppose that 
the froth blown by them over tbe addle-pates who cheered their 
speeches is likely to shake sir Thomas Chttbson from the secure 
position in which the affection of the Billsbury public has enthroned 
him ? We have nothing to say against Mr. Pattle except this, that 
his youth, combined with the ridiculous immaturity of his views, 
absolutely disqualifies him for the responsible post to which his ] 
foolish ainbition aspires. Let bim go back to the briefs, which 
the vivid imagination of his supporters pictures as crowding his 
table in the Temple. Let him join debating societies, and learn how 
to speak in public ; let him eat, drink, and be merry in London ; 
let him, in fact, do anything except run the head which flattery has 
toned^ against the sturdy stone of Billsbury Liberalism. W'e give 
him this advice in no uniriendly spirit. Let him be wise in time, 
and take it.” ^ 

The Guardian is of course jubilant. “Hever,” it says, “has it 
been our lot to hear the magnificent principles of our cause exxDounded 
with an eloquence so convincing. Mr. Caedew spoke, as he always 
does, with that sturdy good sense which has not only made him j 
a redoubtable foe in the House of Commons, but has endeared his i 
name to the masses of the EngHsh people. Mr. Ydllxamt again i 
showed himself a master of the groat questions of finance, and held 
Ms auMence enthralled while he contrasted the futile extravagance 
of Liberal Governments with the wise, but generous economies, 
established by those who now hold the reins of Government. Our 
popular and eloquent young CanMdate, Mr. Pattle, showed himself 
not ^worthy to take his place side by side with the two great men 
we have mentioned upon the Government benches. Barely has any 
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meeting displayed greater entiiusiasm and unanimity. Our wretched 
opponents may well hi(^ their diminished heads. Another nail has 
been struck into the coffin of the Chubsons, and the rest of the gang 
whom the unfortunate apathy of the Conseryatives, at the last 
mectum, permitted to rise to Ingh places in Billsbury politics, 
i- hey have earned their doom. Sic scvtipcT ti/TciYinis ! 

paraarraph in a littie veeklY sort of Society rag 
puDlisned m Bulsbpy. It says: — “Mj. Paitle has prolonged his 
stay in Bmsbury for some time. Can it all be poEtiosP I say 
nothing. But others have been heard to whisper nothings which are 
price bonnets?” I suppose the idiot means to hint 
that there s something between me and Miss Pentold ? Hope Minr 
won’t hear of this rubbish. 

MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, PuTich's Own Type Writer , ) 

Ho. XXYI.-THE LADY SHOPKEEPEE. 

Ladies who, in order to correct the inequalities of fortune, or to 
counteract a spendthrift husband, have betaken themselves to the 
keeping of shops, form a large and rapidly-increasing body. In 
times so ancient as to be scarcely within the memory of a juvenile 
dowager, it was held by the high dry exponents of aristocratic 
privilege that to touch trade, even when it proffered a bag of money 
in a w^l-glqved hand, was to be defiled beyond the restoring power 
of a Belgravian Duchess. To be sure, even the highest and the driest 
of these censors contrived to close an indulgent eye when a moneyless 
scion of nobility sought to prop his tottering house by rebuilding it 
upon a commercial foundation, and cementing it with the dower of 
a “tradesman’s” daughter. But if these blameless ones, whose 
exclusive dust has long since been consigned to family vaults wdth 
appropriate inscriptions, could have foreseen the dreadful inrqads of 
the trading spirit, if in a moment of prophetic rapture they could 
have watched the painful decay of caste which permits a lady to 
dabble in bonnets, to toy with the making of fancy frames, to cut 
dresses almost like a dressmaker, and, horror of horrors, to send in 
bills to her customers, surely they would have refrained from the 
tomb in order to stem the tide of advancing demoralisation. But 
they are dead, and we who remain are left to deal as best we may 
with the uncompromising spirit of the age. 

It is absolutely essential to the proper production of a Lady Shop- 
keeper that sliG should have been at one ^ 

time both affiuent and socially distin- \ 

guished. If to these qualities she can \ 

add the supreme advantage of good looks /Mi flklii 

and a modest demeanour, her career is 

certain to be a prosperous and a rapid /if/ 1 ill 

one. If, finally, she has been mated to / /'it 

a husband who, having long ago spent 
his own cash, contrives in a short time to / | W 

run a^best on record through 


will recommend a retired 

life in a distant suburb, where it is currently reported that £260 
a year may be made to play the part of £2,000 in the heart of May 
Eair. Others wiU hint that governesses have been known, after 
years of painful labour, to lay by a sufficiency for a short old 
age ; others, again, will dive into the storehouse of their remims- 
cences, in order to produce for inspection the well-known example 
of a colonel and his wife, who defied both the fates^ and the rheu- 
matism in the modest pension of a Continental watering-place. AIL 
these suggestions, however, are eventually put aside in favour of the 
advice that a shop should be started, a nom de commerce adopted, 
and a circle of friendly customers be acquired by discreet advertise- 
ment. After these matters have been decided, but not till then, it 
becomes necessary to determine to what special branch the talents 
of the prospective Shopkeeper are to be devoted. At last even this is 
accomplished, and in a few months more the world of fashion may 
learn by private circular or public paragraph, that a new competitor 


for its favours has been launched into commercial activity under a 
sweetly symbolical name. 

After .this everything depends upon the Lady herself. At first 
everything will go swimmingly. Eriends will rally^ round her, and 
she may perhaps discover with a touching surprise that the staunchest 
and truest are those of whom, in her days of brilliant prosperity, she 
thought the least. But a succes d*estime is soon exhausted. Unless 
she conducts her business on purely business lines, delivers her goods 
when they are wanted, and, for her own protection, sends in her 
accounts as they fall due, and looks carefully after their payment, 
her customers and her profits will fall away. But if she attends 
strictly to business herseH, or engages a good business woman to 
assist her, and orders her affairs in accordance with the dictates of 
a proper self-interest, she is almost certain to do well, and to reap 
the reward of those who face the world without flinching, and fight 
the battle of life sturdily and with an honest pui^ose. Some pamiul 
moments may fall to her lot. It may be that in a crowded assem- 
blage of wealth and fashion she may see one of her masterpieces in 
the dress-making art torn into shreds under the clumsy heel of a 
Cabinet Minister, or a Duchess may speak unkindly in her hearing 
of her latest devices in floral decoration. Or, some brainless 
nincompoop may, in his ignorance of her profession, cast aspersions 
on the general character and behaviour of all who keep shops. And 
it may be that friends, after a prolonged period of non-payment, wiU 
desert her, and speak iU of her business. But she wiU be able to 
console herself for these and similar bitternesses by the knowledge 
that on the whole the world honours those who battle against in- 
fortune without complaint far above the needy crowd of spongers 
who strive to batten without effort on the crumbs that faU from the 
tables of the rich. 

ROBERT OH THE HEMPERER’S VISIT TO THE CITY, 

/Weli, we are jest a going for to have a fine time of it in the old 
Citty, we are I On the werry tenth of next month, which this year 
happens for to be Jewly, we are a going for to receeve to Lunshon, 
quite in a frendly way, the Hemperer and the Hempress of aU 
Oeemant, not forgitting HeUygoland which ^ 

we so kindly guv ’em larst year, and, in addi- 
shun, about twenty other princes and princesses 
from differing forren parts, as has aU agreed 
for to cum at the same time to do ’em honour, 
and as if that wasn’t quite enuff for one day, \ 
the noble Prince of Whales, and the butiful 
Princess of Whales, and aU tne Eoyal Family, 
wiU be werry much “haU there” for to re- 
ceeve ’em and shew ’em praps the luvlyest 
site in TJrope, wiz., the butiful GrUdhaU made 
into a bower of roses, and covered with reel 
dammar sk tablecloths from top to bottom, 
and them aU covered with such a f airy-lilce 
Lunshun as makes my pore old mouth water ony jest to thinlv 
upon! There’s one thing as I ’m afraid as His Himperial 
Madjesty will be werry angry at, and that is, as they ain’t a 
going for to make him free of the Citty, which is one of them grate 
honners as aU the celibryties of the World pines for. Beo'vvn says 
it ain’t commy fo, as the French says, but Beow^n don’t know 
everythink, tho’ he is a trying his werry best to learn a few Grerman 
words in case the Hemperer asks him for sumthink to eat, such as a 
little sour Icrowt. The best of the fun is that he aeshaUy spells sour, 
sauer ! I ain’t not a pertickler good speUer myself, but I reely 
shoud be artily ashamed of sioh a blunder as that. 

The pore Committee, as has to see to hewerythink, begins for to 
look jest a little paU and worryed— and who can wander at it, for 
I’m told as they is amost torn to peaces with applications for Tickets, 
tho they ony has two a-peace for their friends, and won’t have one 
for theirselves, but will have to walk about all the time of the 
Lunch, with their long sticks of office, to see as ewerybody xcept 
theirselves is nice and cumferal, and got plenty to eat and drink. 
And, torking of drink, jest reminds me of the tasting Committee, 
pore fellers 1 who has got for to go to all the werry best Wine sellers 
in the Citty, to taste ^ their werry best wines, and decide which, of 
every kind and description, they shall select for their himperial 
royal gests. Why it ’s amost enun to give ’em all hedakes for the 
rest of their nateral lives. 

I don’t know of any further arrangements as is quite finally settled, 
so praps I may have jest a few lines to add nex week. Egbert. 

Q^IFEEE OTEEIES.— A First Eeadin<j.— Would some person 
kindly inform me of a good Recitation for a Smoking Concert ? I 
have been asked to recite “something telling” after the annual 
banquet of a Club of local Licensed YictuaUers. I am thinking of 
the First Book of Baradise Lost, Or would parts of The Excursion 
be more likely to create a fitrore f I have never recited in public 
before, and reel rather doubtful of my ability to “hold” the 
Yictuallers.^WiLiiNei- to OBLiaE. 



GENTLE SATIRE. 

* I SAT, Bill, look ’ere ! ’Ere ’s a Old Cove out Record-Breakikg ! 


^^THE DILEMMA/^ 


1 1 do like to draw Mm. These ramparts are 


{An old Irish Story mwly applied^) 

[“ On which horn of the dilemma will the Glad- 
stonians elect to stand?” — Mr, Chamberlain ^ in 
his controvei'sy unth Sir Sareourt on the place 
of Some Rule in the Gladstonim progrcmme,\ 

Faithful Unionist Sentry^ loquitur : — 

F AITH ! yes, a dilemma, no doubt, is the thing 
To stagger Big Bounce, in a fashion Socratic, 
I I know how to plant a sh^ sting, 
The success of my bayonet-play is emphatic. 
Bemember a picture I once chanced to see, 

A Pompeian sentinel posed at a portal, 

And “faithful to death” though fire 
threatened. That 's Me ! 

As my country’s defender, my fame is 
immortal. 


But because we ’re old comrades he cheeks 
me. “Woa, Emma!” 

As cads used to shout. I extremely incline 
To tickle him up with— a two-horned 
Dilemma I 


“ Well^ have him hehmd^ then^ and come on 
alone ! ” — 

Eh! “ Captive won’t ^e^ifyou?” That’s 
just what I told you ! 

Your trophy, “ Home Buie,” has an incubus 
grown : 


‘Well, William, what cheer?” He is 
struggling out there 

With a — Snark; ’tis a Boojum which 


He’s got voM, my friend, and, my faith, 
he wall hold you. 

’Tis Paddy’s Dilemma all over again, 

Onljr you ’re the true Pat. You can’t take 
it or leave it. ^ [vain; 

Your triumph was futile, your struggles are 

Mine’s the Sentinel’s eye, and you cannot 
deceive it. 

[Left chortling^ hut still on duty^^ 


shortly may vanish. 

Like Frankenstein's^ Ms is a Monster, I 
fear, 

He would- did he dare— be delighted to 
banish. 

That big “ Home-Bule ” Bogey, my Bobadil, 
seems 

A “ handful” with wMch you are destined 
to struggle, 

WMch darkens your days as it haunts all 
your dreams ; 

WMch you cannot get rid of by force or by 
juggle. 


Yes, the Sentinel’s role suits my style passing 

rrv [ding. 

The memy won’t find me napping or nod- 
But what I most like as I do sentry spell, 

Is the fine opportunity offered for — ^prod- 
ding! 

I ™tch like a lynx, as a sentry should do, 
With an eye like a hawk, ana a smile sweet 


as syrup ; 

But when there’s a chance for a thrust 


— M VJJkUrAAVW JLWX Oe W4iX UO 

whirraroo 1^ 

My bayonet-point is agog for a stir up ! 

Joe, the Sentry, you know, like Jbe JBagstock, 
IS sir, _ » 

Ay, “devilish sly,” — if I may speak 
profanely. 

That swashbuckler H-rc-et now, swaggering 
there- why, 

The big burly Bobadil ’s acting insanely. ; 


You ^ve got him^ you say ? Well, then, bring 
him along f 

Ha ! ha ! Says “ he carCt ! ” That ’s ex- 
, ceedingly funny ! 

It %s very hard when your “ captive ”’s so 
strong. 

He won’t do your bidding for love or for 


money. 

Like Samson he leads Ms Delilah a dance, 
Like Pat’s prisoner— all know the old 
Insh story— 

give Ms captor a ghost of a chance. 
Such prisoners ” do mar their congueror’s 
glory. 


“HOTHING SUCCEEDS LIKE”— 
SUCCESSION? 

** Supply— Army Estimates.” 

G-eneral Fraser — not a phraser clearly — > 
Military grumbling vents sincerely ; 

House won’t listen, and the cruel Times 
Summarised his tale of woes and crimes, 
As— great (Lesar !— “ a few observations,” 
Tanner, always great on such occasions, 
Intimates that it is his impression 
Soldiers are “ succeeding in succession ” 

In the interest of more Expense. 

Well, “economists” make stir immense, 
But in spite of most Draconic manner, 
Hardly ever seem to save—SL “tanner.” 

So that one is prone to thinlc indeed. 

In succession they do not—^^ succeed ! ” 


“A LEoaE UP.” — The new Bishop of Lich- 
field. 
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' VOCES POPULI. 

. DILATORY DINUEES. 

The Bgotistic Amphitryon {concluding an haranque) Well all T H’-p 

the verandah.) Oh you’re 

TrAY*o Wai'+aV. t reason I expressly told you seyen shart). 

frnnd^,^m%L Presents a carte, and stands ly to^J^a 

^ou ^ ? (To Guest.) 

A ^ ^ sa^e doesn’t care vliat lie 

eate— he ought to care, he must care. What do yon say to this— 
Potage Bisque d eon^sses ; Sanmon Sauce Hollandaise • Brim- 
tee/® f ^ i and green^asrSSv 

usta^e^tha^^^^^^^^ (ToWaSTer.) Let 

do you hear? ' 

Waiter, auick ? Yes, I dell 
^ hurries off. 

The E. A. Hang the fellow, 
he 's forgotten the wine ! (To 
Guest.) What will you drink ? 

The (^est {thinks it will look 
greedy if he suggests cha^npagne). 

Oh— er— whatever you We going 
to drink. 

The E. A. Well, I ’m going to 
have a glass of champagne myself. 

I want it after all tiiis worry. 

But if you prefer heer {consider^ 
ately), say so. {The Guest, in a 
smnt ^ propitiation, prefers 
heer.) Well, we could have man- 
aged a bottle of Pommery be- 
tween us, and it ’s never so good ‘ 
to my mind in the pints— but 
please yourself, of course. 

\_The QviQst feels that his mode^ 

lotion has missed fre, hut dares not retract ; they sit in silence 
for some time, without anything of importance happening, 
except that a strange Waiter swoops down and carries away 
their hreadA)asket. 

A J^eek JSTan {at an adjoining table, who, probably for family 
reasons, IS entertaining his Sister •in Aaw, a lady with an aquiline 

nose and rMnnrhnhh / -.n 



nose and remarkably thick eyebrows.) You know, Hoeatia, I call 
this sort of thing very jolly, having dinner like this in the fresh air, 
/ -TT V T iMe rubs his hands under the table. 

Moratia {acidly). It may be so, Augustus, when we do have it. 
At present we have been sitting here fifteen minutes, and had 
nothing but fresh air and small flies, and, as I don’t pretend to be a 
Chameleon myself, why-- — [She fans herself vigorously. 

Axigustus. Well, you know, my dear, we were warned that Ihe 
trout en papiUotes might take some little time. I suppose {with 
mwa^ocufan^y)— it ’s a fashionable fish — ^wants to come in with a 

little head sunning over with curls,” as the poet says. 

Moratia. Please don’t make jokes of that sort— unless you wish to 
destroy the little appetite I have left ! 

Augustus {penitently). Never mind— I won’t do it again. Here ’s 
our Waiter at last, mow we ’re all right ! 

[The Waiter puts a dish down upon another table, and advances 
with the air of a family friend who brings bad tidings. 

M^atia. Will you kindly let us have that trout at once? 

The Waiter {bending down to Augustus with pity and sympathy). 
sory to dell you, esbecially after keebin you so long vaiting, 
bot {thinks how he can break it most gently) ve naf zo many beopie 
mer to-daj, and zey haf shust dold me in ze gitchen zere is no more 
drout. Zia hote vedder ze drout, he vill nod stay ! 

Augustus {mildly). No, of course not— weU, let me see, now, what 
can YOU ? 

YAe E. A. Here, you Kellner, come here, can’t yon ? What the 

Augustus). Yon ininute. I gom back bresently. {To 
Hi. A.) You vant your pill, Sir, 3 res ? 

1 he E. A. {exploding). My bill ! Confound it I I want some-- 
^ eat first. When is that Bisque coming ? 

Waiter. Aoh, peg your harden, ve haf peen so pusy all day. Your 
Bisque viU pe retty diregly. I go to vetch him. [Me goes. 


T we ’re farther off from getting any food than ever 1 

± suppose 3 , ou mean to do something, Augustus ^ 

^ (ifXlf- ^ 

- {with scorn). Do you imagine they Trill pay the least 

« uSS oheyl® ^ 

^ {FirSrWf.^Air'''^ ^ Tory much annoyed. 

e A Stern Waiter {appearing suddenly.) You vant somsing, Sir ? 
e Augustus {apologetically). Yes; we should— er— like something to 
f if you don’t 

I 1 j® Lady is rather in a hurry, and we ’ ve waited some 

t little time ^eady, you see. 

) YaSr bardon, zis is nod my daple. I send your 

> twenty minutes we’ve been here! 

. . at last ! Waiter apjjean icith a tureen, which he uncovers.) 

i Here, what do you call this f 

) Grotiteau Bot— you order him, yes? No? I dake him 

3 away ! 

lEewhuks it awau, to tTie chagrin 0 / Guest, xcho thought it S 7 nelt nice. 
1/ieE. I ordered Bisque — where is it ? and I want some wine, 
r too— a pint of Pommery ’84, and a smaU lager. If they ’re not here 
c very soon, 1 'li 

rA« Guest [trying to make th best of things). Nothing for it but 
patience, I suppose. ^ / o 

The E. A. (with intention). I had very little of that left before I 
sat down, I can tell you ! 

A Sarcastic and Solitary Einer, 
Waiter, could you spare me one 
moment of your vafuahle time? 
S' {The Waiter halts irresolutely.) 

sure of speaking to you, that you 
may possibly have forgotten that 
about three-quarters of an hour 
ago I ventured to express a pre- 
ference for au Entrec 6 te aux 
pommes de terre with a half- 
Beaune. Could yon 
W much longer 

m those rare dainties may take in 
^ M preparing, and iu the meantime 

^ enable me to support the pangs 
W of starvation by procuring me 
the favour of a penny roll, if I 
am not trespassing too much upon 

Waiter, in a state of 
/' extreme mystification and 

I I alarm, departs to inform the 

* Manager. 

The E. A.^s Waiter {reappearing with a small plated howl, 
champagne bottle and glass of lager.) I regred fery moch to hat 
to den you zat zere is only sbust enough Bisque for von berson. 

^ ^ „ , . , well-bred concern. 

The E. A. Confound it all I {To Guest.) Here, you ’d better take 
this, now it ’s here. Afraid of it, eh ? Well, Bisque is apt to isagree 
with some people. {To Waiter.) Give it to me, and bring this 
gentleman some ^ravy soup, or whatever else you have ready. {Me 
busies himself with his Eisque, while the Guest, in pw*e absence of 
mind, drinks the champagne with which the Waiter has filled Ms 
glass. ) ^ Here, what are you doing ? I didn’t order lager. {Perceives 
the 7nistake.) _ Oh, you’ve changed your mind, have you? {To 
Guest.) Ah right, of course, only it’s a pity you couldn’t say so at 
once. {To W.) Another pint of Pommery, and take this lager 
stuff away. {ExitW.] the unfortunate Guest, in attempting to pass 
the bottle, contrives to decant it into his host^s soup.) Hullo, what 
the — ^there — {controlling himself) . You might have left me the soup, 

I at all events! Well — well — ^it’sno use saying anymore about it. 

I suppose I shall get something to eat some day. 

[General tumult from several fables ; appeals to the Waiters, who 
lose their heads md uphrazd one another in their own tongue ; 
HoEiia threatens bitterly to go in search of buns and lemonade 
at a Eefreshment Ear. JSudden and timely appearance of 
energetic Manager; explanations, apologies, promises. Magic 
and instantaneous production of everybody^ s dinner. Appetite 
and anger appeased, as Seme closes in. 

N.B.— itfr. Punch wishes it to he understood that the above sketch 
is not intended as a reflection upon any of the deservedly popular 
restaurants existing at present in either exhibition. 

Iegai, AiTD MxLiTiJir.— ‘‘Ancient Lights,”— Retired Lancers. 
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MEDICINAL MUSIC. 

(A Growl from a Quiet StreeV') 

[‘‘There is a disposition just nov to 
revive discussion upon a very old subject, 
namely the curative influence of Music in 

cases of mental and bodily disease.” 

Daily Telegraph,'] 

CuKATiVE Music ? Just as well expect 

Au InflLuenza-cure from Demogor- 
gon! 

Some dolts tliere be, no doubt, who 
would detect 

Anodyne influence in a barrel- 
organ \ 

A febrifuge in a flat Grerman Band, 

A prophylactic in a street-piano ! 
Some quackery a man can understand, 

But Music 1 ’ll not take, even cujn 
grano, [say, 

I don’t believe what classic noodles 

That Music stopped the haemor- 
rhage of Ulysses ; 

That Cato’s stifl'ened joints attained 
free play 

From harmony of sounds. Such 
“rot” sense hisses. 

I ’d just as soon believe the Theban 
walls 

Were twangled into place by young 
Amphion. 

Bah ! Minds made sane by Music’s 
scrapes and squalls ? 

Not mine^ though the lyre-thrum- 
ber were Arion. 

Drums, trumpets, fiddles, organs— 
all are bad. 

And vocal fireworks are far worse 
than vanity. 

Stop, though ! I’m sane, and they 
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SMOKING CONCERT. 


« just drive me mad ; ^ ^ ^ good Method hut small Voice^ sudd&nlyjvMping up from Fiaiio), “Look 

So Music may drive %dioth into here, Algy. I do call it beastly bad form for you and Sikes to Talk when I’m Singing !” 
sanity . ^^Igy* “All right, Old Man — awfully sorry — didn’t know you wbre Singing, you know!” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FBOM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

IMome of Gommom, Tuesdau^ June 23, 1215 A.M.— House just 
adjourned ; a little dazed by shock of narrow escape from grievous 
danger. Been at it through greater part of night debating Second 
Reading of Education Bill. Julius ’Annijbal Picton led off with 
speech of fiery eloquence. The Souire of Malwood declares he 
never listens to J. k, P. without an odd feeling that there have been 
misfits. Both his voice and his gestures are, he says, too large for 
him. But that, as Algernon Borthwick shrewdly 
points out, is iirofessional jealousy supervening on 
the arrogance of excessive stature. The Squire, 
though not lacking in moods of generosity, cannot 
abear a rival in the oratorical field. Had things 
turned out differently to-night, he might have en- 
joyed the advantage of addressing House at this 
favourable hour, whilst its withers were yet un- 
WTung. 

But J ULius ’ Annibal has not studied his great 
ancestor’s strategy for nothing. As soon as Second 
Heading of Education BiU appeared on the paper, 
ho romped in, and put down Amendment. Isfeedn’t 
move it ; didn’t mean to move it ; doesn’t move it ; 
but he gets first place in principal Debate of Session, 
and shows himself worthy of it by the luminons 
argument and almost passionate eloquence of his 
oration. 

It wasn’t that the House was disturbed about. 
^ The particular incident arose a quarter of an hour 
vajA before midnight, when Cranborne suddenly got up 
and moved Adiournment of Debate. J, A. had 
^ bowled him ana others over in the earlier part of 
the Sitting; but there was a second night, and 
the Hope of Hatfield determined he would coUar 
- that. Had the Motion for Adjournment been ac- 

r;.. cepted, he would, in accordance with usage, have 

Bxr Algernon. 

more, fresh, and in the mood to listen. But Joktm objected to losing 
the quarter of an hour. 

we can,” ho said, pleasantly, “ bear another speech.” 


All right ; Cranborne only a private Member, and modest withal ; 
not the person to argue with his pastors and masters. So resumed 
his seat. If they wanted to use iip the time, let some one else speak 
through the quarter of an hour. Had things been so left, the listen- 
ing Senate and the waiting world would never have heard Cran- 
borne in this Debate. As the Speaker gently pointed out to him, 
having moved the Amendment he had esdiausted his privilege of 
; speaking. He might sustain his thesis at any length, or, being on 
bis legs, naight continue the Debate without insisting on his Motion 
for the Adjournment. But he must speak now, or for ever hold his 
tongue as far as the Debate w^as concerned. This was awkward, but 
no help for it ; so Cranborne plunged in and talked up to midnight, 
when the Debate stood adjourned. 

JBusiness done , — Second Reading of Education Bill moved. 

Tuesday ,— night with Education Bill. Position rather 
peculiar ; everyone, or nearly everyone, in state of frantic adulation 
of the measure ; and yet everyone passing the cradle in which the 
infant slumbers gives it a sly pinch. Here and there a Ministerialist 
gets up and honestly denounces a BiU embodying principle which 
Conservatives been led for generations to denounce. Bartley last 
night made capital speech in this sense. To-night Lawrence bluntly 
declares his regret that good Tories should be asked to support 
principles which they, under their present Leaders, Aiolently opposed 
at General Election of 1885. Addison blandly and persua^vely 
attempts to stem this growing torrent of discontent. ‘^The change 
of opinion on this side of the House,” he said, hitching on one side 
an imaginary wig, clutching at an imperceptible gown, and turning 
over the pages of an impalpable brief , “is owing to the fact that 
circumstances and times have altered. It is the duty of states- 
men,” — and here Addison, like another Fat Boy known to history, 
wisibly swelled, — “to adapt themselves to the necessities of the 
case.” 

Jennings, speaking from the Bench immediately behind Addison, 
had no patience with this kind of argument. “ Six years I ’ve sat 
in this House, Mr. Speaker,” he saidj “ and during that time have 
seenj measures which we Conservatives have been encouraged, 
almost instructed, to denounce, cordially received by our Leaders 
and passed into law. For my part, I cannot flourish on this 
diet of broken pledges. One might eat of it now and then, hut 
I when continually invited to the same dish, it becomes a little 
! monotonous.” 
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Old MoEAxrrr iappily out of the way of hearing all this. Gone 
off, and wisely left no address. People walking along Dowi^g 
Street, find TPritten over the door at the Treasury, ^ 

Minutes.” That 's all ; neither date nor hour specified. Ten minutes 
roll on, and Old Morality comes not. But he sometimes com- 
municates with his most intimate friends. Have this morning a 
note from him. , .-.iff-, n 

“I send these few lines,” he writes, “hoping they wiU find you well 
as they leave me at present. Talking about lines, mine have fallen m 
pleasanter places than 3 ’'ours, or JoKiit’s chance to be just ^w. Some 
people are inclined to deny me the faculty of humour. But I think 
the merry-go-rounder of leaving J ozor in charge of the Free Educa- 
tion Bill ‘is pretty well for a beginner. Everything must have a com- 
mencement. l^^ow I’ve started I may in time become a angular 
Joseph Hiller. Excuse my not mentioMg my present adtoss, 
and be sure that wherever I am, I am animated solely by desire to 
do my duty to Queen and Country, and to meet the convenience of 
Hon. Gentlemen in whatever part of the House they may sit. If 
you want to write to me, address ‘ Mr. SaiiTH, England.’ I 
reason to believe that so perfect is the machinery of the Post Office 
imder the direction of my Bight Hon. friend, that the missive thus 
directed will not fail to reach its destination.” 

Business done.— On Second Beading of Education Bill. 

Thursday. — ^An old acquaintance looked in at Lobby to-night. 
When he was here, we used to call him Long- Lawrehce. How he 
I is one of Her Majesty’s Judges, and 

t we must behave to him as such. 

“How ’re you getting on here, 
Toby ? ” he said, just as friendly as if 
he were still at the Bar. 

‘ ‘Asyour Ludship pleases,” I replied, 
too old a Parliamentary Hand to be 
inveigled into familiarity by his unas- 
suming manner. 

Fact is, as, on his further entreaty, 

I proceeded to explain to the learned 
Judge, we are getting on very weH 
indeed. Truce been called in party 
conflict, and is strictly observed. Mr. GF. 
is absent on sick leave — ^not keeping 
out of the way of Education Bill, as 
some will have it. Old Morality 
back to-night ; came down in a penny 
’bus, in final effort to elude discovery 
of his place of recent retreat. Par- 
KELL also absent; news comes to- 
night that his business is matrimonial; 
graphic accounts current of his expe- 
dition “in a one-horse vehicle ” from 
Brighton to Steyning. 

“If,” says his Ludship, fresh from ' 
a Criminal Court, “he haa been com- 
l’ mitting a burglary, and was getting 
off with the loot in the one-horse 
Lone Lawrence O’ Shay, he could not have taken fuller 

® ' precautions to evade pursuit.” 

At first some doubt as to truth of story. Been rumoured often 
before. Then comes, in special edition of evening paper, the detail : 
“The ceremony being concluded, Mr. and Mrs. Parnell drove 
away in the direction of Bramber, Mrs. Parnell taking the whip 
and reins.” 

“ Ah I ” said Dick Power, “that ’s Kitty, and no mistake. She 
always takes the whip and reins. Bet you three to one the 
trick’s done.” 

SoxTiRE of Malwood faithful at his post, but he, too, observant of 
the Truce. Everyone tmed to death of dullest Session ever lived 
through, and chiefly anxious to bring it to an end. 

Business done. — ^In Committee of Supply. 

Friday .^ — In Lords to-night, Irish Land Purchase Bill read 
Second Time, after series of essays delivered by half dozen Peers. ; 
^ Point of honour^ not to take less than one hour in delivery. Derby 
brought down his contribution nicely written out on quarter sheets. 
Whilst Ashbourne declaiming, Derby seized opportunity to read 
bis speech over to himself. This aU very weU if he had strictly 
carried out intention, but,^ when he grew so interested in it as to 
mumble passages in an audible voice, situation grew embarrassing. 
At last Kimberley, who sat near, gently nudged him. “ One at a 
time, my dear Derby,” he whispered. “We know you’re ac- 
, oustomed to dual action. Darby and Joan, you know; but won’t 
' do here.” 

. Derby blushed, and thrust manuscript in pocket tiU his turn 
I came, when he had the pleasure of reading it aloud. 

Business Irish Land BOl through Lords; Pubho Health 

’ Bill in Commons. 


MISS HOMEB. 

Tree is in the provinces he is to appear as the Prince of Denynarh. 


Tree in BLamleU 


THE PIJBCHASE-0FFICEB8’ GUIDE TO THE ABMY. 

{Arranged in Question and Answer Form , ) 

Question. I may take it that the backbone of the British Aiyny 
(especially in the time of peace) are those commissioned warriors 
who obtained admission to the Service by paying for their footing ? 

Answer. Indeed you may. 

Q. And, at the time when these warriors were admitted, I fancy 
the scientific branches of the Force (the “ Gunners ” and the 
“ Sappers”) were rather looked down upon than otherwise ? 

A. Certainly, for you see they obtained their Commissions by 
brains, and not through mone 3 ’’-bags. 

Q. And now you have to complain that the Generals’ Establish- 
ment has been reduced from 275 to 68 ? 

A. A scandal and a shame! For this means that only a certain 
number of us can hope to wear sashes round the waist, instead of 
hanging down from the left shoulder. 

Q. Does not promotion by selection, instead of seniority, Cause 
you also considerable loss ? 

A. Unquestionably. The Purchase Officer had a right to suppose 
that once gazetted he would go up to the top of the tree, always 
supposing he was able to pay his way like an officer and a gentle- 
man. 

Q. Is it not also sad that Officers who accept half -pay should „be 
called upon to serve in the Auxiliary Forces ? 

A. Hot only sad, but confoundof ..j* undignified. 

Q. And do you not object to your condition generally ? 

A. Yes, certainly. And let me tell you the subject is the burning 
one of the hour ! 

Q. And what do you think of other matters affecting the welfare 
of the Army ? 

A. That they are merely details that can safely wait 'indefinitely 
the consideration of the Authorities ! 


THE “WHETHEB” AHD THE PABKS. - 

To ask The Banger and the Bight Honourable Mr. PLini *et, or 
“ Flunhetto^^^ as the name appears in the opera of Marta — * 

Whether there cannot be some improvement made in that 
Despondent Slough known as Botten 

WTiether Kensington Gardens, now 
V sacred to nursery -maids and their 
charges, and a few loungers, couldn’t 
be opened up with one or two good 
right across, and a few inter- 
ir W ^ seoting bridle-paths, after the fashion 

// ^ / of ^ the Bois de Boulogne, and thus 

relieve the monotony of the Bow, 
which is getting more and more 
^ ’ Rotten after every shower, and more 

and more crowded every summer ? 

Whether, as every equestrian is rightly complaining, something 
cannot be done in time for the season of 1892 f 


KOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desorintion will 
m no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or V^pw? To JSS 


there will be no exception. 
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VOCES POPULI. 

MORE FOT^POURRl FROM THE PARK. 

SCENE—T^e near Ciwiherland Gate^ on almost any line 

afternoon. Behind the rails separating the turf from the paths, 
Grmrs, Freachers, and Reciters are holding forth, for the 
aetectation of small groups^ who are mostly engaged in discuss^ 
%ng some totally different subject. A set debate^ with a time- 
limit, and a purely ornamental Chairman, is in proqress 
between ^ a Farnellite and an AntUFarnellite. The reader will 
kindly imagine himself to be passing slowly along the line. 

A Youthful Socialist {haranguing the usual crowd of well-to-^do 
hungers, and loorhng himself up to the requisite white Aeat of fac- 
titious ^fury). And what are these Capitalists? I ’U tell yer. Jest 
a lot 0 greedy gobblers and profit-mongering sharks, as eat up the 
snialler fry. And what are you f Why, you ’re the small jfish as 
eat mud— and let yourselyes be gobbled ! [The crowd accept this 
aejmition of themselves with perfect gaiety and good-humour^ Some 
wui tell yer that these lazy, idle loafers, work as hard as what we 
do ourselves. {Derisive laughter at this ridiculous idea.) yer, 
4 P saying they don’t. JELonly, the ’arder they work, the worse 
’ because the more they work the more they rob 1 That ’s 
what they send their sons to Oxford and to Cambridge 
—as was built and endowed for the benefit of us, the 
labourin’ classes — ^for. They send ’em there to learn 
ow to rob ! 

{Here a discmsion breaks out between a Sceptic and a 
Spiritualist, who, with half-a-dozen interested 
auditors, have been putting their heads together in 
a corner. 

1 Ho, — ^but keep to the point, — you’re 

shuimn the question. I want to argue this out on 
lopcal grounds. I know as well as you do that, if only 
I ave armony and a round table in my family, I can 
make that table dance the poker — but what I ’m 
puttin’ to you is {triumphaiitl^, ’ow does that prove to 
me as I ’m in communication with the Bogie Man ? 

That ’s what you ^ve got to answer. 

• Soshalists ’ate the Tories as we ’ate 

sill. Why, young polertician as I ham, &o., &c. 

The Spiritualist [an elderly^ and earnest person). All 
I can r^ly to you is, we Spiritualists do not think— we 
hmw that these^ phenomena appear— yes, as surely as 
I know I am ’olding this stick in my ’and. 

The Sceptic {pityingly).^ There you go again, yer see 
— that stiolc ain’t the point. I can see the stick. A 
stick ain’t a phenomena — ^you ’re confusin’ two difierent 
^ngs. How I’m goin’ to offer you a fair challenge. 

You perdooce me a Spirit— not in a back room, with 
the lights out, but Ure, in broad daylight, in this Park 
—you get that Mrit to naturalise itself, or whatever 
you call it, and I’ll believe in ’im. Come, now ! 

A Bystander. Ah, that ’s the way to corner Hs sort, 

’E knows ’e carn’t do it ! 

T/ie Spiritualist {with a sin^Sfi .jff sad superiority). 

Ridicule ain’t argyment. [The discussion continues. 

.The Young Socialist. Don’t tork to me of Patriotism! 

What have the likes of you and me got to be patriotic about ? I’m 
a Universalist, I am, and so long as a man rallies round our glorious 
Red Flag {here he waves a dingy scarlet rag on a stick), it ’s all one 
to me whether his own colour is black, yeller, green, brown, or white! 

[Applause. 

Recit Himber One {in the midst of a thrilling prose narrative 
about a ertain * ‘ ’ Aeey,” who has apparently got into legal difficulties 
" ; ng thrown a cocoa-nut stick at a retired Colonel). Well, I 
€ vO the Court ’ouse, and there, sure enough, was my pore mate 
, X. m the dock, and there was hold (ringer-whiskers {laughter) 
a'JeiTuug on the bench along with the bother beaks, lookin’ biliouser, 
and pepperier, and more hapj^erplecticker nor ever! “Prison-ar,” 
he sez, addressin’ ’Aeey {imitation of the voice and manner of a 
retired Colonel), “ Prison-ar, ’ave you— har— hanythink to say in 
your beyarf— har ? ” And then, hall of a sudden j 1 sor a fiash come 
into my dear ’ole comride ’Aeey’s heyes, as he strightened ’imself in 
the dock, and gave the milingtery sloot, and then, in a voice as 

sounded as true and sweet and clear as a bell, he sez 

A Dingy and Unprepossessmg Freacher {unctuously). WeR, 
beloved friends, as I was telling yer, I went’ome to the ’ouse of that 
pious Methodist lady, and she told me as ’ow she ’ad two dear 
unconverted sons, ah’ I knelt down {^w., ^c.), an’ after that we ’ad 
oiir.tea, and then I preached a sermon— ah, I well remember I took j 
niy tex from {^c., an’ then she gave me supper {more 

unctuously still), as nice a bit o’ cold beef and ’ome-brewed ale as 
ev^r .1 wish to taste, and I slep’ that blessed night in a warm 
comfortable bed-rand tMs {drawmg the inevitable moral) this brings 
me round to what I started on, inasmuch as it proves {with a 


\fo7'hdding smile) as ’ow yer may sometimes hentertain a angel un- 
awares I 

Reciter Humber Two {givmg his otcti pyJvate version of “ The 
Ticket of Leave Ifaw.”) Fourpenee ’ap’ny, (xentlemen, is 7 iot a very 
arty nor corjial recognition of my talent ; ^oicever, I wdll nowpereeed 
's^th the Drarmer. The Curtain rises upon the Second Hact. Hover 

three years ’ave elapsed since Robert Brierley (&c.) We are in 

May Hedwardses lodgings. She is torkin to ’er goldfinch. If you 
boys don’t give over larkin’ and stand back, you ’ll get a cuff on 
some of your ’eds. “ Goldie,” she sez, “I’ve ’ad a letter Horn ’Jm 
this morning I ” ^ And the bird puts his little ’ed a one side, and 
a most seems as if he compre’ended ’er meanin’ ! Mrs. Willoughby 
IS ’card outside sayin’, “ May I come in ? ” I will now hendeavour 
to give you a imitation of Mrs. Willoughby. 

[He cocks his hat rather more on one side, to indicate feininine 
garrulity, and continues. 

Anti-Far nellite Irishman {warmly). Is it k^e to the point ? Oi 
M that white-feeced an’ blaek-hearrted loiar, Tim Muephy, that if 
he interrups me wance more whoile o’im in possession o’ the chair, 
oi’ll step down an’ call ’m to orrder by landin’ ’um a clump on the 
conk ! 

Reciter Numbei' Three {icho is working his tvay through a blood- 
curdling poem, with a hat on the ground before him ) : — 

And on came them maddened ’orses, with their foi- 
ery, smokin’ breath ; 

As were bearin’ the woman I lurved to a crule and 
’orrihle death ! ^ [FatheticalJy. 

Ow could I save my darlin’ from layin’ a mangled ’eap 
On the grorss below where the buttercups blow, along 
of the innercent sheep ! 

( Wildly.) 1 felt my brine was reeling— I ’adn’t a min- 
nit to lose I [He strains f one ard, in agony. 

With a stified prayer, and a gasp for air, I 

[Here he suddenly becomes aware of an overlooked 
penny on the grass, and replaces it carefully 
in the hat before proceeding. 

Fu'st Bystander {discussing Fhysical Courage with a 
friend). Ho, I never ’ad no pluck. I don’t see the use 
of it myself— on’y gits you into rows. ( Candidly.) I ’m 
a blanky coward, lam. 

His Friend {admiringly). Give us yer ’and, Yer 
can’t be a hlankier coward than 7ne ! 

^ The A. F. {with Jxist pride). Oi’ve been wan o’ the 
biggest libertines in this or anny other city in me toime 
—there’s no blagardhism oi’d have put beyant me — 
hut oi till ye this. If Paenell was to come up to me 
here, now, and ask me to sheek nm by the hand, oi’d 
say, “Shtand hack,' ye d— d scoundthrel ! ” Ah, oi 
would that 1 

Belated Orator {perorating to an emban'assed stran- 
ger on a seat before him, under a muddled wipression 
that he is addressing a spell-bound multitude). I tell 
yer— yes, hevery man, and hevery woman among yer 
—CHere he bends foncai'd, and touches his hea^'er’s 
right atid left elboio mipressively) — don’t you go away 
“Ter may sometimes hen- under the impression i ’m talking of what I don’t 
teitain a angel unawares ! ” understan’ 1 {The Stranger shifts his leg and looks 
another^ way.) I speak sense, don’t I ? You never 
’card nothin’ like this afore, any of yer, ’are yer ? That ’s because 
I read between the lines 1 ( Waving his a^mi wildly.) An’ I want 
beach man and boy of yon to ’member my words, and hact upon 
them when the time comes ! 

[Here he staggers off with a p7'oud and exalted air, to the immense 
relief of his hearer. 

A Frofessional Pietist {xvith a modest icorkmg coital of one 
7w7nn a7id a nasal drone), “My richest gynes” . . . {To Charitable 
Passer. A copper, Sir? bless your kind ’art!) “I eayount” . . . 
{Examining it. A bloomin’ French ’ap’ny!) . . . “hut loss; And 
pour contemp’ ”... (Call yerself a Christian gen’lman, yer— &c,) 

. . . , “ on a— a— n my proide ! ” 

{Here the Reader tcill pi'obably have had enough of it.) 



A ReA-L Teeit. — Advice to Covent-gardeners. — If Carmen is to 
be done again this season with the same cast as it had on Saturday 
last, no one who cares for an exceptionally first-rate performance 
should miss this opera- tunity. There is no better representative of 
Carmen than Mile. Zelie de Lussan,— how can there be, since the 
Spanish Gipsy heroine of the plot is herseK a Loose ^un f Madame 
Melba was charming as Mickie^ Ella, the Irish girl in Spain. 
M. Lassalle appeared as Escamillo, the bull-fighter, in a novel, 
and doubtless a correct, costume, and his great TorSador song was 
vociferously encored. Then, finally, Jean de ReseI:, who made of 
the usually idiotic jDow Jos§ a fine acting as weR as a fine singing 
part. It drew a big house, and would have been a pretty dish to set 
before an. Emjperor on Wednesday, if, on that occasion, the ()pera 
itself were the only consideration. 
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THE FIRE KING’S ABDICATION. 



“ Mr palate is parched with Pierian thirst. 
Away to Parnassus I ’m beetnaed.” 

King the First ! 
(Who s ht to be Fire King the Second ?) 

Captain Etbe Massey Shaw is a “Sove- 
Kign ” inde'ed, 

Abdicating ? ^Jas ! that too true is ; 


— z — -o,* • ujLiau buu true IS : 

loT he ’s a Pu'6 W of a differeat breed 

± rom tJie Monarch describcdbyMoKKLEwis. 


'No mere King of Flames, fiery-faced d la 
Skelx, 

Inhabiting regions most torrid, 
with a bre'ath that is warranted copper to 
And eye's indescribably horrid. ‘ Xmelt, 
H^ath not a blazing Bardolphian nose, 
m is not flamho2/a7it or furious ; [hose : 

His Crown ^s a brass helmet, his Sceptre a 
Tiue Fire King, — ^all others are spurious. 


j fiames ; he has done so for 

And now that he talks of retiring, Qong ; 
Men mourn for the fire-aueller c'autious and 
strong, 

Whose reign they Ve so long been admiring. 

blear- headed, ^ cool Captain, great chiof 
A h6ndon is sorry to lose you : . [HsF.B,, 
As kindly as kingly, from prejudice free ; 

JNo danger could daunt or confuse you. 
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As doffingr your helmet, and drop- 
ping your hose. 

You bid us farewell, we all own 
you 

As one of Fiend Fire’s most re- 
doubtable foes ; 

As that thirty years we have 
known you. 

Our Big Boards might job, and 
our Big 'W’igs might jaw. 

But, si)ite of their tricks and 
their eackle. 
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One Chief we could trust; we 
were sure that our Shaw 
His duty would manfully 
tackle. 

So farewell, great Fire King ! 
Your crown you lay by ; 
E’en you cannot lay by your 
credit. 

Ignipotent Knight? YTell, you 
ought to stand high 
In the next Honour - List ! 
Flinch has said it ! 


OFF TO MASHERLAND. 

{_By Out Own G-randolph,) 

(SEC OKD LETTER. — B.) 

The Magnum Opus, 

2. pro;pos of this heading, what a treasure a Magnum. Opal would 
be. This remark is only “by the way.” My motto is Business 
First, Play (on words) afterwards. So to work. 








reads out a few des- 
criptive paragraphs for my approbation, or the contrary. When I 
nod it means that I like it ; when I don’t nod, he has to wait till I do. 
I generally begin nodding about the middle of the first paragraph. 
Well,” says he, the other day, quite suddenly, “I’m glad you 
like it all so much.” 

“Like all what?” I exclaimed, blowing the cigar-ash off my 
pyjamas, and wondering to myself howl could have been so absorbed 
in his reading aloud as to have let my half-smoked havannah tumble 
on to the floor. 

“ Why, all I ’ve been reading to you for the last hour and a half,” 
returned the Captain, apparently somewhat annoyed ; peppery chap, 
the Captain, — ‘ Curried ’ Captain when on board Sir Donald’s boat, — 
but to resume. Says the Curried Captain, still a bit annoyed, 


that he, as a reader, has a very soothing-syrupy tone, and, I fancy, 
that in less than a quarter of an hour, judging by the moiety of my 
ciga^ I must have fallen fast asleep. 

That ’s posted, is it ? ” I ask, evading further explanation. 

“ It is,” he answers. ‘‘But I ’ve got another lot ” 

“ Good I ” I interrupt him, rather abruptly I own, but, from expe- 
rience I say it, if I don’t take myseK when in the humour — ‘ on the 
hop,’ so to speak, as they said of the scarahmis in Kent — (trust me for 


natural history and plenty of it) — I ’m no use at all. How at this 
moment I am wide awake, a giant refreshed ; so I light another 
fragrant weed, and call for another cool drink, as I haven’t the 
smallest idea what became of the one I ordered when the Gallant 
Graphist commenced reading ; I rather suspect he ‘ put it to his lips 
when so dispoged,’ and that, in this instance also, he mistook my nod 
for silent but emphatic encouragement. 

“Now,” I say to the Amiable Amanuensis and Adaptable 
Author, “you read your stuff aloud with emphasis and discretion, and 
I ’ll chuck in the ornamental part. Excuse me, that ’s my drink,” 

I say, \dth an emphasis on the possessive pronoun, for the Soldierly 
Scribe, in a moment of absorption, was about to apply that process to 
my liquor. He apologises handsomely, and commences his recital. 
In the absence of a gong, — one ought never to travel without a gong, 
— ^I whack the tea-tray with a paper-knife. ‘ ‘ AH in to begin ! ” 

• • “ The mail &c., &e. I make my notes, and remark that 

Mitreay and Beadshaw lost a great chance in not having long ago 
secured the services of the Corresponding Captain. “ The railroad 
passes through mountain scenery of exceptional^^"' &c. , &c. Beadshaw 
and MtTEEAY, not to mention Baedeker and Black, absolutely not in 
it with the Wandering Warrior. About thirty miles from Cape 

Town ^ Simple Suggestion. 

I stop him at this point. “ Couldn’t we have a song here ? ” 

“ Why ? ” asks the Simple Soldier, glaring at me, and pulling his | 
moustache. j 

“Just to lighten it up a bit,” I explain. “You see ‘About ! 
thirty miles’ and so forth, suggests the old song of Within a Mile of I 
JEdinhoro"' TownT 

“ Don’t see it,” says the Virtuous Veteran, stolidly. ^ I 

“Well, I’ll make a note of it,” and I add pleasantly, as is my 
way, “ if it’s a song, I ’ll make several notes of it.” 

“ Um I ” growls tne Severe Soldier, and once again I defeat him in 
an attempt at surprising my outpost, t.e., my tumbler of cool drink. 
He apologises gruffly but politely, and then continues his reading. 

On We Goes Again. 

He continues to read about “ distances F “ so many feet above sea-- 
levels^"" engineering shill '' &c., &c., which I observe to him will 
aH make capital padding for a guide-book, when I am suddenly 
struck by the sound of the word I had just used, t'w., ‘ padding.’ 

Paddington. 

“ By Jove I ” 1 exclaim. 

“What is it ?” asks the Confused Obtain, looking up from his MS. 

“ ‘ Padding,’ ” I reply — “ Only add a ‘ ton ’ to it, and that will 
give it just the weight I require. Don’t you see ? ” I ask him, 
impetuously. But he merely shakes his head, and lugs at his 
moustache. I explain the idea, as if it were a charade. I say, “ The 
whole notion is ‘ padding — ^ton.’ See ? ” 

The Ruminating Reader thinks it won’t do. “ Yes it wiU,” I 
urge — “it will hghten it up. Who wants statistics without 
anecdote ? Now for an anecdote; and I knock one off, sur le champ ^ 
about the engine-driver,^ the stoker^ and several other persons, aH on 
the look-out for promotion, informing me of their being Faddington 
men of considerable political influence at home. The Cautious 
Captain accepts the anecdote, interpolates it, and after I have caRed 
for and imbibed another tumbler of ‘my own partik,’ and Hghted 
another cigar, the Conscientious Captain resumes his entertainment. 

No Piano. 

He reads on. Another drink, just to rivet my attention. WiH he 
take something ? No ? Then I will. His health, and song — I 
mean ‘treatise,’ or whatever he calls it— say ‘ lecture.’ Wish we’d 
had a piano. Never will travel without one again. Mem. — Gong 
and piano. I don’t pretend to be a thorough musician, but as a one- 
fingered player I’d give Sir Charles HALLf: odds and beat him. 
Now then— let ’s see where were we. Another tumbler iced. Good. 
Allez ! Captain, go ahead I 

Somehow or another, after this— that is, I can only time it by the 
fact of my having called for a fourth or fifth glass of iced drinlt, 
or it may have been my half-dozenth, for time does fly so, — ^the 
Captain haTing, I suspect, drank the greater part of the previous 
one whenever I didn’t happen to be ^ 

looking that way — I begin to think 
I must have once more given my 
assent by nodding to a lot of stuff of 
which I could not have heard more than 
three pages, as, when I arouse myself 
from my reverie, the tumbler is empty, the 
Captain has gone out, and so has my cigar. 

Away! Away! 

‘ ‘ Action is the word ! ’ ’ said I, suddenly 
jumping up ; and, having seized a spade, 
and provided myself with a large sack, 

which I carried across my shoulders, I set off for the diamond- 
fields. Unrecognised by a soul, I went to work on my own account ; 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVAEL 


[July 11 , 1891 . 


and the brilliant things I saw— far more brilliant than even the 
witticisms of Wolfft, or the sarcasms of AnTHtm B ! Into my sack 

£ 0 thousands^ of diamonds ! The sack is full ! Aladdin and the 
lamp not in it with me ! “ Hallo ! ” shouts a voice, gruffly. I could 
see no one. Vox etprcoterea nil^'* as we used to say at Eton. Sud- 
denly I felt myself collared. I made a gallant attempt at resistance. 
A spade is a spade I know, but what is a spade and one a^inst twenty 
with pistols and daggers, headed by the redoubtable Eilliblusterer 
Thoi^s Tddblee himself ? “ Strip him ! ” said T. T., shortly. 

Will you heUeve that the only way in which in this country they 
arrive at implicitly believing every word you utter, is by denuding 
you of all your clothes, so as to get at the naked truth, holding you 













the Tiudos of it, not one little bit) — or to the change of air, but I am 
bound to say openly that I do think the H.O.M. has been right about 
most things, e^ecially about Maiuba (who was Va Juba ? Send this 
toDnuMMY Wolffy), and— well, I\shalL!have more to say on this 
subject. If this meets the eye of any friendly person, will he 
kindly remember me to my Uncle? Thanks. That ’s^ the ticket. 

EOBEET ON THE HEMPEEEE’S WISIT TO THE CITY. 

The pore owerworked Committee has gone and got thereselves into 
a nice mess, and all by their kindness in wanting to let as many 
people as possibel see the grate show on Friday. They has acshally 
bin and ordered a grate bilding with rows of seats, out in GildhaU 
Yard, enuf to hold about a thousand Ladies and Gentlemen, all in 
their best close, with capital views of ewerybody and ewerythink, 
and now they are told that it won’t be posserbel not to give em nothing 
to heat or to drink, tho’ they must set there qxxite (^uiet for at least 
three hours 1 I wunder what they will all think of Copperashun 
Horspitality after that ! 

I ’m told as one werry respectable but ancient Deputy acshally 
surgested, that after the Hemperer and Hempress and their sweet had 


it Deputy acshally 
and their sweet had 


up by the heels for the purpose of shaking the diamonds out of you 
m c^e any are concealed in your hair, mouth, ears, eyes and so forth! 

He has diamonds on the brain ! ” I hear some ruffian exclaim, 

and m another second 

* “*“ * # ♦ # 

WeU— what happened I cannot tell you: I must hare fainted. 
When I came to myself I was lying by the chair in which I had 
been preyiously sittmg when listening to the Captain’s reading, and 
bendi^ over me with a glass of water in his hand, was the fmthful 
and cJ^eyer Doctor whose companionship on this voyage of diseoverv 
1 am d^y and hourly learning to appreciate at its proper value. I 
fancvthe slups crew were round about me, with the Engineer and 
mclmed to say, “Haedv, Hajubt, kiss me, 
I something about Tell them at home ’’—but 

tte words stack m my throat, as they did in Macbeth’s throat (only 
they were o^er words) when he was on his throat-sticking expedition. 
(Lit^ Shakspeanm reference throw in here, and no extra charge.) 

these hM.he had?” I hem! the Doctor say, ani l 
perceived that he was holding up an empty tumbler. I should like 
to explam that, as we were engaged in composition, there had been 
composmg di-aughts, I fancy I caught the tone of the Clever 
Capt^ s voice in iph, but the next minute I felt myself being 


. 1 ,™ V ™ T V J V 1 " ‘'Uem or my strange adven- 

^ hare^ escaped with my life, but*^somehow 
drowsmess overcame me, and I must have fallen a slee p. 


^ Bushtess as befoee. 

To;day I sit down to VT:ite out this strange story. Once I asked tho 
Cautious Captain and the Doubting Doctor “ rf theffi seln any! 
t^g of my pickaxe and the sack of diamonds.” Butmey only smiled 

“Oi*® 

“8' time will come! No 
Eathee Curete-ous ! 

whether it is owing to my voyage in a Donat'd 
Cu^ steamer-^twas the jdrst opportunV S ever I ha^^^ 

board on board— (send this joke to Wolitt— he ’ll work it nn 
and make a real impromptu sparkler of it— and I don’t grudge him 


O-AAU JLXCJUU.J/1 COfS ttUU IfJLXtJJLr S WCG li nilU. 

all gone home, all the whole thousand starving wisitors should bo 
turned into GildhaU and aUowed to eat and drink all the fragments 
as was left. Yes, Mr. Deputy, all wery kind and thortful of you as 
regards the harf-siarved wisitors, but how about us Waiters ? You, 
with aU your experience, ewidentaUy don’t knowthe wally of what sueh 
eminent SweUs as Hemperers and Hempresses leaves on their plates, 
and the skrambel for ^em dreotly as they leaves. Why, i have 
aeshaUy seen with my own estonished eyes, a lady, after enquiring 
of which chair a sutten elustreous person had set in, stoop down 
and kiss its harm, wich was nex to kissin his hand, and then give 
harf-a-crown for harf a happel as was left on the plate ! Ah, that ’s 
what I calls true loyalty, and werry much it is admired by all of us. 

I hunderstands as the Government, wanting to estonish the Hem- 
perer, has lent the City a reglar army of troops to stand on both sides 
of the Streets from Buckinham Pallis aU the way to GildhaU. And in 
case the estonishing site shood make him feel just a leetle dazed, the 
jow old Cop]^rashun has bin and gone and hired no less than three 
Mutogterry Bands of Music to play to him, and cheer him up. 

There was a talk of engaging aU the many German Bands, as 
makes our streets so musical, to give the Hemperer a soiTynado at 
Lunch ; but Mr. West Hill, of the GildhaU Bkool of Music, thort 
it might be too much for His Madjesty’s fcelinx, so thehighdear was 
given I wenly bleeves that of aU the many anxious buzzoms 
as is a bea.ting with suppressed emotion for next Friday, tho carmest 
ana the all serenest of the lot is that of Bobekt. 

“A BOOK OF BUllLESaUE.” 

A Yolume most welcome on tabic or desk 
Is Davenpoet Adams’s J 3 ook of Burlesme , 

He deals with the subject from earliest days. 

To modern examples and Gaiety plays. 

We’ve extracts from pLANcnii and Gilbeet to hand, 
fTVL™ ta’en from Byeon and jokes from Buenai?d, 

ihere s fun at your asking wherever you look, 

S' Jp-11 page you ’ll declare in the book. 

^ j delightful, for no one Macadams 
Ihe road of the reader like Davenpoet Adams. 

LraEETY AND LICENCE.— It is said that The Maske of Flowers 
would never hpe drawn gold on Monday last to the coffers of that 
exceUent charity, the Convalescent Home at Westgaty-on-Sea had 
not one of the Proininent Performers consented to become the 
responsible and actual Manager of the “Theatre Koyal, Inner 
iemple. By the terms of his licence ho was bound, amongst other 
things, to see that no smoking was permitted in the auclitorium, 
no e^ibition of wild beasts was aUowed on the premises, and no 
hanging took place from the flies. It is satisfactory to learn (that, 
in spite of many Benchers being present) none of these wholesome 
regrulataons were infringed. It is true that the Music of the Masks 
was duly executed, but then this painful operation was conducted 
(by Mr. PEmDimaAST) from the floor of the building, and not from 
iw root. Ihus the orders of the Loed Chambeelain were strictly 
observed by a Banister, who can now claim to have been Manager 
of a genuine Temple of the Drama. ^ 

A Eemindee.— Mr. Edotnd B. Y. Cheistian, in Baih^s 3£aga-> 
zme, quoted by the P. Af. O, last Thursday, complains “ that cricket, 
the most popular of games, fills so smaU a space in literature.” Does 
he forget that Chafes Dickens devoted one entire Christmas Book 
to Ihe Cricket on tho Hearth f 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

Ko. L— TO SOCIAL AMBITION. 

Deae SlE, OE Madam. 

4!^ yon ■mil observe and appreciate the discreet ambi- 
guity of style "witb wlucli I bave cbosen to address yon, I may 
assure yon at once that I have done this not withont considerable 
thonght. r or, thongh I have often watched yon in the exercise of 
never yet been able to satisfy myself as to 
whether I onght to class yon amongst onr rougher sex. or include 
yon in the ranJcs of those who wear high heels, and very low dresses. 
Sometimes yoii fix your place of business in a breast adequately 
coTEred by a stiii^ .nd sbinnig sbirt-froiit tmd . wdl-cut wdistcobt. 

' splendonr^where 

„ T , they sit enthroned as 

tar above common mortals as they onght to be above the common 
feeling of envy ; and you have caused even Queens to writhe because 
there happened to be a few stray Empresses in the world. 

On the whole, then, I think I do wisely in leaving the question of 
your sex a doubtful one. Yon would wish it so left yourself, other- 
wise sowwcrful a personality as yours would, I am certain, have 
revealed itself with greater clearness to an honest investigator, such 
as I humbly trust I have proved myself. But, be that as it may, 

I can assert with perfect confidence that you are no respecter 
of persons, though it must, in fairness, be added, that one of your 
chief functions seems to be to implant an exaggerated respect and 
admiration of others in the minds of your ■victims. In saying this I 
praise your impartiality, while I hint a dislike of your ordinary 
methods, Not that I have any hope of causing you to desist. For 
to desist would be to cease to exist, and I cannot fairly expect you 
to commit suicide, however much I may desire it. Moreover, your 
subjects—for, to be candid, you are a despot— seem to like you. 
You minister so craftily to their self-esteem, you flatter their vanity 
with an adroitness so remarkable, that, after a few feeble struggles, 
they resign themselves, body and soul, to your thrall. Even then 
you proceed warily. Your first labour is to collect, with patient 
care, all the little elements of dissatisfaction that are latent in every 
nature, and to blend them with the petty disappointments to which 
even the best of us are liable. The material thus obtained you 
temper with intentions that seem to be good, and eventually you 
forge out of it a weapon of marvellous point and sharpness, with 
which you mercilessly goad your victims along the path that leads 
to ridicule and disaster. 

Let me take an instance which I am sure you will remember. 
When I first met little Dabchick, I thought I had never seen a 
happier mortal. He was clever, good-natured, and sprightly. He 
sold tea somewhere in Mincing Lane, and on the proceeds of his sales 
he managed to support a wife and two pleasant children in reasonable 
comfort at Balham. Mrs. Dabchice could not be accused by her 
best friends of over-refinement, but everybody agreed that she was 


just the homely, comfortable, housewifely person who would always 
make Dab^ck happy, and be a good and careful mother to his 
cniiclren. Often m the old days when I came down to Balham and 
took pot-luck -with Dabchicz, while Mrs. Dabchick beamed serenity 
and imddle-class satisfaction upon me from the other end of the table 
and the juvenHe Johnny Dabchick recited in a piping treble one of 
Mr. (xEOEGE K. Sims’s most moving pieces for our entertainment, 
often, I say, have I en'vied the simple nappiness of that family, and 
gone back to bachelor chambers with an increased sense of dis- 
satisfaction. Why, I thought to myself, had fate denied to me the 
peaceful domesticity oi the Dabchicks ? I was as good a man as 
Dabcctck, probably, if the truth were known, a better than he. Yet 
there he was ■with a good wife, an agreeable family, and a comfortable 
mcome to compensate him for his extravagance ■with the letter h, 
while i had to toil and moil in solitary gloom. 

Now, however, all is changed. In an e'vil moment for himself, 
Dabchick speculated largely and successfully in the Gold Trust of 
Guatemala. In a very short time his income was multiplied by ten. 
ihe ^sual res^ults followed. The happy home in Balham was given 
up. People about here, ” said Dabchick, “are such poor snobs 
and a t^re ornate mansion in South Kensington was taken in its 
^ad. The old friends and the old habits were dropped. Johnny 
Dabchick was sent to Eton with an immoderate allowance of poeket- 
mone^ and was promptly christened “ Pekoe ” by his schoolfeHo-ivs. 
Mrs. Dabchi^ rides in a huge landau "with blue wheels, and leaves 
carim on the frmges of the aristocracy, Dabcbqcck hi-msftlf aspires to 
P^h^ent, and never keeps the same circle of friends for more than 
abom six months. He kno^ws one shady Viscount to whom rumour 
asserts that he has lent immense sums of Guatemalan money, and 
the approach of a Marquis makes him palpitate -with emotion. But he 
is a mofoundly miserable man. Of that I am assured. It amuses 
me when I meet hm in pompous society to address him lightly as 

Dab, and remind him of the dear old Balham days, and the huge 
7 ^u^d’s-eye we used to smoke together. For his motto now 
IS} Delenda est £alhamia^^ — speak of course figuratively — and 
half-crown havannahs have usurped the place of the honest briar. I 
know the poor wretch is making up his mind to cut me, but I must 
bear it as best I may. 

J.1 Madam, for this melancholy deterioration in 

the Dabchicks you are entirely responsible. I am saddened as I 
contemplate it, and I appeal to you. Scarify Dukes and Duchesses, 
make ■vain and useless social prigs as miserable as you like, but 
leave the Dabchhjcs of this world alone. They are simple folk, and 
I really I cannot think that the game is worth the candle. 

Believe me to be, your obedient servant, 

Diogenes Robinson. 

BROADLY SPEAKING. 

Abvis^ by friend to try Norfolk: Broads for holiday, Oulton 
^oad, Wroxham Broad, Fritton Decoy (curious name!), Yare, 
Waveney, and no end of other rivers. Yachting, shooting, fishing, 
pretty scenery, di^vine air, he says, Have come down to Yarmou^ ’ 
tor a start. 

Up tlie Brae in a yacht, and into river Thrane. All ’right so far. 
Fish scarce. My pilot says, “ wait till I get to HioHing Broad. 
jtww of bream and roach.” 1 agree to wait. 


TfjA J • ^ It i XJLC says, s 

an the domgs of the Lord of the Manor.” Wants to keep the Broad 
foee from tourists. He certainly does it “as to the Manor bom.” 
Quite a village autocrat.“,Shall I be the ‘ ‘ Village Hampden ? ” I -wdll. 

Fishing. Several men on bank shouting at me. One comes ofi in a 
boat and serves me with a summons. This might almost be called a 
Broad hint to go away I But I don’t go. I stop and fish. Another 
man comes olf in boat and threatens me with action “ on behalf of 
riparian o;pers.” TeU ‘ ‘ ripe-pear-ian season isn’t tiR Autumn, 
and I shall wait here till then.’ He doesn’t see the joke — perhaps 
too broad for him. 

Other yachtsmen, we hear, have been stopped, and threatened. 
Yachtsmen up in arms generally. Savage artists wander along 
banks, denouncing Lord of Manor of Hickling. Say they have 
hanks (sounds as if they were Railway 
Guards). Hear that Lord of Manor is going to put a gunboat on 
Broad, also torpedoes. Hear, also, that Wroxham Broad— one of 
the biggest — ^is to he closed in same way. 

Disgusted at such inhospitality. Back to Yarmouth, Give up 
yacht, and decide to go to Switzerland instead. Find Yarmouth 
yachtoowners furious with Hickling’s Lord of Bad Maimers. Say 
‘ closmg the Broads will ruin them.’^ Very likely, but it ’ll help the 
foreign hotel-keeper. Glad to see they ’ve started a ‘ ‘ Norfolk Broads 
Protection Society, ” subscriptions to be sent to Lloyd’sBank. ‘ ‘ I know 
a Banlc ’’—and all lovers of natural scenery and popular rights ought 


a Danlc ''—and aU lovers of natural scenery and popular rights ought 
:?■! Ji®lp giving the Hickfing obstructionist a 

hecklmg,” when he takes the matter (also the Manor) into Court. 
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A TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 

(A 8mie of To-day j in a Shakspearian Setting*) 


More darinff, or more told, is now alive 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds.” 

Mr* Punch* Bravo! “Delivered with good respect.” 


{A Scene of To-day j in a Shakspearian Setting*) Royal Higlmess has fairly capped us ! Marry Monmouth^ Kaisee, 

Mr* Punch* “ How now, my hearts ! Did you never see the could not more fitly have 




picture of ‘ Wc Three ? ’ ” 

Bmperor* Marry, forfend, ilfr. Punch! 'W'ell quoted indeed, 

and, pertinently, from , : — — ~ 

the^vanl “A mel- 
lifluous, voioej as 1 1 
am a true Kmght I ” ' 

But talk not of things I 
triune too openly, lest ! 
quidnuncs overhear, I 
and L-b-ch-ee devise : 
thereanent fresh heck- ■ ^ 

ling interrogations for f 
the Treasury Bench. * 

Mr* Punch* Hay, i ^ . 

Kaiser: ’tis not the' 
actual Triple, hut the ' vlA'c/.-r 
conceivable Q,uad - 
ruple, that perturbs , C. 0 
the importunates. • 

We Three form an in- ' 
formal but fast -knit i 
trinity, that can offend > 
none but churls, and 
affright none but i 
dullards. Peace, Good- 
fellowship, 'Wit I By ! 
my bauble, a triad 
that Ptthaooeas 
himself might have 
favoured I Talking 
of Threes, Kaiser, it ’s 
your third visit to us— 
and, believe me, you 
are thrice welcome. 

Emperor* “ Yea, 
and I thank your 
pretty sweet wit for 
it. But look you, 
pray, all you that kiss 
my lady Peace at 
home ” (as Jack FaU 
staff put it), that— 
you gird not too sus- 
piciously at those who 
would fain embrace 
her abroad ! 

Mr* Punch* 'Well 
quoted, Sir, though 
not directed to mine 
address. But “ A 
good wit will make 
use of anything, 1 
will turn diseases to 
commodity.” Two 
diseases of the time 
are, faction and fussi- 
ness— the one a fever, 
the other a prurigo. 

I The one makes little 
i of greatness, the 
other makes much of 
littleness. You have 
I beenthe mark of both, 
young Hohenzollern ! 

' Emperor* “An’t 
please you, it is the 
msease of not listen- 
ing, the malady of not 
marking, that I am INANITIES OF THE 

troubled withal.” ™ 


[ not more fitly have 

** Trimmed up your praises with a princely tongue; 
Spoke your Q0servin«’3 like a chronicle.” 







INANITIES OF THE DRAWING-ROOM. 


Mr* Punch* FaU\ Effant Prodwjie, Mr. Soptby?” sago down the Elbe, 

again and ner- ’ waiting till they no it in Enolisu!” n^est'-ae pas Ho 

I>knce. ByeoS Md wf h. oiir Amicable Tmty A bandeksp and a Lovin(f-cup shall 

ofthktonrnamentofta^s/thisjoustof cuoktions Ma^^ ^ot sSl ^tth I ! f ’fhS^t%aSf tre°'‘‘ toter 

“The P • e f -w ^^“*^.*.^** ® cordially. Rram m%gM have referred to -when he said,— “ Our Alliance, lirmlv 

ihePnnce ofmnEs doth join inthaU the world and sincerely maintained, will assure the Peace of Europe for 

More active-valiant, or more valiant-young, r r y • 

— Uap doing so* 


and Marry Motspur 
less deserved the 
praise. 

Emperor* “I will 
imitate the honourable 
Romans in brevity.” 

I can but thank you 
both! {To the 
Prince. ) 

“ By heavens, I cannot 
flatter ; I defy 
The tongues of soothers ; 

but a oraver place 
In my heart’s love hath 
no man than yourself.” 

Mr. Punch. That ^s 
as it should be. If 
'twere not always 
wholly so — but no 
matter! I love not ; 
to speak in needless 
I or heedless dispraise i 
of dignities, of ' 
“ Shouting Emuo - 
rors,” or “Madcap 
Princes,” but rather— 

“ As in reproof of xnany 
tales devised, — 

Which oft the ear of great- 
ness needs must hear,— I 
By smiling pick-tlnuiks | 
and base newsmon- 
gers.” 

Sweet AYilltam (of 
Avon, him entendu)^ 
hath armed us in 
advance against even 
the latest develop- 
ments of the detest- 
able. The “ base 
newsmongers ” of tlu‘ 
day are to Ihj shunned 
as carefully as the ! 
“ smiling pick- ' 
thanks,” They would , 
set strife between the ! 
two sides of a six- 
pence or a sovereign. 
In vain, let us hoixj! 
Than that Uncle 
should admire Hoi)- 
how, and Hephew 
respect Uncle, who 
could wisli more or i 
better — for both ? | 
We Three!!! My 
Emperors and Ileirs- 
Apparoiits, pray 
charge your glassies! 
Something like aTriple 
Alliance ! A Veritable 
League of Peace ! 
Kaiser; at least this is 
as pleasant as the pro- 1 
oeedings on board th(i ' 
Cobra during her pas- 
sage down tne Elbc^, 
n'est-cc pas f Ho 

formal appending of 

or scrawly Imperial Signs-manual need 
lyj. A handclasp and a Loving-cup shall 
Goodfellowship 


Wt 
pll ■ ' 

M i iil 
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A TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 


THE PRINCE OF ’(VALES DOTH JOIN WITH ALL THE ’5VOIILD 
IN PRAISE OF— KAISER WILHELM; BT SIT HOPES, 

I DO NOT THINK A BRA’VER GENTLESIAN, 


MORE ACTIVE-TALIANT, OR MORE YALIANT-YOHNG, 
MORE DARING, OR MORE BOLD, IS NOW ALIVE 
TO GRACE THIS LATTER AGE WITH NOBLE DEEDS.’ 
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HENLEY REGATTA. 

[By Mr. Punch's Om Oa/rsimn.) 

Snt,— “This letter is private and is not intended for publication. I particu- 
larly beg tbat you will note this, as on a former occasion some remarks of mine, 
which were intended only for your private eye, were printed. I of course 
accepted your assurance that no offence was meant, and that the oversight was 
V y I, \VV to a person whose services had since the occur- 

dispensed with ; but I look to you to 

mutual confidence that should always 
‘ ' epdst between an editor and his staff’ cannot pos- 

maintained, and I shall have to transfer 
I ~ invaluable semces to some^otl^r paper. ^ The 

Regatta will arrive by the next post, and whl, I 
“■ ~ . flatter myself, be found to be extraordinarily ac- 

curate, besides being vritten in that vivid and picturesque style which has made 
my contributions famous throughout the civilised world. 

There are one or two little matters about which I honestly desire to have your 
opinion. You Icnow perfectly well that I was by no means anxious for the posi- 
tion of aquatic reporter In vain I pointed out to you that my experience of 
the river was entirely limited to an occasional trip oy steamboat from Charing 
Cross to Gravesend. You said that was an amply sufficient qualification, and 
that no aquatic reporter who respected himself and his readers, had ever so far 
degraded himself as to row in a boat and to place Ms body in any of the absurd 
positions which modern oarsmanship demands. Finding you were inexorable, 
and knowing your ridiculously hasty temper, I consented finally to undertake 
the arduous duties. These circumstances Jbcwever, make it essential that you 
should give me advice when I require it. For obvious reasons I don’t much nke 
to ask any of the rowing men here amr questions. They are mostly in what 
thej^ call hard training, which means, I fancy, a condition of high irritability. 
Their strokes may be long, but their tempers are, I regret to say, painfully 
short. Besides, to be candid, I don’t wish to show the least trace of ignorance. 
My position demands that I should be omniscient, and omniscient, to all 
outward appearance, I shall remain. 

In the first place what is a “ lightship ? ” As I travelled down to Henley 
I read in one of the newspapers that “practice for the Royal Regatta was 
now in full swing, and that the river was dotted with lightships of every de- 
scription.” I remember some years ago passing a very pleasant half hour on 
board of a lightship moored in the neighbourhood of Broadstairs. The rum was 
excellent. 1 looked forward with a lively pleasure to repeating the experience 
at Henley. As soon as I arrived, therefore, I put on my yachting cap (white, 
with a gold anchor embroidered in front), hired a boat and a small boy, and 
directed Mm to row me immediately to one of the lightships. I spent at least 
two hours on the river in company with that boy — a very impudent little 
fellow, — but owing no doubt to his stupidity, I failed to find a single vessel 
wMch could be fairly described as a lightship. Finally the boy said they had 
all been sunk in yesterday’s great storm, and with that inadequate e^lanation 
I was forced to content myself. But there is a mystery about this. Please 
explain it. 

Secondly, I see placards and advertisements aU over the place announemg 
that “the Stewards Stand.” How this fairly beats me. Why should the stew- 
ards stand ? They are presumably men of a certain age, some of them must be 
of a certain corpulence, and it seems to me a refinement of cruelty that these 
faithful officials, of whom, I believe, the respected Mayor of Henley is one, 
should be compelled to refrain from seats during the whole of the Regatta. It 
may be necessary for them to set an example of true British endurance to 
the crowds who attend the Regatta, ^ but in that case surely they ought to be 
paid for the performance of their duties, - - — - 

Thirdly, I have heard a good deal of talk about the Yisitors’ Cup. Being 
anxious to test its merits, I went to one of the principal hotels here, and ordered 
the waiter to brifig me a quart of Visitors’ Cup, and to be careful to ice it 
well. He seemed puzzled, but went away to execute my orders. After an 
absence of ten minutes he returned,^ and informed me, with the Manager’s com- 
pliments, that they could not provide me with what I wanted, but that their 
Champagne- cup was exceRent. I gave the fellow a look, and departed. 
Perhaps this is only another example of the asinine and anserous dunder- 
headedness of these crass provincials. Kindly reply, ly wire, about aR the 
three points I have mentioned. 

I have been here for a week, but have, as yet, not been fortimate enough to 
see any crows. Indeed, I doubt if there are any here. A good many maniacs 
disport themselves every day in rickety things which look something like 
gigantic needles, and other people have been riding along the bank, and, very 
naturally, abusing them loudly I’or their foolhardy recklessness. But no amount 
of abuse causes them to desist. I have puzzled my brains to know what it 
aR means, but I confess I can’t make it out. I fancy I know a boat when I see 
one, and of course these ridiculous affairs can’t be boats. 

Be good enough to send me, by return, at least £100. It ’s a very difficult 
and expensive thing to support the dignity of your paper in this town, WMskey 
is very dear, and a great deal goes a very short way. 

Yours sincerely, 

Meiiley-o^i^Tliames, July 4. The Majst at the OIh. 


A COMMOIN^ COMPLAIA'T. 

[By a, Daily Victim.) 

0 Editohs, vdio earn your daRy bread 
By giving us aR kinds of information, 

There ’s something that I fear ought to be said, 

Which may — ^which wRl arouse your indignation ; 

For you may not be happy when it ’s more than hinted 
Your news is such that we can’t read it when it ’sprinted. 
Yet I would have 

you ^^y under- ^ ^ ^ 

columns are not 

Because their con- r 

tents are at aR 

scandal, though a smaR 

You sometimes soil your 

pages with a long accoimt ’ 

Far other reasons lu’ge me to 
My feelings^ on tMs matter 
Too common ^ practice, and 
Ymi]^ efforts are a 

Your paper by ^ its columns 1 

and its size confuses me, V / y# 

And worse— there ’s nothing 
in it in the least amuses 

Can you indeed in seriousness suppose— 

To me, I teR you, naught could be absurder — 

That anywhere at aR there can be those 
Who read the noisome detaRs of a murder. 

Or take delight in knowing that in such a county 
Some teeming, triple mother earns the Royal Bounty ? 

Ibsenity ! Amid the maze of words 
I find it difficiRt to pick my way right ; 

This critic at the Master only girds, 

That promptly hails him as tne “premier playwright.” 
WMlstl don’t mind confessing that I swear right roundly 
At mention of a subject that 1 hate profoundly. 

Then ParRament— without the slightest doubt 
Of aR duR things the duRest. What could be more 
Distressing than to have to read about 
The coming (?) EIeay, whose other name is Seyhouh ? 
And now that Patriots’ speeches flow with milk and honey. 
They ’re very much less Irish, and of coui*se less funny. 
The Bye-Elections are a Rttle fun, 

I laugh to note the jubRant precision 
With which you teR me that a seat that ’s won . 

Exactly counts two votes on a division, 

Though this is aR I care for, and am bored at knowing 
How pleased is Mr. Gladstone with the tide that ’s 
flowing. 

Yet aR these many, varied forms of pain 
Are trilling, small and hardly worth attention. 

One thing is so much worse — on ! pray again 
The “ epidemic ” never, never mention, 

And promptly teR your poet that the rhyme “ cadenza ” 
Must never more be worked in for the Influenza ! 

Defeat— or Something* Hear It. 

When a few months ago on the Thames with the oar 
The ’Varsities met in a contest of strength, 

7 to 2 were the odds that the Dark Blues would score 
A win, wMch they did — by a lucky half-length : 

And last week, when the thousands assembled at Lord’s 
To see Cambridge win by an innings — at Cricket’s 
Great luck they ’re astonished, as Fortune awards 
The Light Blues the game— by a couple of wickets ! 




FLOWERS OF SOCIETY AT THE BOTANICAL GARDENS. WEDNESDAY NIGHT. 
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' the riffht to direct, and, in some respects, even to m<^d their policy. 
A very curious phenomenon, very curious indeed. If you were not 
so e\’idently in a hurry, I should like to dilate upon it. 

A srood deal in ■'vhat the Professor says ; Cha 31 BEEIAJN , as a Tide, 

most considerate in his attitude. 

J At much pains to preserve an 
appearance suitable to a Grentle- 
man who sits on the Opposition 
Benches, and is supposed to know 
no more of the secret councils and 
intentions of the Ministry than 
anyone else in same quarter of 
House. Made a sKp in earlier 
stages of Education Bill; talked 
about “Our Bill,” and disclosed 
familiarity with its details remark- 
able since, at the time he spoke, it 
was not printed. Doesn’t blunder 


printed. Doesn’t blunder 
twice along same road. ^ Pretty to 
IBSMB/im bi-m yesterday inviting Lord- 

ISBeiHUm Advocate across the table to ex- 
HBIWH plain details of measure, he asked 
M leave to introduce, dealing with 

B SK BW things in Highlands and 

■HwfflHIl Islands of Scotland. Chamber- 

being much interested in 
question, having marked it for his 
mM own, might be supposed to have 

consulted by Lord-Advocate 
before Bill was drafted. All a 
mistake. Joseph linew no more 
about it than an ordinary Member 
„ of Opposition, and would be much 
“The pure diyhght of Mathematics.” if LORD- ADVOCATE would 

briefly sketch his Bill. 

To-night, on Committee on Education Bill, Mundella moved 
Amendment extending beyond fourteen years limit of age at which 
fee grants would be made. Dyke obdurate. Jokim wrung his 
hands, and protested thing couldn’t be done. Hour after hour 
Debate went forward, Ministers refusing to budge ; Joseph chanced 
to look in after dinner ; thinks it would be well to accept Amend- 
ment ; says so in brief incisive speech, a very model of debatej and 
Old morality steaightway capitulates. Remarkable state of things ; 
as a study more interesting even than mathematics. 

JBiismess done . — Education Bih in Committee. 

Thursday . — Land Purchase Bill came on in Lords for Committee 
stage. House unusually crowded ; quite animated in appearance ; 
when at length it gets into Committee Lord Chancellor leaves Wool- 
sack and, still wearing wig'and gown, lends new air of grace and dignity 
to Ministerial Bench. Sits betw^een Markiss and Ashbourne. 
Wonder what the Marriss thinks of him ? For a cheerful, social, 
soothing hour, imagine nothing more supreme than the confidences 
of the Markiss in respect to some half-dozen other of his colleagues. 

Before Committee is reached, The McCullum More comes to 
front, and modestly engrosses attention. Other 
Peers prepared, once in while, to buckle down 
to hard night’s work, fighting over Clauses of iPiJm 
BiR in Committee. That sort of obscure labour ‘ 
might suit them, but not the thing to attract 
the McCullum More. Had already enjoyed 
himself on Second Reading, delivering one of 
those orations which, as Colchester says, may 
' be magnificent but are not debate. That should n lPBBl i 
have satisfied vanity of ordinary man ; but the 
McCulluh More not an ordinary man. There 
were several things he forgot to say in the 
speech. Others had occurred to him since. He 
might, without stopping progress of business, /^i ]|BI 

work them off in Committee ; but in Committee W 

he must needs stand on level T^th ordinary \ ■ 

Peers anxious to get on with business, and his / 
observations would probably not be reported. 

Thing to do was to move Instruction to Com- ^ 

mittee. This "would bring him, on first thing in m ^ 

a full House, before Peers had wearied them- ^ 

selves with application to real business. So 
gave notice of Instruction. Doesn’t matter in 
what terms ; sufficient that he was able to 6^ 

deliver his ^eeoh. Markiss a little sarcastic - , » ^ 
in begging him not to press Instruction. Ho- Colchester, 

body^ showed inclination to debate it, but it had served its turn. 
Having delivered Hs speech, The MoCullum More stalked ofi 
home, leaving to others "the drudgery of Committee work. 

Business dowe.-rLand BiU through Committee in Lords. 

Friday Night* ^Education Bill through Committee. Last scene of 


all a little lively ovang to revolt on Conservative side. Richard 
Temple led it in speech of unwonted eloquence. Q,uite overflowing 
wealth of imagery : described School Board as the ogre that eats up 
everything ; that enough by way of description ; but Temple rising 
to fresh heights, went on to characterise it as the thin edge of the 
wedge. 

Capital speech of quite another kind from Jennings. As the 
Member for Sark says, Jennings when he has anything to say to 
the House of Commons talks, doesn’t speechify ; style excellent, and 
so is the matter. House would like to hear a little oftener from 
Jennings ; due to it from Stockport who has also sent us Hedge. 

Business done . — ^Education Bill through Committee. 


SONGS OF THE UNSENTIMENTALIST. 

The Greengeoceh’s Rebuke. 

We gave a little dinner ; and I own, 

Led by a "wish with style to stamp the fete, 

Palmed off, as though a butler of our own, 

A skilled. Greengrocer we had in “to wait.” — 

1 thought beseemed to sway beneath ^ 

And ^agger with a half familiar 

WhenjJi^^e^ell, remarking blandly, 

All comes of tryin’ to do the thing 

I thu^erei “Leave the room!” 

And hu^etorted, ’Ere, you ain’t 

I ’m not ^a-goin’^ without my three- | 

Thus came that Green- | 

That hanqu^ was^our last. Ho more | 

In, now ^and perchance a |H||| 

It is our boast tiat he will ever find J|M|y dH| 

At least the welcome of a homely JHH 

Some dag, perhaps, when I have nHS 

And can^ from okentatious show 

Without the (greengrocer to purchase 

I possibly once more may enter- JVy " 

tain 1 

And so, — I know not how it came about, 

But if by chance^ it is a happy fluke 
That I at length without the slightest doubt 
Have lived to bless that Greengrocer’s Rebuke 1 


CIUELCHENG GuELCH.— Mr. QuELCH, before the Labour Com- 
mission, is said to have expressed his opinion that “the liberty to 
combine should not involve the liberty not to combine.” Doesn’t 
Mr. Guelch see, that without “liberty not "to combine” there 
cannot be any “ liberty to combine.” For if a man is not at liberty 
to abstain from combination, it is obvious tha"t lie is comiielled to 
combine ; and compulsion is hardly liberty. Freedom lies in choice, 
and Mr. Guelch would leave the "workman none. 


A MASK OH A MASK. 

[A face-mask, the latest addition to the toilet, worn during the hours of 
sleep, is designed to remove wrinkles.] 

Wear masks at night ? Hay, when I saw your face, 

Old hut unwrinkled, topped with sunny ringlets, 

Dear Lady Oldgarde, while you made the pace, 

And flitted like a fairy borne on winglets 
to boy, and flirted here and there 

Wl+L *1 


With that unchanging smile of rouged enamel, 

I thought, “ Since you arc rich beyond compare, 

^d since the needle’s eye doth bar the camel, 

’Tis right pe^aps that wealth should purchase youth, 
'r^djpeaoeful age become a ceaseless playtime j 
otuL if you’d wear two masks to hide the truth, 

Oh, wear this last one always in the daytime. 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

No. IL— TO SOCIAL AMBITION. 

Dear Sir, or Madam, 

T intended to annoy you ‘with, another letter. But ' 

since I addressed you last week I have received one or two communi- ' 
cations not from you, hien entendu^ for you are too wary to dispute 
the accuracy of what I have written ; but ^ i:' 

from concrete human beings,’ who pretend 
to speak on your behalf, and deny that I have 
‘ ‘ proved my case. ’ ’ I might answer by sayir «• 
that I never set out to prove a case— that 


wished merely to erijoy a friendly chat with 
you, and to appeal to your clemency on 
behalf of the large class whom I ventured to 
represent by the Dabchicks. “But,” says 
one of my detractors, in a letter now lying 
before me, ‘ ‘ vou have only given one instance. 

You have talked grandly about Queens, and 
Dukes, and actressesj and, in the end, you 
have put us ojffi with a wretched story 
about the parvenu Dabchick. Bor my 
part, I refuse to admit your authority 
until you prove, in greater detail, that you 
really know something of the subject on 
which you presumed to write.” “Sir,” I 
r^ly, “you are brusque, and somewhat 
offensive in the style you use towards me. 

For my part I do not admit that you are 
entitled to an answer from me, and I have 
felt disposed to pass you by in silence. But 
since there may be other weak vessels of 
your sort, I will do violence to myself, and 
pen another letter.” And thus, my dear 
Social Ambition, I once more take the 
liberty of addressing you, not without an 
inward tremor lest you should pounce upon 
me unawares, and^ cause me to expiate my 
rashness by driving me from the calm 
seclusion^ in which I spend my days, to i 
mingle with the feverish throng who wrangle 
for place and precedence, myself the most ^ 'J'r 
feverish wrangler of them all. But, on the 
principle that we are both, in some sort, 
hawks, I think I may trust you to spare my 
eyes, while I remind you of one or two incidents in which you bore a 
part. 

. And first Blenkinsop knocks at the door of my memory. I 
bid him enter, and I see a tall slim youth, not ill-favoured, 
wearing well - cut clothes, and carrying a most beautiful, 
gold-topped ^ Malacca cane delicately in his hand. He is 
smoldng a cigar, and comidains to me that his life is a succession 
of aimless days, and that he cannot find any employment to turn 
his hand to. That very night, I remember, he dined with me. We 
went to the play together, and afterwards looked in at Lady 
Alicia Parboh/s dance. Dear Lady Alicia, how plump she was, and 
how good-natured, and how well she married her fiddle-headed daugh- 
ters. Her husband too, that clum.sy, heavy- witted oaf, how cunningly 
and how successfully withal she schemed for his advancement. Quid 
plura f you knew her well, she was devoted to you. I only speak 
of her to i*emind you that it was in her hospitable rooms that 
GrERVASE Blenjcinsop met you— and his fate. He had danced 
for the second time that evening with Elvira Parboil, and, having 
returned that blushing virgin to her accustomed corner, was just 
about to depart when the ample form of Lady Alicia bore down 
upon him : “ Oh, Mr. Blenkinsop,” her Ladyship heg^ “ I really 
caimot allow you to go before 1 introduce you to Mr. W^braham. 
I hear,” she continued, “ he has just lost his Private Secretary, and 

who knows but that ” Here she paused, and archly taping her 

protege's cheek with her fan, she bore him off to introduce him^ to the 
Cabinet Minister. I watched the ceremony. Something whispered 
to me that Blenkinsop was lost. Must I go through the whole 
painful ston’’ ? He became Private Secretary to his new Eight 
Honourable friend, and from that moment he was a changed man, 
His cheery good-naturb vanished. Instead of it he cultivated an air 
of pompous importance. One by one he weeded out his useless 
friends, and attached to himself dull but potentially useful big wigs 
who possessed titles and influence. At one of our last speaking 
inter'v’iews (we only nod distantly now when we meet), he hinted that 
in the next distribution of honours his name might be expected. It 
appeared, hut, alas for gratitude, he had to satisfy himself with a 
paltry K.C.M.G., which his wife (I forgot to say that he married 
Elvira) despises. He jls now a disappointed man whoin his friends, 
if he had any, would pity. He is getting on in life; the affectations 
he so laboriously cultivated no longer amuse. The witlings of his 


Clubs remark openly upon Ms ridiculous desire to pose as an earth- 
shaking personage, and when he goes home he has to listen to a 
series of bitter home-truths from the acrid Elvull. TFould it not, I 
ask, have been better for Sir Gervase Blenrinsop, E.C.M.G., to 
have continued Ms ancient and aimless existence, than to have had a 
f^acious greatness dangled before his eyes to the end of his 
disappointed, hut aspiring life ? 

One more instance, and I have done. Do you remember Tommt 
Tipstaee at Trinity? I do. He was, of 
course, a foolish youth, hut he mi^ht have 
had a pleasant life in the fat living for 
wMch his family intended Mm. In his 
second year at the University, he met Sir 
James Spoof, an undergraduate Baronet, of 
great wealth, and dissolute habits. ^ Poor 
Tommy was dazzled by Ms new friend’s 
specious glare and glitter, and Ms slapdash 
manner of scattering Ms money. They 
became inseparable. The same dealer sup- 
plied them with immense cigars, they went 
to race meetings, and tried to break the 
ring. When Sir James wished to gamble, 
Tommy was always ready to keep the bank. 
And all the time poor Mrs. Tipstaff, in her 
country home, was oveijoyed at her darling’s 
success in what she told me onee was the 
most brilliant and remarkable set at Cam- 
bridge. 

Where is Tommy now ? The other day 
a ragged man shambled up to me, with a 
request that I should buy a box of lights 
from Mm. There was a famiHar something 
about Mm. Could it be Tommy? The 
question was indirectly answered, for, before 
I could extract a penny, or say a word, he 
looked hard at me, turned Ms head away, 
and made off as fast as Ms rickety legs 
would carry him. Most men must have 
had a similar experience, hut few know, 
as I do, that you, my dear Social 
Ambition, urged the wretched Tommy to 
Ms destruction. 

On the whole, I dislike you. Those 
who obey you become the meanest of God’s 
creatures. 

Pardon my candour, and believe me, 
Yours, without respect, Diogenes Eobinson. 



ATJTHOE! AUTHOEI 


Lord Coleridge’s summing up to the Jury in the action taken by 
Jones (author of burlesques) v. Moherts (player of the same) was 
excellent common sense, a quality much needed in the case. Mr. J ones, 
— not our Enery Hadthor, whose contempt for Burlesque generally is 
as well known as he can make it, — VTote to Mr. Artbcpr Eoberts, 
formerly of the Music Halls and now of the legitimate Stage, styling 
Mm “Governor,” and professed that he would “fit Mm to a T.’^ 
Foefa nascitur non — and the horn burlesque-versifier was 

true to what would probably be Ms comic version of the Latin 
proverb. But the inimitable Aethhe, who does so much for himself 
on the stage, hardly required any extraneous help, and at last 
rejected the result of poor Jones’s three months’ hard labour at the 
Joe-MiUery mill. This, however, was no joke to Jones, who straight- 
way decided that this time he would give the inimitable Arthur 
something quite new in the way of a jest ; and so, dropping the dialogue, 
he came to “the action,” wMch, in this instance, was an action-at- 
law. Whatever Mr. Roberts may have thought of the words, he 
wiU hardly have considered the result of this case as “ good business ” 
from Ms own private and peculiar point of view. But all Dramatic 
Authors,— with the solitary exception of Mr. Yardley, formerly 
famous in the field, but now better known in “ The Lane,” at panto- 
mimetime, than to any Court where he has a legal right to appear in 
wig and gown,— ti-om the smallest, who write to please a ‘ ‘ Governor,” 
up to the biggest, who write to please themselves, should rejoice at 
the decision in the case of Jones v. Itoherts. 


An Omission at the Gdtldhall Luncheon.- O n the occasion 
of the Civic Banquet to the Gksrman Emperor, an Alderman, distin- 

t uishedforhis courtesy to strangers, and Ms appreciation of good 
ishes, especially of anji:Mng at aU spicy, wished to know why, as a 
compliment t6 their Imperial guest, they had omitted “pickelhaubes” 
from the hiH of fare? He had understood, from well-informed 
friends, that the Emperor seldom went anywhere without some 
“pickelhaubes,” whatever they might he, as he himself, the worthy 
Alderman, had never had the opportunity of tasting one. 
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WHITE; OR, ALICE 








Beatino the Becohi).— Mrs. MiLiAPROp’s 
“Cerberus, as three single gentlemen rolled 
into one,’’ was “notin it” last week with 
H. R. H. the Prince of Wales, who, in the 
course of the R^al Entertainments given to 
our Imperial (Jousin- German, appeared as 
“ a host of illustrious personages.” An ad- 
mirable performance. 

A Nursery Echo from Carlow. 

Pahhell put the Kettle on, 

Tim Healy came it rather strong, 

Hammohd was the people’s man. 

And he ’s now M.P. 


IN DESPERATE STRAITS. 

Jones {3lm Rihhon — to ahstemioiis Lady he has taken in to dinner), “Look here, Madam, 
WE don’t seem to be gettino on a bit! Either you must have a Glass of Cham- 
pagne, OR, BY Jove, I must ! I ” 


ALICE IN THUNDEELAND. 

Alice . . . The Th-nd-e-r. White Queen , . . H-ec-rt. 

Red Queen . , , Ch-mb-rl-n. 

“ I ’ll tell you what it is, your Majesty,” said Alice in a severe 
tone (she was always rather fond of scolding the White Q,neen), 
“it’ll never do to swagger about all over the place like that! 
Dignitaries have to be dignified, you know I ” 

Everything was happening so oddly (since Thunderland had 
turned against Blnnderland) that she didn’t feel a bit surprised at 
finding the Red Gueen and the White Gueen sitting close to her, 
one on each side. But she found it rather difficult to be quite civil 
to them — especially the White Queen, who had once been rather a 
favourite with her, but at w'hom she now never lost an opportunity 
of girding. 

“Always speak the truth,” said the Red Queen (cocking her 
nose at the White) — “think before you speak— and doten 


afterwards. It ’s safest, if you ’re dealing with some persons.” 

“ That’s just what I complain of,” said the White Queen, loftily. 
“ You couldn’t tell the truth — about that Table— if you tried with 


both hands.” 

“I don’t tell the truth with my the Red Queen objected, 

icily. 

‘^Nobody said you did,” said the White Queen. “Nobody said 
you told it anyhow. I said you couldn’t if you tried. And you 
donH try either. So there ! ” 

“She’s in that state of mind,” said the Red Queen, “that she 
wants to deny only she doesn’t know what to deny ! ” 

“ A nasty vicious temper,” the White Queen remarked ; and then 
there was an uncomfortable silence for a month or two. 

The White Queen broke the silence by saying to the Red Queen, 
“ I invite you to Alice’s Party— which used to be neutral ground— 
to explain, if you can^ that nondescript nonsense of yours about 
National Councils as a substitute for Home Rule.” 

The Red Queen smiled sourly, and said, “And I invite 

“I didn’t know J was to have a Party at all,” said Alice. 
“ Parties are things I don’t hold with, as a rule; too great a tax 
and a tie, I like my freedom, I do. But, if I am to have one, 
I think I ought to invite the guests.” 

“Alice of Thunderland, you require some lessons in manners,” 
the White Queen remarked. 

* * Manners are not taught in lessons, ” said Alice, ‘ ‘ Lessons teach 
so7ne people to do sums, and things of that sort.” 


“Canyon do addition?” the Red Queen asked scornfully of the 
White. (“Bah, she can’t do sums a hit ! ” she added, aside.) 

“She is doubtless better at Division^^^ interposed Alice, signi- 
ficantly, 

“Divide a State by a Statutory Parliament,” ^ said the Red 
Queen, with a derisive wink. “What’s the right answer to 
that?” 

“Much the same as dividing a Nation by an indefinite number 
of Councils,” retorted the White Queen, smartly. “ Talk about tu 
quoques, there ’s one for you ! ” 

“Oh, as for that,” rejoined the Red Queen, snifl&ng, “try 
another subtraction sum I Take a Grand Old Leader from a * Party ’ 
of discredited ‘ Items,’ and what would remain ? ’’ ’ 

“Why, a Policy, of course,” replied the White Queen. “And 
another Leader,” she added, sotto voce. “ Here ’s another for 
she pursued, aloud. “ Take a Liberal-Dnionist Tail from a Radical 
‘ Rat,’ what would remain then ? ” 

“I suppose yoie think nothing would remain,” sneered the Red 
Queen, 

“Wrong, as usual,” said the White Queen; “the Rat’s nasty 
temper would remain.” 

“But I don’t see how ! ” 

“ Why, look here,” the White Queen cried ; “the Rat would lose 
its temper with its ‘ tail,’ wouldn’t it ? ” 

“ Perhaps it would,” Alice replied, cautiously. 

“ Then, if the * Rat’ went away from its ‘Tau,’ its temper would 
remain,” the White Queen exclaimed. 

Alice said, as gravely as she could, “They might go different 
ways— the ‘ Rat,’ Sie ‘ Tail ’and the ‘ Temper.^ ” But 3ie couldn’t 
help thinking to herself, “ What dreadful nonsense we are talking I ” 

The Only One. — ^A ready-penning writer in his Daily Graphic 
notice of doings in the Houses of Parliament, winds up his descrip- 
tion of giving the Royal Assent to Bills in the Upper House with 
these words— ‘ So ends the ceremony^ which seems to take one away 
from the Nineteenth Century — a little sum in subtraction — i.e., 
take one away from the Nineteenth Century, and the Eighteenth 
Century remains ; but to continue — ‘ ‘ hack to the days of the 
JSdwards and the JSTewryif.” But why go back to any other century 
than the “ so-caRed Nineteenth” ? Isn’t it only a very few years 
ago that the Edwards, the singular Henry with plural surname of 
Edwards, sat for Weymouth? Y^at other Henrys or Edwards 
could ever occur to any well-conditioned Parliamentary scribe ? 
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VOCES POPULI. 

A RECITATION UNDER DIFEICULTIES, 

Scene — A/i JBi'^ning Pcirig ; Miss Feesl^. Bludkinson, (x talented 
young Professional Iteciter^ has been engaged^ to entertain the 
eompang, and is about to deliver the favourite pie^ entitled^ 
ilie Lover of Lobelia Bangs^ a Coivooy Idyl* There is the 
usual crush, and the guests outside the dramug-rooni, who can 
neither hear nor see ichat is going on, console themselves by con-" 
versing in distinctly audible tones. Jammed in a doorway, 
between the persons who are trying to get m, and t^ people who 
would he only too glad to get out, is an Unsophisticated (jiiest 
who doesnH know a soul, and is consequently reduced to listening 
to the Becitation* This is ichat he hears : — 

Miss Fresia Bind* {in a tone of lady-like apology)* 

I am only a Cowhoy 

[^Several Ladies put up their glasses, and exainine her critically, as 
if they had rather expected this confession* Sudden burst of 
Society Chatter from without* 

Society Chatter* How d’p do?-. .. Ok,. but .her parties never 
are ! * . * How are you ? . . . No, I left her at . . . 

Yes, he ’s somewhere about . . . Saw you in the 
Row this momin\ , . . Are you doing* anything* 

on ? , , , Oh, ichat a shame ! . . . No, but 

doesnH she now ? . . .No earthly use trying to 
get in at present . . . &c., &c. 

Miss Fresia B* (beginning again, with meek 
despair, a little loudei^* 

I am only a Cowboy ; reckless, rough, in an imcenven- 
tional suit of clothes ; 

I hain’t, as a rule, got much to say, and my conversa- 
tion is mostly oaths. 

[^Cries of ^^SshP^ intended, however, for the 
people outside, who are chattering harder 
than ever* 

■When the cackle of females strikes my ear — - 

Society Chatter (as before)* Oh, much cooler 
here . . . Yes, delightful, wasn’t it ? Everybody 
one knows . . . No, you don’t really 9 * . . Oh, 

PopsY ’s flourishing, thanks . . , The new Butler 
turned out a perfect demon . . . hut I said I 
wouldn’t have nis tail docked for anything . . . 
so they ’ve painted it eau de Nil, and it looks 
so nice ! 

Miss F. F* (pointedly), 

■When the cackle of females strikes niy ear, I jest 
vamose, for they make me skeered, 

And I sorter suspicion I skeer them too, with my 
hulking form, and my bushy beard I 

[Here^ of course, she strokes a very round chin. 

Society Chatter. Seems to he somethin’ goin’ 
on in there— singin’, actin’, dancin’, or somethin’ 

. . , Well, of course, only heard her version of it 
as yet, y’ know . . . Have you seen him in . . . 
white bensaline with a Medici collar, and one 
of those . . . nasty gouty attacks he will have 
are only rheumatism, &e., &c. 

Miss F* B* (when next heard)* 

I cleared my tlu'oat, and I tried to speak— but the words died strangled— 

A Feminine Voice outside* So long since we had a quiet talk 
together ! Do tell me all about, &c., &c. 

Mws F I B. strangled by sheer alarm. 

For there in front 

\Mere she points dramatically at a stout matron, who fans herself 
consciously. 

——was the slender form, and the sweet girl-face of our new 
* ‘ School Marm ” ! [twangs ? 

Say, boys ! hev* ye heard an JEolian harp which a Zephyr’s tremulous finger 
wa’al, it kinder thrills ye the w'ay I felt when I first beheld Lobelia Banos ! 

Soc* Chat* Oh, you really ought to go — so touching ! Dick and I 
both regularly howled aR through the last Act . . . Not in the least, 
^anks. Well, if there is a seat . . . You ’re sure there are any ices r 
Then, strawberry, please— no, nothing to drink ! . . . Will you allow 
me ? . . . Told she could dress hair perfectly, hut I soon found she 
was ... a Swedenhorgian, my dear, or something horrid . . . 
Hayen’t you ? L^ve had it three times, and ... so many people 
have asked me for cards that really I . . . had the drains thoroughly 
looked ta and now they ’re , . delicious, hut rather overpowering in 
a roenn, I think ! &c., &c. 

Miss F. B* (with genuine feeling). 

Who would imagine one meek-voiced girl could have held her own in a 
deafening din I 

But Lobelia’s scholars discovered soon she ’d a dead-sure notion of discipline; 



For her satin palm had a sting like steel, and the rowdiest rebel respected, her, 
W’ken she ’d stretched out six of the hardest lots in the Bible-Class with a 
Deninger ! 

Soc. Chat. Ko, a very diiU party, you could move about quite 
easily iu all the rooms, sowe . . . kicked the whole concern to shivers 
and . . . came on here as soon as we could . . . Caiatal dinner they 
gave us, too . . . &c., &e. 

Miss F. B. (icith as much conviction as possible under the 
circumstances). 

And the silence deepened ; no creature stiived in the stagnant hush, and the 
only sound ^ 

■\Vas the far-off lumbering jolt, produced by the prauie rolling for leagues 
around ! 

Soc, Chat, (crescendo). Oh, an old aunt of mine has gone in for 
step -dancing — she’s had several lessons. . , and cut her knees 
rather baiy, y’ know, so I put her out to grass . . . and now she 
can sit up and hold a biscuit on her nose . . . but she really ought 
to mix a little gi*ey in her wig I 

[<-5*0., ^'c., to the distraction of the Unsophisticated Guest, who is 
getting quite interested in Lobelia Bangs whom he suddenly 
discovers, much to his surprise, on horseback* 

Miss F* B* 

And on we cantered, without a word, in the mid- 
day heat, on our swift mustaiigR. 

I was only i^orant Cowboy Clem — but I worshipped 
bright Lobelia Bangs I 

Soc. Chat (fof'tissimo)* Not for ages ; but 
last time I met him he was . . . iu a dreadful 
state, with the cook down with influenza , . . and 
so I suppose he ’s married her by this time ! 

Miss F. B. (excitedly)* 

But hark ! in the distance a weird shrill cry, a kinder 
mournful, monotonous yelp — 

{Further irruption of Society Chatter) * * . is it 
jackal ? — bison ?— a cry for help ? 

Soc. Chat. Such a complete rest, you know — 
so perfectly peaceful! Not a soul to talk to. I 
love it ... . but, to really enjoy a tomato, you 
muvSt see it dressed ... in the sweetest little 
sailor suit ! 

Miss F. B* 

My horse was a speck on the pampas’ verge, for I 
dropped the rein in ray haste to stoop ; 

Then I pressed my ear to the baking soil — and caught 
— ah, horror— the Indian whoop ! 

Soc. Chat Some say it isnH infectious, but 
one can’t he too careful, and, with children in 
the house, &c., &c. 

Miss F. B. 

I rose to my feet with quivering knees, and my face 
turned white as a fresh-washed towel ; 

I had heard a war-cry I knew too well— ’twas the 
murderous band of Blue-nosed Owl ! 

Soc. Chat Nice fellow—I ’m very fond of him 
—so fresh— capital company — ^met him when I 
was over there, &c. 

Miss F. B. 


“ I am only a Cowbov.” 


What ? leave you to face those fiends alone ! ” she cried, and slid from her 
horse’s back ; 

Let me die with you— for I love you, Clem ! ” Then she gave her steed a 
resounding smack, 

And he bounded off; “ Npw Heaven be praised that my school six-shooter I 
brought I ” said she. 

“ Four barrels I ’ll keep for the front-rank foes— and the next for you— and 
the last for me I ” 

Soc. Chat Is it a comic piece she ’s doing, do you know ? Don’t 
think so, I can see somebody smiling. Sounds rather like 
Shakspeabe, or Dickens, or one of those f^ahs . , . Didn’t catch 
what you said. No, ftuite impossible to hear oneself speak, 
isnH it ? 

Miss F. B. 

And ever louder the demons yelled for their pale-fticed prey— but I scorned 
death’s pangs. 

For I deemed it a doom that was half delight to die by the hand of Lobelia 
Bangs ! 

Then she whispered low in her dulcet tones, like the crooning coo of a cushat 
dove I 

{At the top of hei' voice). “Forgive me, Clem, but I could not bear any 
squaw to torture my own true love I ” 

And she raised the revolver — “ crack-crack-crack I ” 

[Zb the infiiiite chagrin of the Unsophisticated Guest, who is intensely 
anxious to hear how Miss Bangs and her lover escaped from so 
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unpleasmit a dile^mna' — the reynaining cracks of her revolver, old DjEHHOkiY; 
together with thetwonexUtayizas, aredrownedm afreshtorreyit Cheeky little si 
oj smau-talk after toliich lie hears Miss F. B. conclude with sauce." Theyci 
repressed emotion : if chivy tl 

But the ochi-e on Blue-nosed Owl was bluiTed, as his braves concluded their . 

brief harangues Amusem: 


; he can bring it out in his new Persian Joe Miller. 
street-boys give you C^rs’ 


sauce. They can lead you a pretty 
if you chivy them. 


And he dropped a tear on the early bier of our Praiiie belle, Lobelia Bangs ! 

him in a state of hopeless mystification. 
006 *. Chat, Is that the end ? Charming ! Kow weshafi. be able to 
cfl^/cagain! obc., &o. 


Amusements oe the Boers, 

s I To-day came across a Peep-Boer- 
m. Show, Seen it all before. Also a kind 
to of Punch-and-Judy performance going 
on, translated into South- African dialect. 
There was not a paying pubHc to witness 
it ; and, with all my desire and with 
every intention to encourage native 
talent, I was compelled to turn away, 
“ more in sorrow than in anger|” 


OFF TO MASHER LAND. it ; and, with all my desire and with 

f-n,, n ^ * every intention to encourage native 

\Bj Our Oion GroAidolph,) talent, I was compelled to turn away, 

(THIBD LETTPP — rn “more in sorrow than in anger|” 

T Ivn. rTpP p™. (Shaespeaee agam-jET^wi/ei’s MtW m A 

TTA'imvJfr, 4 -* 4 . Bands-cape Politics. think,) when the pipe-and-drummer m 

fbf' information this week, as We,— man came to me for a contribution. Kot 

Corresponding Captain, —have had to a penny in my pocket. “I will reim- 

^ packet for the B^ly Graphic, I suppose burse thee nobly,” 'said I, “on my /Of 

G-erman Emperor with you by the return from the Mine-land.” He quoted wf. 

w! this from yours truly; or His Imperialness may some line or other, which I (M not 

have q^uitted your, that is, our, thougn I ’m here now, — ^hospitable | catch, and gave the name of the writer, * a i \ 

- one “Walker,” 

Vl / i I doubt whether the words the Showman 

V..JSS occasion can be found in my 

J ^ 1 ‘J pocket edition, or in any other edition of that 

Y'ln Ifl I 1 ? F' Called at native barber’s to-day. Gave him 

j ' i l|l II '3 niift# i ll 1 I ul M no instructions. Thought of course he was 

IL_J !J jlllj 1 , ] iinLJw going to cut it ; and so fell asleep. I almost 

1 \ I III / / always faU asleep when under the mesmeric 

tjllll I II \ / //ln|SRm ^ influenceof a capillary administrator. I should 

vifuLL ft him to keep on do ing it; cut and comb 

J ^ ^imK ill again. So soothing! Woke up and foimd 

iirTfUfl?""^ irtfftfM lli^ / \ myseH — ^Hke this. {See Hair Cut,) Here- 

j 1( ^ '' ^ fil^PvIjllL please receive portrait, and treasure it.' 

I ^ llljlL ^ . J Must send you a sketch of some of our 

B.B.B.’s, or the Bold Bobbies of Basuto all 
AWAlt-ru^tr < armed. Halhal asdearoldWoLFFYwouldhave 

— — ^ said, “ I was q[uite all~armed at seeing this I ” 

Native Anmseiiieuts— “ A Poor House.” Hope to be on the frack of ToM TlEDLER 3 

^ , ground very soon. But anyhow till I am sur 

shores. A propos of Hospitable^ Shores, remember me to the most latache, “on the spot,” any one of these letters of mine (emphasis on 
hospitable of aU Shores — Captain Shaw — of the Fire-and- Water the “mine”) of wldch all "are genuine — “proofs before letters” you 
Brigade. My companions — “Jolly companions everyone” — the have in my signed promise— is well worth a hundred pounds, and 
Cautious Captain, or the W ily Williams, Doubting Doctor, cheap at the price. It ’s my note of hand in exchange for the cash, — 
Energetic Engineer, all weU. Wily Williams hard at his MS., for tne “ready ay ready! ” as we say at sea. Away to the fields 

resources ” of of gold! Peospecth^o Possibiiitibs. 


the What-can-the-Matterheland, “through the instrumentality of 


the Chartered Company.” 
new Company— “The ( 


’ He ’s great afthis. Think I shall ^tart /-B'-Bather think I am going to call on Ctueen Zaimra tks 
Chartered Libertine.” H my memory jitemoon. Mem! Do you remember the baUads of “Jtfy 

doesn’t fail me, that’i a Shak- The K%ng of the Owyhees^’ i Agam, ahem! 

spearian title. But who ms the ^ Of course, ean’t go lu for 

‘‘PborW^I Tibprh'Tir^”? T Tin+iVp thing myself, but by deputy, eh? liepresentative 

toSflSSS 8t.K! £=‘»!i“?,|2£!gp” "*1“ 

independent of Home HoTemment. M“ister. How s t^t Empiie ? 

Ton my word, I fancy W. E. G. ^ r* 

was right about Home Rule. On t • 

whose shoulders can the G, 0. M.’s / f ' 

mantle fall, without enveloping C 

him in entire obscurity, except on 

tliqse of the Leader or the once From Our Own Ben Troyato. — Said an artistic collector to 
united, but now fractured gwarr- Mr. Parnell, “Now I ’ll show you a beautiful specimen of Carlo 

party, qworwm DoLCi.” “ I wish you could have shown it me some days ago,” 

fmf I still keep up my LaUn, replied the Ex-misleader of the Irish Party, “when I was pre- 

— you see.^ I wasn t sent to Eton sented with a specimen of Carlow without the Bolci,^'* 

for nothing; nor was any other 

Sfc, hoy that PveeTer heard of. ~ . ~ 


Tliinlr T fiLflll fifnvf IX .X).— xiatner imuK x am going lo cau on uueen 

Tnv afternoon. Ahem ! Do you remember the ballads of 





Capers, 

No wonder we ’ve had so many 
dancing parties at the Cap^ when 


Cook’s Tourist Prize Jubilee Joke.— for Travellei's 
contemplating a first visit to the Contitient , — Being raw to the 
business, get Cook’d, Depend upon it, you won’t be “done.” 


' aU the inhabitants are Capers. “ The Hundred Best Books.”— Half-Yearly Volumes 

Caperyeoniameutal Haii-clressing. I make this a present to my dear from the commencement, i,e,, July 17, 1841, to June 27, 1891, 




SOCIAL AGONIES. 

ADBMGETFtJl CONOEET TOTT GAVE US LAST -WEDNESDAT, DEAlt MUS. JoNES ! SUOH LOVELY 

Music!— SUCH smart People! E7erybody one knows, you know!” a.uvi.i-x 

J^f^nes's Aunt Tahitha {from whom she has great expectations) hears of this ddightfal Concert for the first time ! 


GOOD-BYE, GEANDMAMMA ! 

{A Long Way after ^^Childe Harold,'') 

Adieu, adieu. Old Albion’s shore I 
I leave, to bound the blue. 

My Yacht lies yonder ! ’Tis a bore, 

But I must part from you. 

I sniff the brine, I love the sea ; 

Half Englisbnan am I. 

Farewell to England, and to thee. 

Dear Grandmamma — ^good-bye ! 

I leave your isle, the truth to tell, 

With qualilied regret, 
duly in London woiud be well, 

But for the heavy wet. 

The soaking shower, the sudden squall, 
Spare not Imperial “tiles.” 

May it be dry when next I call. 

Your slushiest of isles ! 

Yet I ’ye enjoyed my visit, much, 

In spite of wet and wind. 

I with J OHN Bull have been in touch ; 

You have been passing kind. 

My father and grandfather gone 
Once trod your city sad ; 
jSiOw I the daring deed have done, 

And — ^it is not half bad. 

That Opera Show was quite a sight ; 

Your Sheriff Harris — ^weU— 
Augustus, after Actium’s fight, 

Was scarce a greater swell. 

The long parade, led by the Blues, 

Gave me the blues again. 

Hot that the citizen were screws, 

Ho, Grand’ma, ’twas that rain ! 


I — ahem ! blessed it fervently, 

Emperors must not complain ; 

But do, do keep your Bab;^on dry, 

^ When I come back again. 

For Garden Parties, Shows, Eevie-ws, 
And civic functions pale. 

When water soaks the stoutest shoes. 
And it blows half a gale. 

Your Lord Mayor and his liveried lot, 
Theg know a thing or two. 

Speeches of course are always rot, 

But then — the skies were blue I 

As for your Cnrstal Palace— ah I 
Your pride I would not shock, 

owe much, dear Grandmamma, 
To Paxton and to Brock. 

Your warriors are fine, if few ; 

^But still, if you ask me, 

You leave far too much power to 
A Railway Company. 

I would not let ci'mians snub 
My paladins— no fear ! 

But then a Teuton — ^there ’s the rub ! 

Is no mere Volunteer ! 

And now I really must be gone 
Upon the wide, wide sea. 

Stiff state no more shall make me groan, 
Hurrah for liberty ! 

I ’m tired to death of functions fine. 

And ceremonial rot; 

Hurrah for ease ! the bree2y brine 
Tar-toggery, and my Yacht ! 

yonder bark I ’ll gladly brave 
The seas about your isle. 


Thanks, Orand’ma, for that kerchief wave, 
And that rmht royal smile ! 

Welcome, ye billows, tumbling brisk 
Beneath a cloud- swept sky ! 

Give your white kerchief one more whisk, 
Dear Grandmamma— Good-bye ! 

SCOTT (AHYTHIHG BUT) FREE. 

^ [“ It is human nature, after all. When conscien- 
tiously I cannot praise actors or actresses, or 
authors, they turn their hacks upon me. But when 
conscientiously I am able to draw attention to their 
great meyits, they simply overflow.^’— l^tr. Clement 
Scott, in The llkisirated London Ne‘ws,'\ 

Unlucky Mr. Clement Scott I 
Since those who act our plays or write 
them. 

Are so exacting that he ’s got 
The greatest trouble to delight them. 

When conscience tells him not to praise 
They “turn their backs” and will not 
know him, 

Wh^en their “great merits ” make him raise 
His voice— they “ simply overffow” him! 

Hote for an Imperial Diary.— There were 
just a couple or so of real good wet days for 
our Imperial and Royal Highnesses. Juniter 
Pluvius ladled it out to us unstintingly in 
Imperial buckets full. Our Cousin German, 
so affectionately dutiful to “ Grandmamma,” 
won’t forget La Ham d? Angleterre in a 
hurry. Mem» Hext visit to London, bring 
fewer uniforms and more waterproofs and 
umbrellas. 
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IMPERIAL AND OPERATIC. 

After considerable calculation as to re-imbursement for present 
outlay by a consistent course of future economy, I took a six-ffuinea 
stall for tke Emperor’s state xisit to the Opera. “Court dress” 
Avv “indispensable,” I decided to summon 

^ V well-known amateur theatrical 

costumier, BATHiiN & Co. Oathan- sees at 
^.§^lnnce what I want. He measures me with 
** ^ waiting is dispatched to 

bring down two or three Court suits. In less 
minutes I am perfectly fitted, that 
'/V if pATHAN’s not entirely disinterested but 

K highlj artistic opinion, with which “ Co.” 

mT ^^^®sitatingly agrees. Por my own part, as 

^ lay-figure, I should have preferred 

continuations being a trifle less tight 
%L knee ; also if the coat were a little 

easier about the shoulders, and not quite so 
. , , , l>aggy in the back I should breathe more 

freely; and, while we are on the subject, the collar might be 
lower, as it is in close proximity to the lobes of my ears and 
pritatingly tickles me. The white waistcoat— “ well,” as “ Co.,” 
in the absence of Dathan, rapturously observes, “might ha* been 
made for yer!** “It might,’* true: but it certainly wasn’t, as it 
is somewhat long, and there ’s a little shyness [on the part of the 
last button but one in meeting the button-hole with which it ought 
to be on the best possible terms. But sharp-eyed little “Co.” sees 
his way out of the difficulty ; he hoists up the collar, he adjusts pins 
in the back, and, in a second, button and hole are in eaeli other’s 
embrace. The coat-collar can be taken in and done for— “ nothing 
easier,” says the undaunted Co. — and the part across my manly 
chest can be let out, — of course not a difficulty, as the whole suit, 
will be “ let out” for the evening. 

I am generally satisfied with my appearance in the glass as a portrait 
of a gentleman in repose, but I feel that any display of emotion, even 
of irrepressible loyalty, would probably be disastrous to some portion 
of my attire. The Court sword, too, is rather embarrassing, and, 
though Co. has adroitly fixed it for me by some mysterious process 
of invisible arrangement, yet, when I shall be left alone with the 
sheathed weapon, and have to do all this buckling and hitching for 
myself, I feel sure that that sword, which is only worn on the left 
to defend the right, will give me no inconsiderable trouble. Fortu- 
nately our washerwoman’s husband, who comes late on a Wednesday 
for the linen, is a retired sergeant, and knows how this sort of thing 
should be done. He will assist in arming me for the operatic fray. 
Tout va hien. 

At Opera, Wednesday Night, July 8. — Grand sight. Yery 
grand ; not only that, but beautiful. Costumes, uniforms, military, 
diplomatic,— all sorts, the real article and the Dathanic,— impossible 
to tell one from the other, taking them as a lot ; but still, I feel 
that it is better to remain in my Stall, where only the upper part of 
me is visible to the unclothed eye. The consciousness that I am 
here, not as myself, but in disguise as somebody else, name un- 
known^ rather oppresses me ; only at first, however, as very soon I 
recognise a number of familiar faces and figures all in strange array. 
A stockbroker or two, a few journalists, several ordinary people 
belonging to various callings and professions, some others noble, 
some gentle, some simple, but most of us eyeing each other fur- 
tively, and wondering where the deuce the other fellow got his 
costume from, and what right he has to wear it. 

Every moment I expect some gaily attired person to come up and 
say to me confidentially, “ I know that suit ; I wore it last so-and-so. 
Isn’t it a trifle tight about the shoulders ? Beware ! when I wore 
it, it went a bit in the back.” Man in gorgeous uniform makes his 
way to the vacant Stall next to me. I am a bit flustered until he 
salutes me heartily with— “ How d’ye do ? How are you ? ” Why, 
it’s — ^welL, no matter who it is. I have met Idm everywhere for 
years; we are the best of friends. I know he is something some- 
where in the City, but not much anywhere else, and at all events 
he is no more a military man than I am a courtier, but when he 
confides to me that he was once upon a time in the Hampshire 
Yeomanry, and that this umform has served him for years, and 
looks uncommonly well at night though it wouldn’t bear the light 
of day, I begin to comprehend the entire scene. 

My friend— we will call him Tommy Tucxer (for I have fr^uently 
encountered bim at supper, and am aware of his^ capacity) — ^is full of 
information. Some of our neighbours of an inquiring turn are asking 
one another who that is, and who this is, and so forth ; and when the 
answers are incorrect, or even before^ the answers can be given. 
Tommy Tucker has replied in a low voice, with a view to imj^ting 
general information gratis, that So-and-So, in scarlet and silver, is 
Mr. Blackstone, of Slackstone & Sons, head of the great Coal Mer- 
chant Firm ; that the man in blue and silver, supposed to he a Hun- 
garian attachi, is the junior partner inBu^]SUMS. &Co., the Big Cake 
rurveyor ; and that the warlike person, with a jingling sabre, is not 






3- Prussian officer, but is Deputy Jones, in the gorgeous uniform 
of the Old Buckshire Yeomanrjr ; and when he *s in the City, where he 
began in the usual way that millionnaires always do begin, by sweep- 
mg out an office, he is simply Jones, of Messrs. Brown, Jones, 
Robinson & Co., Wharfingers. Tommy Tucker knows everybody, and 
eyerytHng about everybody, too. Who is that lady with a splendid 
tiara of diamonds ? — that is the Duchess of Burlington, “ who ” — 
and here, in a semi-wMsper, intended for everybody’s information, 
he tells how those brilliants come out for “ one night only,” and how 
they will be called for to-morrow morning by a confidential agent 
from Porshopper’s Establishment in the Creat Loan Land. Tom 
Tucker is full of these stories. There isn’t a person he doesn’t know, 
mtil happening to^ recognise here a one and there a one, I correct 
him ^ of my own private and personal knowledge, when he frankly 
I admits that I am right ; and after casually explaining how he does 
I occasionally roistake the Countess of Dunnoyer for Lady Elizabeth: 

can siugr, but would^ an^coilto’t be 
Anthem ’* in Covent Garden, Y^ednesday, July 8. 

German, i suppose, out of compliment to our f Imperial visitors ; 
and afterwards in English (translated, and. I fancy, “trans- 
posed”), in honour of H.R.H. the Prince and Princess. All the 
wax-work figures form in a row, under the direction of Lord 
Chamberlain Lathom ; the machinery is put in motion ; they all 
bow to the audience ; glasses are riveted on them ; everybody is 
craning and straining to get a ff ood view ; the people in the gallery and 
just over the Royal Box loyally enjoy the scene, being quite unable 
to see any of the distinguished persons who are, in this instance, 
“ quite beneath their notice.” And then Signor Mancinelli turns 
his back on everybody, and gets to business. 

After this, I feel that a buckle, somewhere or other, has tuimed 
traitor, and inventing an excuse with a readiness worthy of Tommy 
Tucker himself, I suddenly, but cautiously, retire. ^ I descend the 
grand staircase between two rows of beefeaters reclining drowsily at 
their ease. Fast asleep, some of ’em, after too much beef. Imagine 
myself a prisoner, in disguise of course, escaping from the Tower 
in the olden time. Then, fearing the coU^se of another buckle or 
button, or the sudden “ giving ” of a seam, I steal cautiously past the 
Guards — ^then past serried ranks of soldiers under the colonnade — 
then — once more in the street of Bow, and I am free ! I breathe 
again. 

Hie thee home, my gallant steed (an eighteenpenny fare in a han- 
som), and let me resume the costume of private life, trine with a cutlet, 
drain the goblet and smoke the mild havannah. Sic transit gloria 
Wednesday! 

(Signed,) (Mysteriously.) The Duke of Dis Guise. 

P.S. — Although there was more money in the house than on 
any previous occasion, yet never did 1 sefe so many persons 
who had “ come in with orders,” which they displayed lavishly, 
wearing them upon their manly buzzums. 


Men in Possession. 

The Manager of Covent Garden is Sheriff HiRRis. Can aU his 
(meratic officials all over the house be correctly termed “Sheriff’s 


Bii-ds that can sing, but wouldn’t sing, and couldn’t be 
made to sing, at Covent Garden, "Wednesday, July 8. 
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IMPEEIMi IMPEESSIONS. 

That tkey are not accustomed to ultra punctuality in the arrival 
of steam-yachts at Port Victoria. I 

That some one ought to catch it for not looking after the "water-nioes 
m the State dinmg-room. 

^ That it is rather trying to have to remain dignified mth your boots 
in three inches of water. 

That the Eton Volunteers are just the sort of boys to follow the 
tradition oi the past, and win a second Waterloo. 

That still it was a little awkward to have to review them in the 
pauses of a thunderstorm. 

That the wedding as a wedding was not bad, but a couple of 
hundred thousand troops or so posted as a guard of honour, would 
have made it more impressive. 

That Buckingham Palace is rather triste, when it is populated on 
the scale of one inhabitant to the square mile. 

Th^ Covent Garden Opera House, decorated with leagues of flower 
wreaths, is the finest sight in the world. 

That Sheriff AiTaiTSTiTS Glossop Haeeis deserves a dukedom, and, 
if he were a German, should have it.’ 

That one State Ball is like every other, but stiU it was very well 
done on Eriday;. 

That the visit to the City was an entire success (although I wish 
the audience had made up their minds whether they would stand up 

sit while I was speaking), thanks no doubt to the influence of the 
Sheriff. 

That Saturday’s doings were delightful. I was absolutely deafened 
with the cheering. 

[ That it is very pleasant to be so well received, especially when, 
three years ago, I was generally snubbed and treated as a nobody. 


THE BUSY BI8LEY. 

Scene Within measurahle distance of Wohing* Enter Lounger 
and Marksman, n. and L, 

Lounger {heariilf). Why, I am glad to see you ! And how are 
things going on ? 

Marksman {cordially^ hut abruptly). Capitally ! Good-bye ! 

Loung, But I say, what a hurry you are in! Can’t you stop a 
minute for a chat ? 

Marks, Another time, but just now moments are precious. 

^ung. But I say, you see I have found myself here — ^it doesn’t 
take much longer than getting down to Wimbledon. 

Marks, Of course it doesn’t— whoever said it did ? But there, 
old chap, I must be off ! 

Loung. You are in a hurry ! Ah, we used to have pleasant days 
in the old place? 

Marks, Did we ? I daresay we did. 

Loung, Why, of course 1 Grand old days ! Don’t you remember 
what fun it used to be decorating your tent ; and then, when the 
ladies came down— which they did nearly all the day long— what 
larks it was getting them tea and claret-cup ? 

Marks, Very likely. But we don’t have many ladies now, and 
a good job too — they are a bore. 

Loung, Well, you are a chap! Why, how can there be any fun 
without your sisters, and your cousins, and your maiden apnts ? 

Marks, We don’t want fun. But there, good-bye ! 

Loung, But I saj^, I have come all this way to look you up. 

Marks, {unbending). Very kind of you, but, my dear fellow, 
you have chosen rather an unfortunate time. 

Loung, Why, at Wimbledon you had nothing to do 1 

Marks, Very likely. ^ But then Bisley isn’t Wimbledon. 

Loung, {dryly). So it seems. Everyone said that, when they 
moved the camp further away from home, they would ruin the 
meeting. 

Marks, Then everyone was wrong. Why, we are going on 
swimmingly. 

Loung, It must be beastly dull. 

Marks, Hot at aU. Lovely country, good range, and, after it 
rains, two minutes later it is dry as bone. 

I J^ung, Yes, but it stands to reason that it canH be as popular as 
! Wimbledon. 

Marks, My dear fellow, figures are the best test of that. In all 
the history oi the Association we have never had more entries than 
this year. ' 

Loung, That may be, but yen don’t have half the fun you had 
nearer town.l 

Marks, {laughing). Don’t want to! Business, my dear fellow, not 
pleasure ! And now, old man, I really must be off ! Ta, ta I See 
you later. {Exit. 

Loung, Well, whatever he may say, I prefer Wimbledon. And 
as there doesn’t seem much for me to do down here, I shall return to 
town. [Does so. Curtain, 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEICTED PBOM THE BIABT OF TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons, Monday ^ July 6. — ^Don’t know what the 
House of Lords would do without Wemtss. How the House of 
Commons gets along without Elcho is another story. Of course we 
are not absolutely ELCHO-less. Amurath has succeeded to Amurath, 
and there is still an Elcho in the Commons. Perhaps in time he 
may reach the towering height of his illustrious father. He does 
very well as it is ; made exceedingly smart ^eech mm 

the other afternoon on adjournment over Derby 
Day. We try to bear up; make the best of mK 
things ; but in our secret hearts confess that this 
century has seen but one Lord Elcho, and now ^ 
he ’s Earl of WEikiYSS. 

Was in fine old style to-night. Doechesteh 
brought on question of Volunteers. They are 
going to Wirnbledon on Saturday to be reviewed 
by that veteran the German Empeeok. Doe- 
CHESTEE, in modest, convincing speech, pointed 
out how unfair it was that, in addition to, in 
I many cases, losing a day’s pay, in all cases incur- 
I ring a day’s hard work, that Volunteers should 
I be required to pay expenses of their trip to Wim- \ ^ uBMl 
ibledon. Doechestee left nothing unsaid; put V '^Mnj 
I the whole case in brief speech. But Wemtss not W 
I going to be left out. Inte^sed in fine patronising U Vw 
‘ manner ; made acknowledgment of Doechestee’s \\ 
good intention; but, suggesting an absolutely V\ 
imaginary case, took exception to the ^resenta- \\ 
tion of the Volunteers in the light of aslang for a A / 

day’s pay. That, he said, would spoil the whole 

Ho one had suggested anything of the kind. I j 

Wemtss had brought this nine-pin in with him j i 

as if it were one of a set of baccarat counters, had | 

set it up, and was now knocking it down. Hoble I 

Lords sat and stared in polite amazement. Cean- 
BEOOK, in his impetuous way, jumped up and 
raised point of order. Wemtss put him aside _ , _ 

with sweep of sword-arm, and went on to end of second Baron, 
his speech, which showed who was the true friend of the Volunteer 
forces. 

“Ah,” said young Lamington, second Baron, regarding with 
pleased interest the &sh of satisfaction that mantled Wemtss’ brow 
when he resumed his seat, “ this House would have been nothing 
only for us fellows coming in from the Commons. It ’s new blood 
that does it. I ’ll make them a speech myself some day.” 

Business done. — duite a lot in the Commons. 

Tuesday. — Feegttsson says life at Foreign Office would be endur- 
able only for Labet. The Sage has got the Triple Alliance on the 

t brain ; spends his mornings in draft- 
ing questions there anent. That 
Feegusson wouldn’t mind so much, 
only it involves his spending Ms 
afternoons m drafting answers that 
shall look coherent, and yet say 
nothing. ^ Answers often so admi- 
rably suited to their purpose, that 
doubts arise as to whether a firmer 
hand than Feegusson’s has not 
traced them on paper. “A dull 
man,” was the j^ase in which, 
years ago, John Height dismissed 
from consideration the statesman 
then known as Sir Chaeles Ae- 
DEELT. To^ House of Commons 
Feegttsson is a dull man, inca- 
pable, as it seems, of framing these 
subtle answers that look as if they 
meant so much, and yet say so little. 

Whoever be the author, it must 
be said that Feegttsson contributes 
to success of answers by his manner 
of reading them. So portentous is 
o . Hs gravity, so like a stone wall 

Sage of Queen Anne s Gate. imperturbability, that the Sage 

dashet himself up against it with much the same effect as if he 
were attacking one of the buttresses of Westminster Hall. It 
is a fortuitous concatenation of circumstances, most happy in its 
result, that when in the House of Commons an answer is to be given 
which shall convey no information, the Maehiss should dictate it, 
and Feegttsson recite it. If, in reply to the Sage’s question to-night, 
as to the understandiag between this country and Italy with respect 
to the status quo in Mediterranean, Feegttsson had stood up and 
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reeited the multiplication table up to[twelye times twelve, the remarks 
•would liaTe been just as relevant and informing’ as those he read 
from the paper. Moreover, the gravity of his aspect and the solemn 
inflection of his voice, would have compelled Members to listen to 
the end of the recitation vdth a sort of dim consciousness that they 
were really being informed as to the details of an understanding 
come to between Her Majesty’s Secretary of State for Poreign 
Affairs, and the Grovermnents of Germany and Italy. 

Business dbwe,— Education Bill through Eeport Stage. 

Thursday ,— having disposed of Land Purchase Bill and 
Education Bill, is able to devote portion of sitting to consideration of 
its own personal affairs. Morton brings on subject of Bar in Lobby 
of House of Commons. Hothing to do with the Bar that Lockwood, 
Asquith, find Heed adorn; merely a counter, at which they sell 
what Jehmt Lowther alludes to, with a bewitching air of distant 
ae<iuaintance, as “ alcoholic liquors.” Morton, whose great ambi- 
tion in life is to make people thoroughly comfortable, wants to close 
the Bar. Stdnet Herbert, making a rare appearance as spokes- 
man for the Government on the Treasury Bench, pleads as a set-off 
against alleged evil example, the large consumption of “lemon 
s(iuash,” wmch he explains to the House is “a non-intoxieant.” 
Cahpbell-Bannerman sends thrill of apprehension through listening 
Senate by inquiring whether the House of Commons is licensed for 
the sale of intoxicating liquors ? 

Ho one ever thought of that before. As far as anyone kno-ws, 
place isn’t licensed ; consequently, 
m very birthplace of legislation, / ZTIm 

the law has for years been sys- 
tematically defied. Worse this than ^ wW 

what happened at Temple the other 
day, when Lord Chancellor and 
a score of principal Members of l|||||■l| 

Bar of England narrowly escaped 


THEN AND NOW. 

MR. PUNCH’S JUBILEE RETROSPECT. 

Bunch and the Elections were the onlj’’ matters which occupied the 
public mind on July 17, Introduction to “ Bunch, Vot I.] 

Fifty years ago, my Public, fifty years ago 1 

Faith, the years fleet swiftly onward, though sad hours seem slow. 

Forty-One beheld my advent, Friend of Truth and Fun ; 

From my sanctwn still I greet you now in Ninety- One. 

“ Bunch and the Elections I ” Truly a compendious text. 

With how ma,ny Burning Questions men to-day are vext ! 

Then the Whigs perceived their tether pretty nearly run, 
i And— they ’re watching Bye-Elections now in Ninety-One. 

Then Lord John was on the Treasury Bench, though ill at ease, 
Thence to be soon torn— like Theseus ; — Peel, the Hercules. 

Now Smith smiles a toothy smile in little Johnny’s place, 

While the Grand Old Hercules sits watching, grave of face. 

He remembers Forty-One ! FeV, except Bunch and him, 
linger from those brave old days, now distant growm and dim ! 

XX A U A M wAA. ..wX. A J!l X« - T—X *1 . . T j T • ^1 in n 


Jemmy, J.P. 


jured up of the poHoe maki^ Mr. Shakitan Crawfoed (wbo vas Ab ? Let quidnuncs guess !) 

fuddeu descent ou tbe H^se, -walk- Moved Amendment relative to “Popular Distress.” 

AT^ Wider Suffrage. Hotv what would it be P 

t a Land with little or no Rent, and Education Free P 

RALiTY, to nearest ^ station, there rar 

to be locked up till released on Then the Corn Laws cramped Free Trade ; free Competition now 

Breeds the Sweater, harsh j:g)loiter of the toiler’s brow. 

JEMMY Lowt^r much struck When brave Peel achieved Repeal some deemed the task was done 

py .s^estion. His innate magis- But Commissions upon Labour sit in Ninety-One. 

terial instincts on the alert. We ^ 

aU know and like Jemmy, but few % SiBraoRP then amused St. Stephen’s ; we have Seymour Keay, 

of us have opportunity of seeing ^ Orsay then was ivit and dandy, Oscar Wilde have we. 

him at his very best. That happens :^d if ^vild Fe^irgus O’Connor fashioned Land Schemes then, 

when he sits on the Magisterial Burns and Morris well can match him now with tongue or pen. 

Bench and dispenses justice. It is rri. w tt u* .i.r. a.,., 

as Jemmy, J.P., he rises to the j^tien iOM Hood could sing that Song* which moved a world to teai 

fuHest height of his judicial manner. ^ emmy, J.P. a ? t ^ Laundrydom on Strike now in Hyde Park appears. 

StiU, pretty TveUjust now. A little embarrassed at tbe outset by con- V® been tried— and done, 

soiousness that his postal address at Leeds is “ Sinllington House ” " ‘ ““<18 no lack of labour e’en in Ninety-One ! 

TdhSn” De^bS the ;^Stete fcWYf Maiden aueen, fresh graced tbe Throne, 

s^S^LleWdtei’asbed &Mlf&dv^"^ ®“®i® been achieved ; 

rf Stt^v M^els commonplace to-day, few then would have believed, 

i^ommirtee 01 Supply. Science, Libe^, Lure Manners, Order, Peace, Goodwill, 

-rnctay.— Turns out to-night that Morton doesn’t approve the ior Fifty Years has championed, and wiU champion still. 

Triple mance. Tins would be awkward, in any circumstances. 4 t rn. 

Pecuharly embarrassing just now with one of the principal siirna- ‘iT captious cynic at the contrast sneers, 

tones mm guest. Emperor William was most anxious to come Yoars, 

down to House ; meant to see everything whilst he was here, not his Century s full course, fifty Years hence, has run, 

"^hat may happen before another opportunity presents itself. heart and glad may he look back on Ninety-One I 

place, aH its Members eloquent, and all its Mimsters virtuous. — ' : 

Must go and see it. Look in on Friday.” 

Here’s a go I Known hefore^nd t^t Morton meant to state OTEER (QUERIES. 

I tSifiaS sfYaiJsr 

‘^It would play the doose with the e7ite7ity cordially ^ said weSr-itsf a thermometer attached to 

JuOTS ’Annibal Picton, who resents Morton’s interfere^e in the sjlightly craokec 

field of foreign poHoy. mterterence in the ^nd find that it-my temperature, not the weather-glass-stay 

Happily %peror William didn’t get as far as Westminster- a?e My headache 

^tained at GuildhaU; just got off in time to dine with t^GrSit wMe{ forty grains of quinine in then 
Dook, and afterwards to the ball at Buckingham Palace fin neneo Y*® t ^®®®™^®^ded to take by a neighbouring chemist’ 

between two great nations is mZtoeL bSI ^u ns p?X v«y go^. Cough anS ohemist^s biU hot 

dose. Hiamaaa ^one-Committee of Supply. Syteout^f fijn ^voys SiS:! “ ®®’ I tr; 

(C^ KOTICB. ^Bejected Co nununi cationa or Contributions, whether HIS Printed Matter TVr.nri'n.r. .. u- . e 

in no case he returned, not oven when accompanied by a Stom^Md AdSr«.M ^J?fS ’ “7 description, wiU 

there will be no exceptton ■«.«.ompaniea oy a Btamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


^nger from those brave old days, now distant grown and dim ! 

He has reached his Jubilee, as Btinch this year hath done. 

Veterans both, we drink each other’s health in Ninety-One ! 

Eorty-One was fierce and fiery. Young Disr.aeli then 
Bravely buttered stout Sir Robert as the best of men. 

Pheugh ! But in how^ short a time was Ben’s envenomed steel 
Destined to find rankling lodgment in the breast of Peel ! 

Now ? Well, there is jaunty Joseph poisoning his point ; 

Seeking in Grandolman’s mail some penetrable joint I 
Heroes and ex-armour-bearers still keep up the fun ; 

One-and-Eorty saw it so, and so does Ninety- One ! 

Mr. Sharman Crawford (who was he f Let quidnuncs guess !) 
Moved Amendment relative to “Popular Distress.” 

The7i his cure was Wider Suffrage. JYoxo what would it be P 
Land with little or no Rent, and Education Free P 

Then the Corn Laws cramped Free Trade ; free Competition now 
Breeds the Sweater, harsh exploiter of the toiler’s brow. 

VHien brave Peel achieve.'t Repeal some deemed tbe task was done, 
But Commissions upon Labour sit in Ninety-One. 

SiBraoRP then amused St. Stephen’s ; we have Seymour Keay, 

D Orsay then was ^vit and dandy, Oscar Wilde have we. 

;^d if ■\vild Fe.<!lrgus O’Connor fashioned Land Schemes then, 
Burns and Morris well can match him now with tongue or pen. 

Then Tom Hood could sing that Song * which moved a world to tears, 
London Laundrydom on Strike now in Hyde Park appears. 

^ ! since Eighteen Eorty-One much has been tried— and done. 

But Bunch finds no lack of labour e’en in Ninety-One ! 

Then Her Majesty, a Maiden Oueen, fresh graced the Throne, 

How her Royal Jubilee is full four years bygone. 

He who has illximed her reign with wisdom, Avit, and fun, 

Greets her loyally to-day as then, In Forty-One. 

Madam, much since then has happened, much has been achieved ; 
M^els, commonplace to-day, few then would have believed, 
i^ienc^, Liberty, Pure Manners, Order, Peace, Goodwill, 

Bunch for Fifty Years has championed, and wiU champion still. 

I Then and now ! ^ The captious cynic at the contrast sneers, 

A believes in, and would help, the Progress of the Years. 

^^^en his Century s f ull course, fifty Years hence, has run, 

With good heart and glad may he look back on Ninety-One I 

* “ pic Sml0 of the ShwtB which appeared on page 260 of Vol. V., 18-13 in 
a supplementary number entitled, “ Bundles Triumphal Procession.” ’ 


OTEER aUERIES. 

really grateful to any reader who can 
tell me whether I have Influen^sa or not. I think 1 must have it, as 
wao+tT temperature with a thermometer attached' to a 

temperature, not the weather-glass— stays 
wnstratly at 120 degrees which seems rather high. My headaches 
“® grains or qninine in them, 

to take by a neighbouring chemist’s 
“rt ® iffY * chemises bill both 

9 * ir*® ^®'^® S f If so. whom should I try 

and take it out of ?— Nebvotts STOracx. ^ 




“ IVI Y Reminiseenees ! ” said Mr. Punchy replying to a q^uestion 

XVX put by his Interviewer, Ann-q Domini Eighteen-Ninety- 
One ; “ Tney are already before the World, in exactly One Hundred 
Volumes ! My first ‘Number’ bore date ‘for the week ending 
July 17th, 1841. My memory is indeed stored with recollections, 
pleasant, picturesque, pathetic, of the teeming past, memories of my 
joyous ‘ Table,’ of my well-beloved ‘Young Men,’ oi Great Names, of 
Genial Comrades, of Bright Wits, of WarmHearts, of Famous Artists, 
of Clever Writers, who— in the words of the greatest of them all— 

^ Perched round the stem 
Of the jolly old tree.’ 

“ How well the words of the wise wit written in 1847 express our 
thoughts to-day, Mr. Anno Domini 

* Here lot us si)ort Evenings we knew 

Boys, as we sit, Happy as this; 

Laughter and wit Faces we miss 

Flashing so free. Pleasant to see. 

Life is but short— Kind hearts and true, 

When we are gone, Gentle and just, 

Let them sing on Peace to their dust ! 

Round the old ti’ee. We sing round the tree.’ 

It is one of my proudest memories to recollect that Thackeray’s 
‘ Mahogany Tree,’ was my Table.” 

“ To have been Amphitryon to such guests must have been the 
most ifieasant privilege of hospitality,” said Anno Domini. 

“Very true,” responded Mr. Punchy “And of all my Deimty- 
Amphitrjons— if I may use the term— who more fully, fitly, justlv, 
and genially filled the post than the earliest of them all, the kindly 
and judicious Mark Lemon? Had not he and clever Henry 
Mayhew, and Mr. Printer Last, and Ebenezer Landells, my 
earliest engraver, foregathered first with me in furtherance of the 
‘ new worlc of wit and whim,’ embellished with cuts and caricatures, 
to be called 

PUNCH; OP, THE LONBON CHARIVARI? 

“ Lemon, and Last,^ and Mayhew, were they here to-day, would 
probably agree to divide between them the early honours, as they 
shared the early responsibility. But doubtless^ Mark Lemon was 
the literary sWper of the ‘ Guffawgraph,’ as he jocularly called it in 
his ‘ Prospectus,’ and, from the first, its guiding spirit. Happily so, 


for his was a spirit fitted to rule, both by power, and tact, and taste. 
With ‘ Uncle Mark ’ in the chair, I knew there would be neither 
austere autocracy, nor faineant laxity, neither weakness of stroke 
nor foulness of blow, neither Rosa-Matilda-ish mawkishness, nor 
Rabelaisian coarseness. 

“ How well I remember my first group of ‘ Young Men,' ’’pursued 
Mr. Punch, musingly. “ There was swift and scathing Douglas 
Jerrold, with his tossed and tangled mane of grey hair. Gilbert 
Abbott aBeckett, too, the whimsically witty, the drolly satirical, 
the comically caustic. Henry Mayhew, of course, and, a little later, 
his brother Horace, the simple, lovable ‘ Ponny.’ Henning, New- 
man and Brine, were my earliest Artists. Henning drew the first 
Cartoon, whilst Newman and Brine, and, later, Hine, between 
I them, were responsible for most of the smaller outs, head-and-tau- 


pieces, pictorial puns, am 
sketchy silhouettes, wherewith 
Punches early pages abounded 

“In the fourth Number o: 

Punch, published on August 
7th, 1841, first appeared the 
soon - to-be-famous signature 
of ‘ John Leech.’ ” 

“Ah! John Leech,” cried 
the attentive Anno Domini. 

“A name to conjure^ with! 

How did that ‘ Star swim into 
your ken ’ ? ” 

“ There was a certain clever, 
scholarly, and genial gentle- 
man,” responded Mr. Punch, 

“who had lately published, 
under the pseudonym of ‘ Paul 
Prendergast,’ an extremely 
funny Comic Latin Grammar. 

‘ Paul Prendergast’ was, in 
reality, Mr. Percival Leigh, 
originally a medical gentleman,^ 
the well-beloved ‘Professor’ of 
later Punch days. The Comic 
Latin Grammar had been 
admirably illustrated by a per- 
sonal friend, and fellow-student, 
of Leigh’s named Leech. The 
services of both of the contribu- 
tors to the Comic Latm Gram- 
mar were soon enlisted in my 
interests. 

“Another of Leech’s medi- 
cal student friends was Albert 
Smith, and he before long was 
penning his ‘ Physiology of 
London Evening Parties’ (il- 
lustrated by Phiz — Halbot 

Knight Browne — NewxMan, — — 

and others) for my pages. 

Kenny Meadows, Watts 
Phillips, Alfred ‘Crow- 
uuill’ (Forrester), John 
Gilbert, and others, drew also — 
for the young Journal, the 
printing of which had been 
taken over by the Whitefriars ^ ' ■ 

firm of Bradbury and Evans, with whom as proprietors and fast 
friends. Punch has ever since been happily associated. 

“ As early as my Fourth Volume,” pursued Mr. Punch, it became 
obvious that, in the person of ‘ Our Fat Contributor,’ a certain 
‘ Michael Angelo Titmarsh’ was writing and drawing for Punch. 

(fioMtimied on JPage 4.) 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 1 

FOR TSE WEEK ENDING JVLY 17, 1841. 

THE TaORAIs OP PUNCH. 

As we hope, gentle public, to pass many happy hours in your 
society, we think it right that you should know something of our 
character and intentions. Our title, at a first glance, may have 
misled you into a belief that we have no other intention than the 
amusement of a thoughtless crowd, and the collection of pence. 
We have a higher object. Few of the admirers of our prototype, 
merry Master Punch, have looked upon his vagaries but as the 
practical outpourings of a rude and boisterous mirth. We have 
considered him as a teacher of no mean pretensions, and have, 
therefore, adopted him as the sponsor for our weekly sheet of 
pleasant instruction. When we have seen him parading in the 
glories of his motley, flourishing his baton (like our friend Jullien 
at Prury-lane) in time with his own unrivalled discord, by which 
he seeks to win the attention and admiration of the crowd, what 
visions of graver puppetry have passed before our eyes! Golden 
circlets, with their adornments of coloured and lustrous gems, have 
bound the brow of infamy as well as that of honour — a mockery 
to both; as though virtue required a rewaid beyond the fulfilment 
of its own high purposes, or that infamy could be cheated into 
the forgetfulness of its vileness by the weight around its temples! 
Gilded coaches have glided before us, in which sat men who thought 
the buzz and shouts of crowds a guerdon for the toils, the anxi- 
eties, and, too often, the peculations of a life. Our ears have rung 
with the noisy frothiness of those who have bought their fellow- 
men as beasts in the market-place, and found their reward in 
the sycophancy of a degraded constituency, or the patronage of 
a venal ministry— no matter of what creed, for party musl destroy 
patriotism. 

The noble in his robes and coronet — the beadle in his gaudy 
livery of scarlet, and purple, and gold — the dignitary in the fulness 
of his pomp— the demagogue in the triumph of his hollowness— 
these and other visual and oral cheats by which mankind are cajoled, 
have passed in review before us, conjured up by the magic wand of 
Punch. 

How we envy his philosophy, when Shalla-ba-la, that demon 
with the bell, besets him at every turn, almost teasing the sap out 
of him 1 The moment that his tormentor quits the scene, Punch 
seems to forget the existence of his annoyance, and, carolling the 
mellifluous numbers of Jim Croiv^ or some other strain of equal 
beauty, makes the most of the present, regardless of the past or future ; 
and when Shalla-b.a-lv renews his persecutions, Punch boldly faces 
his enemy, and ultimately becomes the victor. All have a Shalla- 
BA-LA in some shape or other ; but few, how few, the philosophy of 
Punch ! 

We are afraid our prototype is no favourite with the ladies. 
Punch is (and we reluctantly admit the fact) a Malthusian in prin- 
ciple, and somewhat of a domestic tyrant; for his conduct is at times 
harsh and ungentlemanly to Mrs. P. 

Eve of a land that still ia Paradise, 

Italian beauty I’' 

But as we never look for perfection in human nature, it is too much 
to expect it in wood. We wish it to be understood that we repudiate 
such principles and conduct. We have a Judy of our own, and 
a little Punchininny that commits innumerable improprieties; but 
we fearlessly aver that we never threw him out of window, nor 
belaboured the lady with a stick — even of the size allowed by 
law. ^ 

There is one portion of the drama we vjish was omitted, for it 
always saddens us— we allude to the prison scene. Punch, it is 
true, sings in durance, but we hear the ring of the bars mingling with 
the song. V\ e are advocates for the correction of offenders ; but how 
many generous and kindly beings are there pining within the walls of 
a prison, whose only crimes are poverty and misfortune ! They, too, 
sing and laugh, and appear jocund, but the heart can ever hear the 
rinar of the bars. 

We never looked upon a lark in a cage, and heard him tiilling 
out Ms music as he sprang upwards to the roof of his prison, but 
we iclt sickened with the siglit and sound, as contrasting, in our 
thought, the free minstrel of the morning, bounding as it were 
into the blue caverns of the heavens, with the bird to whom the 
world was circumscribed. May the time soon arrive, when every 
prison shall be a palace of the mind — when we shall seek to in- 
struct and cease to punish. Punch has already advocated educa- 
tion by example. Book at his dog* Toby! The instinct of the 

brute has almost germinated into reason. Man has reason, why not 
give him intelligence ? 

We now come to the last great lesson of our motley teacher— the 
gallows 1 that accursed tree which has its loot in injuries. How clearly 
Punch exposes the fallacy of that dreadful law which authorise.^ llie 
destruction of life ! Punch sometimes destroys the hangman : and 
why not? Where is the divine injunction against the shedder of 
mans blood to rest None can answer! To us there is but one 
disposer of life. At other times Punch hangs the devil: this is as it 
should be. Destroy the principle of evil by increasing the means of 
cultivating the good, and the gallows will then become as much a 
wonder as it is now a jest. 

We shall always play Punch, for we consider it best to be merry 
and wise — 

And laugh at all things, for we wish to know, 

What, after all, are all things but a show ! ” — Byroiu 

As on the stage of Punch’s theatre, many characters appear to fill 
up the interstices of the more important story, so our pages will be 
interspersed with trifles that have no other object than the moment s 
approbation — an end which will never be sought for at the expense 
of others, beyond the evanescent smile of a harmless .satire, 

COMMERCIAL INTELLIGENCE. 

There is a report of the stoppage of one of the most respectable hard^ 
hake houses in the metropolis. The firm had been speculating consider- 
ably in Prince Albert's Rock," and this is said to have been the rock 
they have ultimately split upon. The boys will be the greatest sufferers. 
One of them had stripped his jacket of all its buttons as a deposit on some 
iomArot^ which the house had promised to supply on the following day ; 
and we regret to say, there are whispers of other transactions of a similar 
character. 

Money has been abundant all day, and we saw a half-crown piece and 
some halfpence lying absolutely idle in the hands of an individual, who, if 
he bad only chosen to walk with it into the market, might have produced a. 
very alarming effect on some minor description of securities. Cherries 
were taken very freely at twopence a pound, and Spanish (liquorice) at a 
shade lower than yesterday. There has been a most disgusting glut of 
tallow all the week, which has had an alarming effect on dips, and thrown 
a still further gloom upon rushlights. 

The late discussions on the timber duties have brought the match market 
into a very unsettled state, and Congreve lights seem destined to undergo a 
still further depression. This state ot things was rendered worse towards 
the close of the day, by a large holder of the last-named article unex- 
pectedly throwing an immense quantity into the market, which went off 
rapidly. 

SOMETHING WARLIKE. 

Many of our readers must be awaie, that in pantomimic pieces, the 
usual mode of making the audience acquainted with anything that cannot 
be clearly explained Dy dumb-show, is to exhibit a linen scroll, on which is 
painted, in large letters, the sentence necessary to be known. It so hap- 
pened that a number of these scrolls had been thrown aside after one of 
the grand spectacles at Astley's Amphitheatre, and remained amongst other 
lumber in the property-room, until the late destructive fire which occurred 
there. On that night, the wife of one of the stage-assistants — a woman of 
portly dimensions— was aroused from her bed by the alarm of fire, and in 
her confusion, being unable to find her proper habiliments, laid hold of one 
of these scrolls, and wrapping it around her, hastily rushed into the street, 
and presented to the astonished spectators an extensive back view, w'iLh the 
words, “Bombard the Citadel," inscribed in legible characters upon 
her singular drapery. ^ 

Hume's terminology. 

Hume is so annoyed at his late defeat at Leeds, that he vows he will never 
make use of the word Tory again as long as he lives. Indeed, he proposes 
to expunge the term from the English language, and to substitute that 
which IS applied to his own party. In writing to a friend, that “after the 
inflammatory character of the oratory of the Carlton Club, it is quite super- 
erogatory for me to state (it being notorious) that all conciliatory measuies 
will be rendered nugatory," he thus expressed himself After the iri- 
flammaM>% character of the ove.whig of the nominees of the Carlton Club 

It is quite supererogaw% for me to state (it being nowhigon^) that all 
coxiciXiawnig measures will be rendered niigawi/ii^,'' 

NATIVE SWALLOWS. 

A CORRESPONDENT to One of the daily papers has remarked, that there 

IS an almost total absence of swallows thi'i summer in England. Had the 
writer been present at some of the election dinners lately, he must have 
confessed that a greater number of active swallows has rarely been observed 
congregated in any one year. 

LORD MELBOURNE TO “ PUNCH. '' 

Mr DEAR Punch, -Seeing in the « Court Circular” of the Morning 
Herald an account of a General Goblet as one of the gueata of her Majesty, 

I beg to state, that till I saw that announcemenli I was not aware of an, 
other general gobble %t than myself at the Palace. • i * 

If ours, truly, Melbourne. 










Yes, the lion 
THACKEKAYhad 
joined the Table, 
and thenceforth 
for many years he 
illumined my 
pages with his 
keen wit and ripe 
wisdom, his grace- 
ful prose, his 
polished Terse, 
and his charac- 
teristic pictures. 

/‘The frontis- 
piece to Yolume 
V. (1843) was by 
Eichaed Doyle, a 
plain foreshadow- 
ing of the cele- 
brated design 
which was ever after to form the familiar Coyer of the Tunch 
Number. Doyle had now joined the Staff, and for many years his 
nne fancy was allowed full play in my pages, 

“At the end of the same Yolume, imonpage 260 of a supple- 
ment, entitled, ‘ FiincNs Triumphal rrocession,^ appeared Tom 
Hood s neyer-to-be-forgotten ‘ Song of the Shirt.’ It is one of Mr, 
Flinches pleasantest Eeminiscences that this gentle genius, this true 
poet, contributed this famous masterpiece to his pages. 

‘ The scholarly, accomplished, and warm-hearted Tom Tayloe 
was the next to join the Table, and his ‘ Spanish Ballads’ (in 1846), 
admirably illustrated by Doyle, made their mark, as did later his 
Unprotected Female.’ In Yolume XYI. Peecital Leigh com- 
menced his Mr. Pips, his Diary, or. Manners and Customs of ye 
Englyshe in^ 1849,’ characteristically illustrated by Richaed Doyle 
at his graphic best. The same year was remarkable for the appear- 
ance of Leech|s^ most delightful character, the simple-minded, 
sport-loymg, philistine paterfamilias, Mr. Beiggs, first met with in 
connection with ‘ The Pleasures of Housekeeping,’ though subse- 
que^ly associated especially with humorous sporting scenes. 

frontispiece to Yol^e XIX., for the second half of the year 
1^0, was by a new hand,’ none other than John Tenniel the 
Cartoomst par excellence, whose work henceforth was to be— as 
happily it stm IS— the pride of 3Ir. Fimch and the delight of the 
Bntish Pubhc, Tenniel’s first Cartoon, ‘ Lord Jack the Giant- 
Ei^r, graced ilfr. Punch's 499.th Number, he haying taken, at 
short notice, the place of Richaed Doyle, who after many years 


of excellent work had yoluntarily withebawn from the Table, owing 
to certain religious scruples, not wholly unconnected with the sub- 
ject of his successor’s fipt ‘ Big Cut.’ 

“Another member of my little army about this time was Geoege 
biLTEE, and my next recruits were the polished and wdtty Shieley 
Beooks, and, one who was to deyelop into the greatest master of 
Black- and- V^ite Art this country has produced, Chaeles Keene 
w mt, our dear, picturesque, unsophisticated ‘Caelo,’ lost to the 
lable — an irreparable loss I— but a few months ago. 

* opening of Yolume XXYII. for the second half of the year 
18o4, you will obserye, Mr. Anno Domini, a Picture by John 
lENNm (reproduced aboye), in which the then existing ‘Staff of 
i unch are humorously sketched. They are engaged in somewhat 
yaried sports and pastimes. 3Ir, Punch is keeping wicket in a game 
in which Thackeeay ^vields the bat, and Peecital Leigh is bowling ; 
Maek Lemon, and Gilbeet aBeckett are playing at battledore and 
shuttlecock, and Douglas Jeeeold is haying a solitary game of 
skittles, the pins ’ being the Czae of Russia, &c. Shieley Beooks, 
Mayhew, and Tom Tayloe are playing at Leapfrog, Tom Tayloe 
oyering Mayhew, whilst Shieley Beooks is following up. In the 
background JohnTenniel is sketching the Good Km^WPunchms 
whilst in the immediate foreground John Leech, upon 
a hobby-horse, is leaping oyer an easel. These were the chief of my 
Young Men’ at this time. In front of the tent are two gentle- 
men, one in a black, the other in a white, hat. The first is William 
xHiADBUEY, the second is ‘Pater’ Etans, our ‘ proprietors and friends’ 
01 that day. 

an obituary notice showed that the Table had experienced 
one of its earnest losses, that of Gilbeet Abbott aBeckett. And 
?T Mlowing year, the boding black border appeared 

In Memoriam’ of Douglas Jeeeold. Ah, me, Mr. Anno Domini, 
tn^ingling oi the cap-and-bells, howsoeyer merrily it may sound is 
perforce interrupted nowand again by the chiming of a bell of deeper 
note and sadder tone. 

o .for 1860 saw the artistic adyent of the Society 

^timt of the Yictorian Era, Geoege du Maueiee ; and in Yolume 
In presence of another ‘ New Boy ’ at 

my lable, was e'ndenced by the appearance of the burlesque London- 
Journalish No^l, Mokeanna,’ in which Feancis Cowley Buenanb 
parodied the Penny Dreadful.’ 

“The very first page of my Volume for 1864 , Mr. Amo Donna, 
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recorded a great, a grievous, an irreparable loss to me and to the i 
world, \v iLLiAM Maicepeace Thackeray, the greatest of my con- ' 


tributors, had gone for ever from my Table. And a little later— only 
a little later— in my Number for November 12th, 1861, appeared an 
obituary notice— alas the day !— of the great, the genial, the loved, 
the lamented JoHX Leech. 

In the Volumes for this year, 1865, appear for the first time the 
^nciful, ingenious, elaborately symbolical designs of Charles ! 
H. Bennett, w’ho unhappily did not long enrich my pages with his j 
facile execution and singular subtlety of fancy. He died on the i 
2nd April. His place at my Table was soon after taken by Linley 
Sambourne. 


On the 23rd May, 1870, he who had sat at the head of my Table 
ever since its first establishment, ‘ who wrote the first article in this 
Journal, who from its establishment had been its conductor,’ left 
empty the chief seat at my board. 


“ ‘If this Journal has had the good fortune to be credited with habitual 
advocacy of truth and justice, if it has been praised for abstention from the 
less worthy kind of satire, if it has been trusted by those w’ho keep guard over 
the purity of womanhood and of youth, we, the best witnesses, turn for a 
moment from our sorrow to bear the fullest and the most willing testimony 
that the high and noble spirit of Mark Lemon ever prompted generous 
championship, ever made unworthy onslaught or irreverent jest impossible to 
the pens of those who were honoured in being coadjutors w'ith him.’ 


This, Mr. Anno Dohini, was the high and merited tribute which 
the spokesman of his surviving colleagues paid to the beloved 
memory of Mark Lemon. 

“ Shirley Brooks succeeded him in the editorial chair, which he 
filled fittingly and faithfully for — alas !— only four years. In 1874 
I lost my second Editor. Tom Taylor was his successor, taking up 
with the Editorship, the extraction of that weekly ‘ Essence of Parlia- 
ment,’ so long and so delightfully distilled by the deceased Chief. 

“Meanwhile, on April 30th, 1872, Horace Mayhew, had departed 
from our midst. A little later the Table received a further accession 
in tbe person of Arthur William aBeckett, (‘Mr. Briefless 
Junior,’) son of that Gilbert Abbott aBeckett wmo was one of mj 
earliest ‘ Stars.’ His brother, a second Gilbert aBeckett, took his 
seat at the Table a few years later. In Volume LXVIII. for 1875, 
E. J. Milliken made his first appearance as a Punch Writer. The 
Author of the ’Arry papers, ‘ Childe Ch^appie’s Pilgrimage,’ &c., 
joined my Table two years later. 

‘ ‘ On the 12th July, 1880, another great loss befel me. Tom Taylor, 
my third Editor, left that honourable post vacant, after occupying it 
with credit and distinction for six years. Mr. E. C. Burnand, 
author of ‘Happy Thoughts,’ &c., reigns in his stead. B. E. 


Sketchley, who had a seat at my Board for several years, resigned 
it a little later. 

“The same year, 1880, saw the introduction of a new Artist, in 
the person of 'Harry Furniss ; and the next introduced Henry 
W. Lucy, the ‘Toby’ of i)//*. Punches remodelled Essence of 
Parliament. 

“In 1887, the appearance of ‘il/r. Puncli's Manual for Young 
Reciters,’ gave evidence of the fact that the Author of Vice Versa, 
Mr. E. Anstey, had joined my Table. He, with R. C. Lehm.ann, 
Author of ‘Modern Types,’ &c., and E. G. Reed, the Artist, are the 
very latest additions thereto. That Table has, within the last two 
years, sustained yet two other losses : Percival Leigh, last survivor 
of the ‘ Old Guard,’ dying on 24th October, 1889, whilst, early in the 
present year, the inimitable Charles Reene, universally ^ ac- 
knowledged to be the greatest master of ‘ Black-and- White ’ technique 
who ever put pencil to wood-block, was taken away from me. 

“Merely to mention all the bright pens and pencils which have 
occasionally contributed to my pages, would occupy much space. 
Amongst Writers may be named Maguin Hanna y, Stirling Coyne, 
Coventry Patmore, Mortimer Collins, George Augustus Sala, 
Andrew Lang, James Payn, and Lord Tennyson; amongst 
Artists, Howard (whose signature, a trident, was at one time 
familiar to PiDich readers), Miss Bow'ers, Ralston, Bryan, Bar- 
nard, W. S. Gilbert (who illustrated several of his ovm articles), 
Corbould, Caldecott, Riviere, H. S. MLirks, Fred Walker, Sir 
John Millais, and Sir Frederick Leighton. 

“The present Staff, Mr. Anno Domini, you may see assembled 
‘ round the old Tree ’ in the aecompan 3 'ing Cartoon. ^ Around on the 
waUs are the counterfeit presentments of their illustrious and 


honoured predecessors. My guests, you perceive, are drinking a 
toast. That toast is, ‘ 3fr. Punch, his health and Jubilee ! ’ ” 


toast. That toast is, ‘ 3Ir, Punch, his health and Jubilee ! ’ ” 

“In which I am delighted to join!” responded Anno Domini. 


“ 3Ir. Punch, yon must he as proud of your ‘ Mahogany Tree,’ and 
its many memories, as King Arthur of his Table Round. ” 


“ ‘ For dear to Arthuii was that hall of ours, 
As having there so oft with all his Knights 
Feasted,’ ” 

quoted the Sage, musing deeply of many things. 
Knights have ‘ gone before,’ but they have not 

“ ‘Left me gazing at a barren board.’ 


Many of my 


“ Their monograms are carven on this Table, their memories abide 
-with us as we drink to Punches Jubilee, and will abide when, as I 
hope, yet another fifty years hence, our successors drink with equal 
heartiness to PmcNs Centenary 1 ” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

^ EXTEACTED EEOM TEE DIAET OE TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, July Utli, 1891.— THngs ^oing on here much 
as usual. Eapidly winding up Session amid familiar surroundings. 
Old MoeaIiITY in seat of Leader of the House; Mr. G. opposite; 

Speaker in Chair; Sergeant-at-Arms on 
guard by the door ; and AYindbag Sexton 

Brings back to my mind the first time I 
saw House. Wasn’t in the House then; a 
mere puppy, which, indeed, some say I 
remain to this day. The date was August 
the 19th, 1841, and from seat where Strangers 
vf l/jBBB II were admittea in the old House (the tern- 
porary building occupied whilst Barry was 
I erecting this lofty pile) I looked on at the 

■ opening of the first Session of the Pour- 

'■ teenth Parliament of the then United King- 

.■ • ^om of Great Britain and Ireland, appointed 

I '-i ' to meet at Westminster in the fifth year of 

1 ' the Eeign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. 
■■ ■' !. uiHWBB\ \.r.CT J 1 . ' Eemember it as if it were yesterday. It 
' '‘fif aWIW iij.'l I I , ! was Melbourne’s Ministry; but he of course 

■ sat in another place. On the Treasury 
.■ I i' Bench, distinctly yisible under his hat, was 

ill! ! I"i' '' I ■ Johnny Eussell, Colonial Secretary and 

Leader of the House of Commons. At a 
safe distance from him sat Pam, then in the 
prime of life, and at the time holding the 
post of Foreign Minister, in which he was 
^t)le to make a remarkably large number 
Dizzy,” 1847. of people uncomfortable. There was Sir 
George Grf.y, Chancellor of the Duchy, whilst a sturdily built 
gentleman, then known as the Eight Hon. Thomas Babbington 
Macaulay, was Secretary for War; Henry Labouchere (not the 
Sage of Queen Anne’s Gate) was President of the Board of 
Trade, and Master of the Mint; whfist Francis Baring was 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, aE untroubled by the necessity of 
constructing a Budget since he knew he would never be called on 
to bring one in. . ^ - 

On the Front Bench opposite was Sir Eobert Peel with Jambs 


even mild in its expression ; but from time to time, naore particu- 
larly when he spoke, there fiashed from beneath lus dark and bus^ 
eyebrows a pair of eyes that shone like stars. This was the Mr. G. 
of those days, whose highest Ministerial o&ce, as yet, had been the 
Under-Secretaiy h p for the Colonies, held for a few months six 

years earlier. , ^ t , 

Big House on this first night, as Houses were counted then, when 
the number of Members was considerably less. First business 
was to choose Speaker. Shaw^-Lefevre (not the Member for 
Bradford, but a forbear) had been Speaker 
in last Parliament ; re-elected now. Peel, 
who, by the lifting of a finger, could have 
put his o’vvn nominee in the Chair, graci- 
ously consenting. 

Of all who fiUed the House on that night, 
only two have seats in the present Parlia- 
ment — Mr. G., and the humble ^ person 
who, by favour of the Electors of Bark- 
shire, is permitted to pen these lines. 

(Christopher Talbot, then represented 
Glamorganshire, but he just failed to live 
into this Jubilee time.) Yet, when I look 
round on the Benches now, I see a score of 
men who bear the names, and are, in 
many cases, descendants, of Members who 
sat in the Parliament that will ever have 
a place in history, if only because it was 
born in the same year, almost in the 
same month, as 3/r. Punch. There was 
a Thomas Dyke Acland, r^resenting 
Devonshire; there were two Heneages, 
one representing Devizes, and the other, 

Edward, sitting for Grimsby, as Edward «« w t? c isfio 
Heneage sits to-day for the same borough. w . l. u-., leou. 

There was a Borthwick, Member for Evesham. There was a Philip 
Stanhope, Member for Hertford. Stansfeld sat for Huddersfield, 
and Marjoribanks for Hythe, a Lawson for Knaresborough, a 
Beckett for Leeds, a Childers for Malton, a Manners for Hewark- 
upon-Trent, having a certain William Ewart Gladstone for 
colleague. He was the Lord John, well known to students of 
poetry, who now wears a Ducal coronet. 

Of course there was a Smith, Vernon by Christian name, 






v'-' 









“ The Sphinx is Silent,” 1S7C. 

GiLVHA3i at his right elbow. In modest retirement at the end of the ** Colossus of Words,” 1879. 

Bench sat a young man, of full height, and good figure, with a mass Member for Northampton ; a Houldswoth representing Nottingham- 






Penrliyn— Hussey Yivun’s father, JoHir Heney, sat in the same Heaven he had no gestures. The O’CoifxOE Doir whom Members 
Parliament for Swansea. Lord Ebeingtok sat for Plymouth, and younger than I remember as he sat above the Gangway in the Par- 
CHA.ELES IltJSSELL for Reading. Oemsby Gore represented hTorth iiament of 1874, then represented Roscommon. But for the most 
Shropshire, long a possession of his family. The Markiss o’ part the Irish Members of those days were Earls, Yiscounts, Knights, 
Gea-NEY sat for Stamford, with a Clark for colleague. Predeeick Baronets, Honourables and Right 'Honourables. 

There were, on the Motion for the Address, Mg debates in both 


Shropshire, long a possession of his family. The Markiss o’ part the Irish Members of those days were Earls, Yiscounts, Knights, 
Granby sat for Stamford, with a Clark for colleague. Prederick Baronets, Honourables and Right 'Honourables. 

Yilliers (not our present Pather) kept the name green at Sudbury, There were, on the Motion for the Address, big debates in both 
and there was a WYNOnAM for Susses. The Henry Labouchere Houses on this particular night, when I tirst saw the Speaker in 
of those less lively days sat for Taunton, and Sir Robert Peel, our wig and gown. The fate of the Ministry could scarcely be said 


Speaker’s father, for Tamworth. There was a Hayter, Good- 


aang in the balance ; they knew they were doomed. In the Lords 


ENOUGH for Wells, one Loyvther represented Y^’estmoreland, and the shrift was short. Kot too late for dinner, their Lordships divided: 
another York. A Walter Long sat for Korth Wilts, Stuart “ Contents 96, Hot Contents 168,” majority against Government 72. 
Wortley sat for the West Riding, and James Dupe for Banffshire. I well remember Coventry’s speech; worth reciting as a model for 
We had a Balfour for Haddington, and Lord Daimeny of that these later days. He followed Lansdowne, and House wanted to 
day, happier than the present head of the family, sat in the hear Northampton. When Coventry presented himself, fearful 
Commons for Inverkeithing, a place long since swept oJ® the elec- row kicked up. He stood there till silence partially restored, 
toral board. These surnames, with one or two others I can’t recall — then he said in deep voice, as who should say “My name is — 
yes, there was a Dalrymple for Wigtonshire— are familiar on the Norval,”— 


Roll of Parliament to-day. 

Amongst the prominent Members of this 
Parliament I remember Roebuck sitting 
for Bath; and Pakington— then plain 
John all unconscious of the coming marvel 
of a Ten Minutes’ Reform Bill— for Droit- 
wich. Stratford Canning had a seat 
for King’s Lynn, and Monckton Milnes 
was Member for Pomfret. John Bright 
was not in the House, but Richard Cobden 
sat for Stockport, and there was an 
acidulous person, then known as Ralph 
Bernal, who sat for Wycombe. We 
knew Bernal Osborne in many later 
Parliaments. 

Curious to think how Ireland at this 
^ooh belonged to the classes! Daniel 
O’Connell was just in his prime, and in 
addition to himself returned three of his 
name. Smith O’Brien was yet far of the 
cabbage garden, and Henry Grattan sat 
for Meath. There is a living image of him 
now among the busts in the corridor leading 
out of the Octagon Hall ; a fiery dramatic 
speaker in the House, who^ as someone said 
of him at the time, used in his passion to 
throw up his arms, bend over till he touched 
the floor with his finger-nails, and thank 


^4 r ^ 




«AXJ REVOIR!” 


“I am Lord Coventry. A few words from me. I think the 
country is in a safe state, and I hope to 
find it placed in the hanas of the Duke 
of Wellington. My Lords, I hope I have 
h detained you.” 

Then he sat down. 

In the Commons, debate lasted four days ; 
^ majority against Government 91. 

The. Labby of 1841 spoke at length, and 
was followed by Mr. D’Israeli (he spelt it 
^ apostrophe in those days) : a good 

Disraelian ring about the last sentence of 

'“^Ihe House,” he said, “ought now to 
act as it had been acted upon in times 
when Parliament was unreformed, when 
Danby found himself in a dungeon, and 
Strafford on a scafold. Now the Whigs 
^ abusing the confidence of the 

• ^ Sovereign, and defying the authority of 

W After him came the still budding 

m Bernal Osborne, Charles Napier, 

Roebuck, Johnnie Russell, fighting 
^ to the last with his back to the wall; 

^ Cobden, Henry Grattan, Pam, Milner 

Gibson, O’Connell, Peel, and Colonel 

SIBTHORP. I 
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rHOM W. M. THACKERAY TO^MR. PUKCH. (FEBRUARY, 1849.) 

iii(iuirer shall take up your volumes, or a bundle of French plays, and contrast the performance of 
your booth with that of the Pari^an theatre, he won’t f£l to remark how diferent they arc, ana what different objects we admire or 
satmse. As tor your morahty. Sir, it does not become me to compliment you on it befofe your venerable face ; bflt permit me to say, 
tnat there never was before pubhshed in this world so many volumes that contained so much cause for laughing, and so little for 
blushing ; so many jokes, and so little harm. ‘Why,^ Sir, say even that your modesty, which astonishes me more and more every time 
i regard you^^s calc^ated, and not a virtue naturally inherent in you, that very fact would argue for the high sense of the public morality 
among us. We will laugh m the company of our wives and children; we will tolerate no indecorum: we like that our matrons and 
girls should be pure. 



ON WE GOES AGAIN I »» 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday^ July 14. — Madame Kordica is not at lier best as Aida. 
It colour tnat is on tbe face and* 'bands, "wbere at least 

should be shown some more “ colourable pretence ’’ for being the 
daughter of so blackened a character as is her father Amona$ro^ 



Amonasro Black King). am your father. I’yckept myself dark 
so long that I ’re become quite black! ” 

Aida {the White Maiden). ** Oh! go away, black man; don’t come anigh 
me ! ! You ought to be Otello to-morrow night.” 

Ztttle JRavelH-Jtadamee (aside), “No matter what colour, I lore her ! ! ” 

played as a villain of the deepest dye by M. Bevoyod. When the 
celebrated march was heard, the players didn’t seem particularly 
strong in trumns, and the trumpets giving a somewhat “unoertaiif 
sound,”— a trifle husky, as if they ’d caught cold,— somewhat marred 
the usually thrilling effect. G-orgeous scene; and Ravelli the 
Reliable Q.s liadames quite the success of the evening. Mile. Guercia 
as Amnerts seemed to have made up after an old steel plate in a 
bygone Book of Beauty. Where are those Books of Beauty now! 
And The Keepsake f Where the pseudo-Byronic poetry and the 
short stories by Mrs. Naiot and Mr. Pambt? But this is only a 
marginal note, not in^ the Operatic score. Signor Abeamoff was a 
powerful Kamphis, his make-up suggesting that his title would be 
more appropriately which would be an excellent Egyptian 

name. Yery good House, but stiU suffering from reaction after 
Imperial visit, and not to recover itself till to-morrow, Wednesday, 
when the House is crowded with a brilliant audience to hear a bril- 
liant performance of Otello, The Or and Otello Co, Covent Garden, 
Limited, Thoroughly artistic performance of lago by M. Maxtrel. 
His wicked “ Credo ” more diabolically malicious than ever it was at 
the Lyceum ; an uncanny but distinctly striking effect. Then Detjrio- 
LANUS Astronokicus gave us a scenic startler in the way of_imitation 



Cjpvent Garden Stars seen through the Harriscope. 

meteoric effect. ’Twas on this wise: of course; neither Beueio- 
LANUS nor any other Manager can carry on an operatic season without 


stars, and so they are here, a galaxy of ’em, up above, on the ‘‘back 
cloth,” as it is technicallj^itermed, shining brilliantly but spasmo- 
mcally, strange portents in the operatic sky. Pity Astronomer- 
Royal not here to see and note the fact. Hext time Otello is given, 
if this atmospheric effect is to be repeated, the attendants in the 
lobbies might be permitted to supply powerful telescopes at a small 
fixed charge. But the greatest star of all is Madame ALBAia as 
Desdemona ; a triumph dramatically and operatically. Her song in 
the last Act, the celebrated “ Willow Song^^ — ^wldch of course no 
cricketer ought to miss hearing — ^was most beautifully and touch- 
ingly rendered. Those persons suffering from the heat of a crowded 
house, and dreading the diffieulty of finding their “keb or ker- 
ridge ” in good time, and who therefore quitted their seats before 
Albani sang the “ Willow Song,^^ must, perforce, sing the old re- 
frain, ‘‘ O Willow, we have missed you and go back for it when- 
ever this Opera is played again. M. Jean de Reszke was not, perhaps, 
quite up^ to his usual form, or his usual former self ; but, for all that, 
he justified his responsibilit;^ as one of the largest shareholders in the 
Grand Otello Companj^, Limited. All things considered, and the last 
best thing bein^ invariably ouite the best, Otello, or Symphonies in 
Black and White, is about the biggest success of the season. 

TO AMANDA. 

(Accompanying a Sd of Verses which She hade me write.) 

Only a trifi.e, though, i’ faith, ’tis smart, 

Ajeu J esprit, not art concealing art, 

Fruition of a moment’s fantasy, 

Mere mental bubbles, verbal uLagree. 



But, though thy lightest wish I would not thwart, 

I prithee bid me play some other part 
Another time, and I vnll give thee carte 
Blanche to dictate ; in truth aught else wid be 
Only a trifie. 

Compared with versifying. I will dart, 

At thy behest, e’en to the public mart 
To buy a bonnet, or wiH gleefully 
Carry a babe through Bond Street. My sole plea 
Is — ^no more verses. Surely ’tis, sweetheart, 

Only a trifie. 


Supplementary and Corrective, — In his Jubilee Number Mr. 
Punch remarked, “Merely to mention all the bright pens and 
pencils which have occasionally contributed to my pages would 
occupy much space,” And space then was limited. But among the 
“ Great Unnamed” should assuredly have been mentioned W. H. 
Wills, one of the originators of Mr, Punch’s publication, CmEarENT 
Scott the flowing lynst, and author of “The Cry of the Children,” 
&C.J Ashby Steeey of “Lazy Minstrel” fame, and “Robert,” the 
genial garrulous “ City Waiter,” whilst the names of J. P. (“ Bumb- 
Crambo ”) Atrinson, and E. J. Wheeler, were omitted by the purest 
accident. The late H. J. Byron contributed a series of papers. Mr. 
Punch hastens to put them— as he would gladly some others—* * on the 
Hst,” since, of no one of them, could it be truly said “ he never would 
be missed.” “Halbot” was a misprint for “ Habl5t,” “Maguin 
EUnnay” should read “Maginn, Hannay, &e,,” and for “ Gjeorgjs^^ 
Silver ” read “ Henry.” 


VOL. a. 
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THE METROPOLITAN MINOTAUR; 

Or, the London Labyrinth and the Cototy Council Theseus. 

[“ Certainly, if some members of the London County Council hare their vay, it will soon hare ^enty to occupy it without being called upon to fonn 

a scheme of water-supply for the Metropolis.’^ — The Times,'] 
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Bless Things combine so a hero to humble ! 

11 Bull-headed Minotaur — Bumble, 
m hand like Pasiphae’s monster 

lo Theseus. But oh ! every step that I on stir 
Bemuddl^ me more. I did think myself clever, 
But fe^ from the Centre I ’m farther than ever, 
Oh, tbs w a Labyrinth ! Worse than the Cretan ! 
I^et shaJl the new Theseus admit MmseH beaten ? 


. C, <7. loquitur : — 

Forbid it great Progress ! Your votary 1, Ma’am, 

But m this Big Maze it seems small use to try, Ma’am. 

:M^e roundaboutation ’s not Progress. Oet forward ? 

WLy eastward, and westward and southward, and nor’ward. 
BigbmiOTSstopme! Eh? Centralisation? 

JJftTUnhSn TnflT. TVi AM e'f aw. 


^molish that monster, Maladministration, 

Whose m^ces fright the fair tower-orowned Maide n, 
Most wiilmgly. Madam ; but look how I ’m laden. 







WATEELOO TO WEYBEIDGE. 

By the 6*5 r.M. 

A TOUis’G man — ^it ’s no matter *^lio — 
Hailed a cab and remarked “Water- 
loo!’^ 

Tbe driTer, ■with bowed 
Head, sobbed out alond, 

“ Wbicn station? ” They frequently 
do. 

A poet once said that to Esher 
The only g-ood rhyme was “mag- 
nesher ; ” 

This was not the fact, 

And he had to retract, 

Which he did —he retracted with 
plesher. 

A fancier cried : “ There ’s one fault 
on 

The part of the sparrows at Walton; 
And that ’s why I fail 
To put salt on their tail — 

The birds have no tails to put 
salt on. 

The duLness of riding to Wey bridge 
Pleasant chat (mind the accent) may 
abridge, 

But not when it deals 
With detaching of wheels, 
Collisions, explosions, and Tay 
Bridge, 


The Stolen Pictuees. — The 
Behats informed us, last week, that ^ 

■THE PERSONAL EQUATION. 

been iscovered. His punishment Lkh {loho hasn't sold a single Picture this year). “And as foe the beAiSTly Beitish Public, 
should “fit the crime,” as Mr. Gii- nothing eeally Good ever gobs down with it—nothing but vulgar Eot !” 

Tom {loho has sold every Picture he has painted). “ Oh, Bosh and Gammon, my dear Pellow 


beet’s Mikado used to say, and Tom {who has sold every Picture he has painted). “ Oh, Bosh and Ga 
therefore he ought to be sentenced Good honest Work is always sure of its Market— and its Price!" 


to penal servitude for Ten years 


[Nesd year their luck will he reversed^ and also their opinions oj tli., B, P. 


And hampered I Oh ! I should be grateful to you, Ma’am, 
If, lilce Ariadne, you ’d give me a clue, Ma’am. 

J’ll never— like treacherous Theseus— desert you; 

My constancy’s staunch, like my valour and virtue. 
Through Eire, Water, Wilderness trackless I ’ll follow, 

But astray in a Maze high ambition seems hollow I 


LEATES EHOM A CANDIDATE'S DIAEY. 

Wednesday, June Left Bilsbury last Saturday, having in 

Dicky Dikes’s words “broken the back of the blooming canvas.” 
During my last night’s round we went into a small house in one of 
the slums. The husband was out, but the wife and family were all 
gathered together in the back room. There were five children, 
ranging in age from ten down to two, and the mother looked the 
very picture of slatternly discomfort. We asked the usual questions, 
and i was just turning to go, when I heard a violent fit of convulsive 
coughing from a dark corner. The mother got up and went to the 
corner. I couldn’t help following, and saw the most miserable 
spectacle I ever set eyes on. In a sort of cradle was lying the 
smallest, frailest and most absolutely pinched and colourless baby 
choking with every cough, and gasping horribly for breath. I do^t 
know what I said, but the mother turned to Dikes and said, He 
haven’t much longer to cough. I shall want the undertakers for him 
soon.” I asked her if nothing could be done, but she merely repHed, 
“ It ’U be better so. We ’ve too many mouths to feed without him.” 
f couldn’t stay longer after that, but fairly bolted out of the house. 

Our people are jubilant about our prospects. The^ canvas shows, 
they say, a steady increase in our favour, the registrations have 
been uniformly good, and, best of all. Sir Thomas Chxtbson agam 
voted and spoke on the wrong side, when the Billsbury Main 
Drainage Bill came on for Second Beading in the House the other 
day. Our point is of course that, if this scheme were carried out, 
there would be a great deal of work for Billsbury labourers,^ and, 
somehow or other, a large amount of money would be spent in the 
town. We have rubbed this well in at every meeting we have 
held lately, and found it a most effective point^ during the canvas. 
Chdbson and the Eadicals talk about a great increase of the rates 
which would follow on it ; but we pooh-pooh this, and point out 


that the ultimate saving would be ‘enormous, and that the health 
of the town must be benefited. They don’t like the business at 
all, and feel they ’ve made a mistake. , 

Have been made on successive nights a Druid, a Horester, and a 
Loyal and Ancient Shepherd. All these three are Benefit Societies, 
ana the mysteries of initiation into each are very siniilar. Colonel 
Choekle (who ought to have gone through the business long ago) 
was made a Druid with me. I never saw anybody so nervous. AH 
the courage of aH the Choekles seemed to have deserted him, and he 
trembled Hke a Volunteer aspen. I told Major Woeboys on the 
foUowing day that his Colonel, who^ I was sure might be trusted to 
face a hostile battery without flinching, had been very nervous when 
he was made a Druid. Woeboys sneered^ and said that he’d be 
willing to take his chance of Choekle’s facing the battery or not, if 
Choekle would only learn to ride decently. ‘‘ Give you my word of 
honour,” said Woeboys, “when the General inspected us last year, 
Choekle’ s horse ran away with him three times, and at last we had 
to march past without him. One of the tamest horses in the world, 
too. My boy Jack rides it constantly.” But Woeboys despises 
Choekle, and thinks he ought to command the regiment^ himself. 
He spr ead it aH over BiHsbury that Cho:mle was found hiding imder 
a table when he was summoned to be initiated, and was dragged out 
screaming piteously for mercy. ^ ^ ^ i. a* 

On my last morning I was interviewed by a deputation from 
the BiHsbury Branch of The Women’s Suffrage League. The depu- 
tation consisted of Mrs. Bosee, the President of the Branch, Miss 
Amy Gingell, the Secretary, and two others. It was a trying 
business. Mrs. Bosee is the most formidable person I ever met. 
I felt like a babe in her hands after she had glowered at me_:^r 
I five minutes. FinaHy I found myself, rather to my own astonish- 
; ment, promising to vote for a Women’s Suffrage BiH, and adcHng 
that Mrs. Bosee’ s arguments had convinced me that justice had m 
this matter been too long denied to women, and that for my part, 
if elected, I should lose no opportunity of recording my vote on 
the side of women. They seemed pleased, but the Meteor of the 
next day had a frightful leader about the “ shameful want of 
moral fibre in a Conservative Candidate who was thus content to 
put the whole Constitution into the melting-pot, if by so doing he 
could only secure a few stray votes, and^get the help of the women 
in his coal-and-blanket expeditions.” 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. I. 

Scene — An Excursion Agenfs Offices, Behind the counters polite 
and patient Clerks are besieged by a crowd of Intending Tourists ^ 
all asking questions at once. 

First Int, T, Here — ^have you made out that estimate for me yet ? 
Clerk, lii one moment, Sir. [JEIe refers to a list, turns over 
numerable hooks, jots down columns of francs, marks, and florins ; 
reducesihefn to English money, and adds themup,) Pmst class fares 
on the Rhine, Danube and Black Sea steamers, I think you said, 
second class rail, and postwagen ? 

First Int, T, I did say so, I belieye ; but it had better be second 
class all through, and I can always pay the difference if I want to. 

[The Clerk alters the sums accordingly, and adds up again. 
Clerk, Difty-five pounds fourteen and a penny. Sir. Shall I make 
you out the tickets now ? 

First Int, T, Um, no. On second thoughts, I ^d like to see one of 
your ^ort Circular Tours for the English Lakes, or Wales, before I 
decide. 

[The Clerk hands him a quantity of leaflets, loith loliich he reth'es. 

Enter Hr. Clarendon Culchard, 
age about twenty ^eight; in 8omer- W-x 

set House; tall; clean-shaven, 441 X^VVv Is**' 
wears glasses, stoops slightly, j*(^l ^ 

dresses carefully, though his tall S 
hat is of the last fashion hut two, L Vr^\ 

He looks about him expectantly, X)i ^ / ml 

and then sits down to wait, Mm 

Culchard [to himself), Ho sign of X/| Om 41 
him yeti I do like a man to keep r 1/ ISM 

i an appointment. If this is the way 
[ he begins— my doubts whether 
he is quite the sort of fellow to — ^but 
. I took the precaution to ask Hugh 

r Rose about Turn, and Rose said he mMM jj § 

j was the best company in the world, 7/ / M Imi 1 1 |(//|| 

[ and I couldn’t help getting on with U mL I Mil || '| ! M 

him. I don’t think Rose would f// TO//|||i yflMi 

deceiye me. And from all I ’ve //MmJ 

seen of Podbury, he seems a pleasant J xjhlFFnl 

; fellow enough. What a Babel ! All f mjlh l| lU m 

' these people bent on pleasure, going \uU U wun fi l 1 1 

to seek it in as many directions— with ’/ x| \ '\ u r/m 

what success no one can predict. - Si£>y[ 

There 's an idea for a sonnet there. / f 'MK ^ 

[He brings out a pocket-book, and IjJmlm II I' 

begins^^ to write — As tohen ^ 

An Amurrcan Citizen {jo Clerk). — 

\ See here, I ’ye been around with 
; your tickets in Turrup, and when I ^ * 

; was at Yernis, I bought some goods ^ 

at a store there, and paid cash down 
for ’em, and they promised to send ’em on for me right 
here, and that was last fall, and I ’ye neyer heard any 
I more of ’em, and what I want you should do now is to , 
instruct :gpm neprasentatiye at Yemis to go round and hey 
: a talk with that man, and ask him what in thunder he 
means by it, and kinder hint that he ’ll hey the Amurr- — 
can Consul in hia hair] pretty anart, if he don’t look 
slippier I / ' 

' [The Clerk mildly suggests that it would he better to communicate 
directly with the American Consulate, or- with the tradesman 
himself, * 

The A, C, But hold on— how ’m I goin’ to write to that sharp, 

; ™en I ’ye lost his address, and disremember his name ? Can’t you 
; mail a few particulars to your agent, so he ’U identify him ? Ho. 

. {Disappointed,) Well, I thought you’d ha’ fixed up a little thing 
[ l^e that, anyhow ; in my country they ’d ha’ done it right away. 
Yes, Str . [He goes aioay in grieved surprise. 

Enter Mr, Jahes Podburt, age twenty^ six ; in a City Office ; 

; shoH, fresh-colour edx jaunty ; close -cut fair hair, and small 
auburn moustache. Not having been to the City to-day, he is 
wearmg light tweeds, and brown hoots, 

Fodbury {to himself), lust nicked it \— {looks at c?oc>t)— more or 
less, ^d he doesn’t seem to haye turned up yet. Wonder how we 
shall hit it off together. Hughie Rose said he was a capital good 
chap — ^when you once got oyer his manner. Anyhow, it ’s a great 
tip to go abroad with a fellow who knows the ropes. {Suddenly sees 
Culchard absorbed in his note-hook,) So here you are, eh ? 

Culchard {slightly scandalised by the tweeds and the brown boots). 
Yes, I ’ye heen here some little time. I wish you could haye 


managed to come before, because they close early here to-day, and 
I wanted to go thoroughly oyer the tour I sketched out before 


getting the tickets. [He produces an elaborate outline, , 

Fodbury {easily). Oh, that all right ! . I don’t care where J go ! 
All I want is, to see as much as we can in the time ^leaye ail tne 
rest to you. I ’ll sit here while you get the tickets. 

An Old Lady {to Clerk, as Culchard is waiting at the counter). 
Oh I beg your pardon, but could you inform me if the 1*55 tram 
from Calais to Basle stops long enough for refreshments anywhere, 
and when they examine the luggage, and if I can leave my hand- 
bag in the carriage, and whether there is an English service at 
Yodeldorf, and is it held in the hotel, and Evangelical, or High 
Church, and are the sittings free, and what Hymn-book they use i’ 
[The Clerk sets her mind free on as many of these points as he can, 
and then attends to Culchard. , , . 

Culchard {returning to Podbury loith two cases bill g mg with 
books of coloured coupons). Here are yours. I should like you to 
run your eye over them, and see that they are correct, if you don t 
mind. 

Fodbury {stuffing them in his pocket). Can’t be bothered now. 
Take your wori for it. j. , ^ j. j. 

Culchard. No— tut considenng that we start the hrst tlung to- 
morrow morning, wouldn’t it be as 

i well to have some idea of where 

you ’re going ? And, by the way, 
excuse me, but is it altogether pru- 
dent to keep your tickets in an 
outside pocket uke that ? I always 
keep mine, with my money, in a 
special case in an inner pocket, with 
a buttoned fiap— then I know I can^t 

Fodbury. Anything for a quiet 
life ! {lie examines his coupons.) 
Dover to Ostend ? Hever been there 
—like to see what Ostend ’s like. 
I^t why didn’t you go by Calais — 

Culchard. Because I thought we ’d 
see Bruges and dhent on our way to 

Fodbury, Bruges, eh ? Capital ! 
Anything particular going on there;? 
Ho? It don’t matter. And Ghent 
—let’s see, wasn’t that where they 
Drought the good news to? Yes, 
we ’ll stop at Ghent— if we ’ve time. 
Then— Brussels ? Good deal of work 
to be done there, I suppose, sight- 
seeing, and that? I like a mace 
where you can moon about without 
being bothered myself ; now, at 
Brussels — ^never mind, I was only 

Culch. It ’s the best place to get 
to Cologne and up the Rhine from. 
Then, you see^ we ^go rather out 

Fodbury, Where they make toys ? 
J know— pretty festive there, eh ?^ 
Cw/cA. I don’t know about 

highly interesting old ;]^ace. ’Then 
I thought we ’d dip down to Con- 
stance, and strike across the Alps to the Italian Lakes. 

I Fodbury, Italian Lakes ? First - rate.! Yes, they ’re worth 
seeing, I suppose. T hink they ’re better than the Siciss ones, 
thougn? . 

Culch. {toleranth), I can get the coupons changed for Switzer- 
land, if you preier it. The Swiss Lakes may be the more 
picturesque. 

Fodbury, Yes, we ’ll do Switzerland— and run back by Paris, eh ? 
Hot much to do in Switzerland, though, after all ! 

Culch, {with a faintly superior smile). There are one or two moun- 
tains, I belieye. But, personally, I should prefer Italy. 

Fodbury. So should I. Ho fun in mountains— unless you go up 
’em. What do you think of choosing some quiet place, where 
nobody ever goes— say in France or Germany— and, sticking to that. 
More of a rest, wouldn’t it be ? such a boro having to know a lot | 
of people I ; 

Culch, I don’t see how we can change all the tickets, really. If' 
you Hke, we could stop a week at St. Goarshausen. 

Fodbury, What ’s St. Goarshausen like — cheery ? 

Culch, I understood the idea was to keep away from our fellow, 
countrymen, and as far as I can remember St. Goarshausen, it is not 
overrun with tourists— we should be quiet enough there. 
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■'^6 Piisli on to jeerer snigger in Ms sleeve — ^but I repeat emphatically I have a 
S. K vlu ^^tn TfoW u , +T, I °o”^« will return, I &ow Hii weU,» my 

Fodburv Vhat do altogether. traducers may sing ; and I shall return ^hen I consider my special 

backf> ‘*Too hot eh? w^'nf i”f work spp^y done in my own special manner, and be blowed to 

^ n? i “ Si 1 things be as they axe— I em all, the detractors ! 

. <. % grijaWes because I had special poHahle light all to myself, 

eluded). I wish Hose if^d arrangements con- when I wanted to play cards.” i^af do we see the doyen hoof 

was so nainfullv s habit of mind now ? Was I to play cards in the dark 9 Those who laiow me best 

Fodburv ^‘r'l'^nTT j. know that I am aR fair and above-board, and no hole-and-corner 

Cui^^hSs manner gambling for me. And what tale has he to teU? Why that 

-he^ffLrea ^ ^sh old Hughte was co^g Anothernight, not using his special light at the time, two other 

6 Ter . \H.e walks on thoughtfully, passengers "began a game of chess under its rays.^^ Which they had 

uo right whatever to do. But I winked at it, and when the first , 
OFF TO MAQUPDI AMn officer was coming his rounds I winked at them; W this friendly 

i?inoncni_AlML;. act on my part they did not heed, and consequently to sace the 7 n 

{By Our Own Grwndolph.) from being put in h'ons and confined in the deepest dungeon beneath 

T P4TTqE in Tn-Pr>n-mm-nT,-;rio+,v« 17 • j i i i (^runtully CastU mo2,i, 1 curne along Just then, Sish-Q T:Qports, 

over accounts of real friends, have wired and removed the lamp to another part of the deck, leaving the 

“ friendlies 1^o■mp'hA?yT^/^H^+’ chess-players in the dark as if this consequence were anything ex- 

to be INTotp's qbonf tno hte ^h 2 X purported traordinarjr when a lamp is removed ! Why any schoolboy, the merest 

which a better gaUant (^'a^xtully Castle, than tyro in Scripture History, knows where the great Hebrew Lawgiver 

-round vessel found is the word — never put to ' ^Q.5v)hen the candle went out. And were these passengers to be exempt 

from the action of Nature’s ordinary laws! Bah I — 
without a Ivor d of apology or explanation?'* I had 



and now I ra'&er fancy I remember t^s BlacltancL White 
Put out the light, and then ” Being the true story of The Wonderful Lamp. correspondent, for it must have been he, coming to my 

o*rqtitnd^^A^ W P^^ticiRar that moment I was just finishing the taR (a sweet morsel and not the 

f-n+Q ^ towards Captain Hay and his talented assist- worst part hy any means), and there was nothing left to ofEerhim. So 

if bPonncp^’/qT^^w aR gratitude! Is he went away disappointed, with a grudge against yours truly, 

off embrace him, and shake his arms This, SR, is the .true tale of tke fiying-£sh, and if it isn< let me h^ 

T 1 + ^ grateM I I was a^uRy gratefiR. the revised version from my aspersers and caluminators. I can write 

tell incRned to alter the name of the vessel to the Gratefully no more to-day. I am boiling over, and must go and kick somebody. 

S Castle. But “she” (you Yours, &c., /) ^ 

always caR a vessel “she ” / ^ / / -/a / ff' 

—isn’t that nautical?) “is ” 

as the song says “another’s, ^ "" / / 

and never can be mine I ” so — — 

wa^TCTpwfredfy^feel- HAWELIIAN PEIZE COMPETITION. 

ings— and what does that ^ ^ , Conditions, 

mean but the swallowing, J. Entrance fee, to defray cost 9 f postage^ &o., two guineas. 

with a gurgle in the throat, . , commumcations to be written Rlegibly, and on both sides of 

of the sRent tear, and the only— not on the ed^es. 

avoidance of the topic upper- The Committee do not bind themselves to accept the lowest or 

most in one’s mind at the tender ; or to start at the time advertised in the Company’s 

moment. tables ; or to be in any way responsible for their own actions. 

^ “ The soldier leant upon Competitors wiR be prosecuted, 
his sword, and wiped away « A, prize of one shiUing wiR be awarded to aR competitors who 
a tear” — but the sailor winners wiR be able to make them way in life without prizes, 

didn’t. Verb. sap. What Human beings and others are not eligible for this competition, 
did I do ? Why, in my Subject to the above conditions, it is requested that puzzles or 

note of notes, my^ Private questions may be forwarded to the foRowing solutions : — 

I made tMs mem., First Twenty-eight, if before March 17th ; one hundred 


as the song says “another’s, 
and never can be mine I ” so 
I can’t change her name. I 

ings— an^ what does^ that 
mean but the swallowing, 


Grandolph confiding to the Cliefim secret 
receipt for cooking a fl}TQg-fish, 


^'‘Make Fay while the sun and forty-six, if after that date. 

shines?'* How what, I ask Second Solution.— "But six pigs in the first stye ; then go back and 
any imprejuhced i)erson, fetch the fox froni the other side of the river, returning with the 
what does this mean ? If remaining cockatrice. Then put yourself in the second stye, never 
Captain Hay were suddenly come out any more, and subtract, 

to be promoted in the hay- Third Solution. — ^Positive, Regret; Comparative, Regatta ; Super- 

iral,^ would he suspect that lative, Fequiescat in pace. 

strictly obeying the ship's Fourth Solutio7i. — Countesses; because the sun (son) never sets there. 
he wheel 9 /^o-yrt^oomo to Fifth Solution.— Oat along dotted Hne to point a. Then fold 


the next point. This correspondent girds at my having had a special back, and cross to point c, keeping mark B on the left. * Stop if you 
cabin and a special steward.. Why! the envious grumbler ! if he can, before getting to remark d. Bad language never does any good. 


had been as speciaRy unwell as I was— but there, I own I lose 

S atience with him— didn’t I go ont as a “Special,” and if a Special 
oesn’t have everything special about him, he is simply obtaining 
money under false pretences. I’ve a great mind— I hear the 


n, before getting to remark d. Bad language never does any good. 
Sixth Solution. — This is a mere catch, and only suitable for quite 
>ung chRdren. Of course, it is obvious that the elephant could not 



RATHER LATE IN THE DAY, PERHAPS! 


‘ Oh, Geandpata deas, sttoh fun ! The Foetune-tkllbk ’s come 1 Do come and have your Fortune toi.d 


JEAMES^S SUMMAEY. 


Or, Zfi Monde ou Von s'ennuie. 


[^‘JTow that the pageantry and the social stir 
evoked hy the presence of the Imperial guests we 
over, there are few who .will care tq prolong the 
I dreary and disappointing existtence either oi the 
I Season or of the Session .” — The T%ines»'\ 


Jeames loquitur 


TA-A-A--W! Yes, young man, you’ve ’it it 
there, penny-a-liner as you may he. 

And knowing, probably, no more about hus 
than a coster’s baby ; 

But dull it ’as been, and no kid, and dreary, 
too, and isappinting ; 

Is it this Soshenistic rot Society is so 
disjinting, 

The Hmfluenza, or Hard Times, them Hirish, 
or wotever is it ? 

I couldn’t ’aye ’eld on at all, I ’m sure, but 
for the HEMP’noE’s visit. 

Ya^-a-^a-w J ’ Amg it, ’ow I ’ye got the gapes ! 
Bring us’a quencher, you young Buttons ! 

And mind it ’s cool, and with a ’ed ! Hour 
family is reg’lar gluttons 

For “Soshal Stir.” The guy’nor, he’s a 
rising Tory M.P., he is. 

And Missis all the Season through as busy as 
a bloomin’ bee is, 

A gathering Fashion’s honey up from every 
hopening flower. That natty. 

I ^ave a turn for poetry ; you ’re quite right 
there, my pretty Patit. 

Lor ! ’ow that gal admires these carves ! But 
that’s “ irreyelant,” as the sayin’ is ; 

Master and Missis both complain ’ow dull and 
slow the game they ’re playin’ is. 


The Session ? Yah ! (jive me the days, the 
dear old days of darling Dizzy ! 

With him and Gladstone on the job a chap 
could say “ How we are busy.” 

But Smith’s a slug, ’Aecodrt’s ahum, and 
Labby makes a chap go squirmish. 

Dull as ditchwater the whole thing. One 
longs e’en for a Hirish skirmish ; 

But Parnell’s fo par, and his spite, ’ave 
knocked the sparkle out of Paddy. 

Ho ; Parlyment ’s a played-out fraud, flabby 
and footy, flat and faddy. ^ _ 

The Season ’s similar. Season r Bah ? By 
sech a name it ain’t worth calling. 

Shoulders IBce these and carves like those 


was not quite made for pantry-sprawling ; 
But wot ’s the use ? Trot myself hout for 
’Ebrews, or some tuppenny kernel ? 

Ho, not for Jeames, if he is quite aweer of 
it 1 It ’s just mfemal, 

The Yulgar Mix that calls itself Society. 
All shoddy slyness. 

And moneybags ; a “blend” as might kon- 
tamernate a Byal ’Igness, 

Or infry-dig a Hemperor. It won’t nick Jeames 
though, not percisely ; [self unwisely. 
Better to flop in solitude than to demean one’s 
Won’t ketch me selling myself off. I must 
confess my ’art it ’arrers 
To see the Strorberry-Leaves go cheap— like 
strorberries on low coster’s barrers ! 
Tuppence a pound ! Yes, that ’ s the cir. It ’ s 
cheapness, that Bad fad, that ’s done it. 
Prime fruit ought to be scarce and dear, 


Trade bad, things in the City tight, no Court 
worth mentioning, queer scandals, 
Socierty inwaded by a lot of jumped-up Goths 
andWandals; 

Swell-matches few, gurls’ chances poor, late 
Spring, and lots o’ sloppy weather. 

With that there Hinfluenza— wich perhaps 
is wus than all together — 

All over the dashed shop ! When was a 
Season sech a sell as this is ? 

Wot wonder that it aggeravates us all, per- 
tikler Me and Missis ? 

Ah! But for our “HLmperial Guests ’the 
Times' young man names with sech feel- 
ing, 

I don’t know wot I should ’aye done. A 
dismal dulness seems a-stealinff 
Afore its time o’er everythink ; and now Our 
Guests ’s gone wot reason, 

As the Times sez, for trying to perlong the 
Session or the Season ? , ^ , 

Ya-a-a-wJ I shall gape my ’cd^ ofl ’ore. 

The Bow’s a bore, the ’Ouse a fetter. 
And now the Hemp’ror ’s slung ’is ’ook, the 
sooner we are horf the better I 


A Lttsds HATTJEiE.— a paragraph in the 
[ P. ilf. G., the other day, was headed, A Lmn 
Loose in a Circus.” ^ B^ enough. But a still 
more extraordinary incident would have been 
A Lion “ tight %n a Circus* 


picked careful, and hept in the punnet 
The same with all chice things I ’old, whether 


’tis footmen’s carves or peerages ; 
fools forget that good old rule in this yer 


But fools forget that good old ] 
queerest of all queer ages. 


Mr. Chauncy Depew, the well-known 
American barrister, raconteur, ^^t, 

is on his way to England. His visit is 
on business ; probably to head a Depew- 
tation. 
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A NEW ELECTION "LAY.” 

, Oh, jroTing Mrs. Beani) has gone doTOi to the East ! . 

I lo ffiye me Electors a musical feast, 

And save lier fine treble she weapons bas none ; 

Yet sue means with that voice that the seat shall be won. 
So good at a lay, at a ballad so grand, 

There never was dame like the young Mrs. Beanb ! 

entered the Cambridgeshire halls, 

Mid me sguires, and the parsons, the farmers, and thralls! 
Said Duncan, the f oeman, ‘ ‘ My friends, on my word, 

Of a stranger proceeding I never have heard. 

^ understand 

What you mean by this singing, oh young Mrs. Beand ! ” 

‘‘ You need not suspect me,» the lady replied : 

‘ I care not how fiows the electoral tide, 

I merely have come down to Wisbech to-day 
To sing* a few stanzas, triU one little lay. 

I am tired of long speeches, Home-Eule I can’t stand, 
But I do enjoy smging ” — quoth young Mjs. Brand. 

So lovely her voice, so bewitching her grace, 

Such a tre^—or such treating— M never take place. 
Wnile the Primrose Dames fretted, the XJnionists fumed, 
She merely the thread of her roundel resumed ; 

And the Duncanites whispered— “ ’Tis most underhand! 
We must send for a songstress to match Mrs. Brand.” 

A change in her theme ! She has altered the bar 
To Katnleen Mavourneen^ and JErin-go-hragh J 
^ell"bound stand the rustics ; she ’s won the whole throng ! 
To the lady they ’ve given their votes “ for a song.” 

Twill be ours, will the seat — ’tis the plot I have ]3auuod I 
Oh, Music hath charms I ” — exclaimed young l^s. Brand. 

There is mourning mid folk of thelWire-puHing Clan ; 
Agents, Managers, Chairmen, are wild to a man, 

For the Cambridgeshire precedent means that their calling 
Has passed to the ladies excelling in — squalling ! 

“ Free teaching” has come, and ‘TreeMusic” ’s at hand; 
Which we owe to the courage of young Mrs. Brand. 
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JUST A SONG AT TWILIGHT.” 

{As sung sweetly by a FubUe-House-Baritone.) 


SMOKED OEE! 

{An Ap;pealfrom the Knife-hoard of a City 
Omnibus . ) 

[The latest complaint of “the Ladies” is that 
they are being “smoked off” the tops of the 
omnibuses.] 

The “knife-board,” sacred once to broad 

TYio lo 4*00^ 

The “ Happy ’Garden Seat,” 




Invaded now by the non-smoking sex, 
Virginal scruples vex, 

And matronly anathemas assail. 

Alas! and what avail 


Man’s immunities of time or place ? 

The sweet she-creatures chase 
From aU old coigns of vantage harried 
man. 

In vain, how vain to ban 
Beauty 6:om billiard-room or— Morning 
Bus 

What use to fume or fuss ? 

And yet, and yet indeed it is no joke I 
Where shall one get a smoke 
Without annoying Shes with our che- 
roots, 

And being badged as “ brutes ” ? 

If a poor fellow majr not snatch a whiff 
(Without the feminine sniff) 

Upon the “Bus-roof,” where in thun- 
der’s name 

- ■ he draw that same! 

/ The ladies, climb, sit, suffocate, and 
scoff, 

Declare they are “smoked off,” 

^ Is there no room inside? If smoke 
" means Hades, 

We, “ to oblige the ladies,” 

^ Have taken outside seats this many a 
!] year, 

' Cold, but with weeds to'cheer 
^ Our macintosh-enswathed iimbrella’d 
bodies ; 

How W€ are called churl-noddies 
Because we puff the humble briar- 
root. 

Is man indeed a “ brute ” 

Because he may upon the knife-board’s 
/ rack owe 

Some solace to Tobacco ? 

^ If so it be, then man’s last, only chance, 
Is hi the full advance 
Of the “emancipated” sex. Sweet 
elves, 

Fray learn to smohe yourselves ! 

Don’t crowd us out, don’t snub, and sneer, 
and sniff, 

But— join us in a whiff I 


A SHILLING IN THE POUND WISE. 

Dear Me. Punch,— As the School Board 
rate has already touched a shilling, and seems 
likely to go even higher, why should not 
some of our money be expended in teaching 
the young idea of the lower classes how to 
develop into more valuable citizens than they 
seem nkely to become under present condi- 
tions ? To carry out this idea, I jot down a 
few questions to be put to a School-Board 
scholp before the granting of the customary 
certificates : — 

1. Describe the formation of a Regiment, 
and explain its position and duties in Brigade. 

2. What are the duties of a Special Con- 
stable ? 

3. How would you set about putting 
horses into a fire-engine ? 

4. Describe the process of resuscitating 
a person apparently drowned. How would 
you revive a person rendered insensible by 

(1) cold, (2) by sunstroke. 

6. Give simple remedies to’lbe applied at 
once in case of bites by a mad dog, acci- 
dental poisoning by arsenic, and swallowing 
of spurious coin. 

6. How would you set, (1) a leg, (2) an 
arm, (3) a broken finger? If a man is run 
over by a Hansom, wbat should you do? 
Describe an excellent substitute for a litter, 
when you can obtain nothing better. 

7. State shortly what you consider your 
duty would be, (1) were the country invaded, 

(2) were London in the hands of the mob, 

(3) were your neighbourhood visited by fire, 
and decimated by the plague. 

There, Mr. Punch, if every School-Board 
scholar could supply satisfactory answers to 
the above questions, I would not grudge my 
sMing in ^ the pound— nay, possibly look 
with equanimity on eighteenpence !— Yours, 
cordially, School-bored. : 
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tioE at the Bar. EngmeerPEmrushedwildly in, gesticulating towards “I will do it for you in a line I said, sharply. “Your father 

the astonished Chair, and disappeared. A body of workmen appearing lost his temper, and tried bullying the bull (no joke), and you 
mysteriously from, depths beneath House, tumultuously crossed the winked at the animal. He knew you, and stood stiU. The bull 
doorway, and also yanished. Presently news came that flood of went for your father — ^you for the bull. Drive on I ” 
water was raging down staircase; gradually truth got at; a large “ Let me tell you then, how I prepared myself for the Eing by 
water-main had burst in Upper Committee Corridor; cracked at practising on a dummy bull. — I had no difGlculty in sticking pins 
startling sound of outburst upon Alpheus CLEOPBLis’s re-appearance, into it — ^it was quite calm. Then I tried the same game on a sheep. 

^ “ This is aU very well,” said Plunket. “lam myself no enthu- and got knocked down for my pains I One of my monkey tricks ! 
siastic admirer of Moeton’s Parliamentary eloquence.^ Still, as Then 1 got acquainted with some Irish bulls, and letting them off 
First Commissioner of "Works, I feel this thing must be discouraged, on my friends got several thumps on the head.” 
i Must draw the line somewhere. Can’t have our water-mains bursting “No,” I interrupted him, sternly, “get on with your story.” 
with vicarious indignation because Moetoe- would speak eight times “ Well, at length I met Juait at the beginning of May.” 

in Committee of Supply.” ^ Business done, — Committee of Supply. “ iV/faVa i*f a-p a ■nfil T co'J/'l oaTTiiT./il tr I 

Friday. --iTi Lqrds to-night, Stanley oe Aldeelet, L. C. C., 


“Make it first of April,” I said, severely. 

“He was the Toreador out of Carmen, to put it shortly,” he con- 


gave fresh advertisement to Caldeeox’s picturOj “ JSlizabeth of tinned, not deigning to notice my interruption — “ and he introduced 
Hungary. Not a pleasant subject, from any point of view, artistic me to the bull-fight. Of course I had to pay my footing (a very un- 
or moral. Everybody but well-meaning people like Stanley of certain one) in or hard cash. Then every morning I ate a 
Aldeeley, glad to drop it. He brings it forward at this late day ; (a sort of small cabbage) at my dinner— then they tried me as a capa 
tries to make the Maekiss responsible for whole business. The to test (so they said) my capability. The chief patron was the Duke 
Maekiss protests that Stanley has had the advantage of him ; of Medicina, who in early youth had been a doctor— hence his title 
hasn’t even seen the picture. “The only idea I have been able to — and I shall never forget his first greeting.” 
form of it,” he said to delighted House, “is derived from a picture “Your story I ” I interruAed, sternly, finding that the old man 
in Bunch, in which Zjeo is shewing her back to the Members of the was once more becoming tedious. 

County Council.” Lords don’t often indulge in hearty laughter ; “ I returned,” replied the dotard, with a senile chuckle, “ that he 

this too^ much for them, and Stanley of Aldeeley temporarily was wrong. His answer was beyond my meaning —he muttered 
exhnguished, amid almost uproarious mirth. something about ‘ mutton and capa sauce.’ I was engaged ” con- 

Business tfowc.— Supply in Commons. tinned the^ dotard, with a feeble grin, “ as a capa for seYenty 

^ certain, with an annual benefit once in four years, with a salary 

of forty-two thousand a year— which in those days seemed to Ae to 
HIT AND MISS. ^ small fortune.” i 


HIT AND MISS. 

[At Bisley, Miss Lbale, of Guernsey, has shot Avith considerable success. 


“ They are wretchedly paid in Spain,” I obsi 
“ They are,” he acquiesced. “ I was paid a 


observed. 


L-a-i' Ati-ioa j-iciAjjjH, ujL vjTueiusev, uaa siiou wiui consiueraoie success. “ ThAtr a-ra ’’ ha naaii-Taerta/? a • i - i 

Miss Leale, though only nineteen j ears old, is a shooting member of the I was paid a week in advance, and 

National Eifle Association, and has won several prizes at the meetings of • ^7^ lived upon the proceeds ever sinc^ ^ And now my life was 
the Guernsey Eifie Association.] J was free of the Rmg.^ Now I played the 


The YTiirligig of Time ! Its latest turn see 
In this phenomenon who hails from Guernsey. 

"We ’ve often met, at pic-nics or at dances. 

Young ladies who were good at shooting — glances ! 
And Ranees that, alas ! have often filled us 
With tender feelings, if they have not killed ns. 

We ’ve met fair maidens, who have found it pleasant 
To tramp the moors for grouse, or shoot at pheasant ; 
Of some indeed who ’ve had a go at grisly ; 

But never— until now— of one at Bisley. 

Yet there she is, and whilst her sisters, sitting 
At home, may spend their leisure time in knitting, 
67ie sits and shoots, nor does she very far get 
From where she aims, the centre of the target. 

Take off your hats to her as now we name her, — 

Miss Leale, of Guernsey ! Gladly we acclaim her 
For Womanldnd (triumphant in the Schools) high 
Eenown henceforth will look for in the bull’s-eye, 
And, tired of tennis, having quite with thimble done, 
Win strive for laurels at the Modern Wimbledon ! 


MONTI THE MATADOR. 

{Originally intended for the F-rtn-ghtly B-v-zv.) 


“Yes, I’m better, and the Doctor tells me I’ve escaped once 
more. Ihat Doctor hates you— I know it. He has saved me— to Va-a 

+ He was subsequently called five — the sixty-sixth was only mortally wounded And now" t^e 

J=;lop, stop!” t/cried ‘‘If you cut out about a dozen pa^^es ~ 

Yo^must^w— ^ myfatber. ^t^ tw had ly reveugi. I sent the tale I had just heard to the 
B-rtn-ghUy It-v-w. 

(tt* HOIICE.— Bejected Commutations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawines or PietiiMa of m.' '-iiV‘ ' 

not eren when aeomnpanied by a Stamped and AdUusTKi,? ^v^^r Si 


cornet in the Brasses Banderilloss and my performance pleased the 
aficionados (or advertising agents) so well, that my name was known 
throughout the Peninsula.” 

“ WeU,” once more I interrupted, “ I suppose you met a Spanish 
beauty, feU m love with her, and was cut out hy a party of the name 
of Juan?” 

_ ‘ ‘ However do you think of such clever things ? asked the old man, 
in a tone of extreme astonishment. “ But you are right. I placed 
Clemencia one day in the pal co (or part reserved for friends), and 
the buJl tossed me. Ah, she trampled upon me — treated me like a 

.. . ... 1 1... .. 1.. ...... ......I I .. ..... . 


‘ They made an Idol of me.” 


perfectly right,” 
he answered, 
with a blush. 
“ 1 killed sixty - 


! was not to be 


jadding. That will 
his fingers a,t me. 


/ end of a game of tores 

(wmch is Spanish tor marbles) he said to me (in excellent Spanish), 
Monti, me bhoy , philaloo ! ye will shtay by me ? ’ ‘ That w5l I— as 
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THF PRIWr^F so great is the number of the foundation-stones belays; and yet, 

me, bad he revealed either the one or the other by speech or gesture, 

{A Letter from Nicolo Puncio Maohiavelli to the Most Illustrious Vittorio robbed him before this of his power and reputation. 

EmanveU. Son c^Mo, of Italy.) IIL.-Ofthe Wearing of Unifornxe. 


_ . / XI • \ ^ Prince should have many uniforms, and wear them with much 

There never was, nor is at this day, any man in the world who is show and glitter. For it is expected of Princes that before they be 
not either a Prince or not a Prince. Seeing, therefore, that your weaned they should be Colonels, and should rank as Field-Marshals 
Highness appertains of right to the class of them that are Princes, at a time when other lads still trail themselves to school. It is not 
and being ambitious to present to your Highness that which should indeed related of C.esae that he drilled a regiment at the age of six, 
have the chiefest value in your eyes, I could not (though pondering nor of HAHifiBii that being yet a boy he did aught but take an oath, 
much) deem anything more precious than the knowledge of men and Yet now the custom of the world is otherwise, and a Prince who 
of governments which I have learned through a space of half a should never shine in the array of a soldier might justly be held 
hundred years. Forasmuch as your Highness hath travelled odious and contemptible. That very Grerman Emperor of whom I 
over stormy seas to the island of the British folk, I do presume have spoken, won the applause of the multitude by cuirass and 


to present to your Highness, 
as being one that seeketh 
wisdom, the ripe fruit of my 
knowledge, in order that your 
Highness may suck thereout 
such advantage as those who 
love your land chiefly desire 
both for yourseK and for them 
to whose government you shall 
in the future be caHed. 

II . — JEIow a Prince is to gain 
Peputatmi, 

To begin, then, I say it 
would be advantageous to be 
accounted both liberal and of 
a like nature unto other men 
that are not Princes. For 
although the majority of man- 
1 kind be penurious and apt to 
I hoard their money, and 
although in their assembly 
the British make- a show of 
niggardliness, imputing it to 
themselves for a virtue, never- 
theless, if they discern in a 
Prince such inclinations as 
they praise in themselves, no 
nation was ever (Quicker to 
blame or decry. For each 
holds in private that while he 
himseH is generous, the rest 
are mean and covetous. 
Therefore, I counsel you let 
your conduct in the bestowal 
both of snuff-boxes, which no 
man at this day uses, and of 
scarf-pins, which are a delight 
to many, be so ordered that 
men may think of you as one 
that with a true generosity 
performs such acts as each of 










helmet, and having donned a 
British Admiral’s uniform, 
‘iii''!! was held of great account 

amongst a people apt for the 

S rule of the sea. This honour 

in truth falls not to all ; but 
others, and yourself among 
the number, may be made 
Post Captains, and wear a 
naval dress both with comfort 
and approbation. 

Here in the land to which 
you have come you shall find 
all men lovers of Italy. For 
there is not one of those that 
watched her long and grievous 
struggles, that did not welcome 
with a heartfelt joy her de- 
liverance, both from foreign 
yoke and from native tyrants. 
Here too they know that the ; 
example of your illustrious 
family, the wisdom and mode- 
ration of your father not less 
than the unquenchable valour 
and bodily strength of your 
grandfather, his contempt of 
danger, his devotion to duty, 
shone forth as a star before 
the Italians, ^en 

is there that hath not the 
liveliest hope that all pros- 
perity may be confirmed to 

that beloved country, that she 

‘ may advance from greatness 

to greatness, that her kings 
may be just, her people free 
and contented. Let your 
^ illustrious family, then, still 

address itself to the work with courage and confidence, that under 




them, were he a Prince, would perform as well. address itself to the work with courage and confidence that undf 

Likewise if there be those who wish to read unto you addresses of them Italy may stand forth an example to the nations of the world- 


loyal welcome, it is not well to flout them publicly by showing signs 
of sleep ; since it is the fashion of municipalities and Mayors to hold 
themsmves to be of high importance, and a vdse flattery of this seK- 


bnemseivcs to UC OJ. IUKIL liuuux tttuuc, auu. a vx uxjj.o ovxx- - , , , 

deception mil becomes yoi And ’in replying, let yonn speech me where tins exqni ite ^e occ^e 


QUEER QUERIES.— Quotation Wanted.— Can anybody inform 


I to., it b. 1., mi™,, to I 2jd i. a 
Grandmamma, at once the hearts of aU of them that are or hope to In Mejnonam or the Idylls of tAe Xt w. The Ime has b^^^^ 
be grandmammas, or have themselves possessed a grandmainma, admired by competent critics. A beautiful 
werf moved to him so that he was accounted one of themselves from recent^ pni>lished, is The FM of CeUwayo- 

fbflf Hthp Wh in that book.— P.S.— Is not £76 10s. 6c?. too fiigli a price to cnarge 

S, how honourable it is for a Prince to be outspoken, candid, for bringing out ,an Epic Poem of MM Ime^ev^^s is asserted, 
tinfl fvn+T^-Pnl T finTnTtnap AVArvlinflv understands. Nevertheless, there have been “no sales” ? Laureate Presumptive. 


irULL. X3LXLU. XXI. i \SJ/X J XXi,g , xvv J v WJ. 

The present G-erman Emperor came lately 


Heredity, thou mother of om race 1 ’’ 


fbflf time Wh oe intUat DOOK.— Jr.O.— IS not 3:»lO X\JS, d». too lugu a Jjrioc 

S, how honourable it is for a Prince to be outspoken, candid, for bringing out ,an Epic Poem of MM Ime^ev^^s is asserted, 
and truthful, I suppose everybody understands. Nevertheless, there have been no sales ? Iaueeite Pbesiqipiive. 
experience has shown in our times that those Princes who have not - - - = 

pinned thenwel^ves up to that excess of truth-spe^ng, have not Miss HiNiriH Ltuch (Author of George 

alone secured the love of their subjects, but have been n^a up as Study) is almost incoherently angry with “the inexous- 

pattemsof a roy^ wisdom and.virtue. For in the assemblies of 

the great tut sbaU be gathered in your honour, aM m the bmquete fullest sense, “Meredith-men”— or women. Sheis, 

and receptions wherewith it is customary to overwhelm a Prmce, dogmatic and disdainful, that one suspects her of a ten- 

there must often be those smjoundmg .him, and holtog conv^e for the judicial Verdict of the ^tio4 judgment- 

with him, whose absence would cause hm j6y rather than sonow, ^ arbiteary and excessive punishment of “ Lynch-lawl ” 
on acdoxint of their exceeding pompons dnlness. Yet it is weUat > . .v . _ . ■ > _ 

snch times for a Prince to conceal his feelings, and, though he he 

flatteied with tedious ceremony, to keep both a cheerful countenance Wisbech WprEj— Liberal Suprty. The BniOT of 1891 acknow- 

and a tongue, as of one to whom IHe ofiew a succession of ledged to be quite be yond competition. 

the proudest and happiest moments. There is a Prince at this tle -vr xi.* ^ 

in being (but -his name I shall conceal); who can often^ have nothing Off to Masherl^d. Nothing fr^ (jEtINDOLFH the 
} in his mind but sorrow and depression, so many are his labours and Explorer this week. He s gone to the Dig^ina . ^ 


yoL. ci. 


F 


50 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Atoust 1, 1891. 


RIDING THE PIG. 


,°.®* deny tlat after five yesm of Uberal edueation the present Chief Secretary had greatly 
. V could count upon Mr. He alt’s support in a Local 

^d, “ Ceiifimlv ”1 “ 


^ xlealy saia ne cua not deny tliat after five years of ] 

miproved. ... In reply to 3Ir. Balfour’s inquiiy^, whether 
Govemment Bill for Ireland, ilr. Healy replied, Ceiiainly ! ”] 



Ah ! Spm, yliip, bridle arelaU very -well, 
n,fe ® includes some “Coercion,” 

^ iteed an additional spell, 

ThUn o nding a race or for simple diversion. 

AnH reasons for g-iving a racer his head, 

Ana some flocks are diiven and others are led. 

Whillaloo ! Fancy Healy the hot 
i:'oiitely approving of “Balfour the Brutal” f 
Mow pleasant to picture the Pig at fuB trot, 

Wit^ut that ‘ hard riding ” some fancy must suit 


j Too good to be true ? That time only can show 
I lis something that Piggy should to “ go.” 

lour Fig is a “ gintleman,” — take him aiight • 

Ur so those maintain whp best know tlie ’cute 
creature. 

feahirc— tried. This new 

A lure in advance— may be worth being tried, 
ihat Piggy can go— and this rider can ride ! 


__ ENTHUSIASM A LA EUSSE! 

Sub, {hewing to the the National Hymn. 


Bus, Big. That not only 
shall the 3Iarseillaise ^^ 
be tolerated when played 
by the French, but also be 
performed by our own 
bands. {With a hurst of 
rage.) Oh, Caviare dr oshi ! 

Sub. {o7i his hiees). I 
would also add an oath, 0 
Supreme Protector-of-the- 
Spirit-of-my-dead-Grand- 
mother, had you not 
forbidden that extreme 
expression of opinion. 

Bus, Big, You recall me 
to myself, 0 Son-of-PETER- 
son-of-PETER-son-of- 
Peter - son - of -Tommy. I 
was wrong. ^ But it makes 
my blood boil to think that 
our Master and his ances- 
tors who scorned Louis 
Philippe and Hapo- 
LEOH III. should recognise 
a Eepublio ! 

Sub, [aside). Say you so 
— this to the Czar— thou 
Nihilist! [Aloud,) My 
Lord-the-coniforter-of-the- 
s p i r i t-of -my-first- cousin- 
once - removed- on-my-mo- 
ther’s-side, is indeed right I 
It is a painful sight ! 

Bus, Big, [aside). Say 
you so— this to the Czar — 
thou Nihilist ! ^ Aloud, ) But 
perhaps we might improve 
matters. Supjiosing that the 
Marseillaise^^ were im- 
perfectly performed ? 

Sub, [with note-booh). 
Excellent, my Lord ! ex- 
cellent I It shall be played 
out of tune on a score of 
regimental bands ! Good, 
my Lord good 1 
Bus, Big, And could not I 
a translation be furnished 
suggesting ideas foreign to 
the original ? 

Sub, Again capital, my 
Lord. I will see that the 
troops have a version that 
gives the old legend (stolen 
from us by the English) of 
The Song of Sixpence, or 
a pocketful of Hy e-bread,” 
as the real translation. 

Bus, Big, A happy 
thought! The moral is 
wholesome. The Mo- 
narchical principle is advo- 
cated^ in the approved 
counting out of money and 
consumption of bread and 
honey by their Majesties, 
and the right of life and 
death is suggested by the 
pecking oft* of the nose of 
the housemaid while em- 
ployed in hanging out the 
clothes ! And about the 
troops— have they been 
warned that they might 
some day be expected to 
give a hated alien an en- 
thusiastic reception P 
Sill, They have, my 
Lord. And in anticipation 
oi such an occasion, they 
have been taught for the 
last six months how to 
cheer in a whisper. 

Bus, Big, Good! And 
nnw to a pleasanter duty. 
Have you thofee hundi‘‘ed 
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tlLousand copies of Punch that were yesterday seized at 
the frontier ? 

Suh, I have, my Lord ! 

jRm5. Big. [with fiendish glee). To Siberia with them! 
Come, help me to post them ! 

Suh. [trmhling\. But,^ my Lord, shonld Punch be 
read by the political prisoners who lie covered with 
chains in the secret mines under the lowest moimtain 
in the Czar’s dominions ? What then ? 

Bus. Big. [in an awesome whisper). Mark me well ! 
In the present pitiable state of the prisoners, such a feast 
of mirth-compelling waggery would kill them— yes, hill 
them— with laughter ! 

[Exeunt stealthily to put this craftily -conceived plot 
into guilty execution. 


A NEW LEADEE. 

[‘‘At present the followers are obliged to be amiable because 1 
the Leader is amiable. Under the Leader I suggest they would ' 
be less amiable, and would be at liberty to say stronger things.” 
— Mr. Atkinson, M.P., in the Bouse of Commons.'] j 

Chorus of Amiable Tories. 

Heal ! hear ! Mr. A. We are amiable too, 

For we f oUow our amiable Leader, like you ; 

But when forced to say, “ Bless you ! ” we choke with our ' 
spleen. 

And we add, sotto voce^ “ You know what I mean.” 
While we sit si)ick and span as a picture by Feith:, 

And contend with our feelings, to please Mr. • 

Oh, we pule and we prate, we are nerveless and weak. 
And we swallow, like Pistol, the odorous leek. 

We palter with truth, and we flatter our foes. 

And we cringe, and we crawl, and are led by the nose. 
We are fools soft of speech, and without any pith, 

For we smother our feelings to suit Mr. Smith. 

Time was when a Member who hated the Celt 
Might detest him aloud and declare what he felt. 

He might use the crisp words which, if lacking in length, 
Make up for their shortness by meaning and strength. 
But now we all fawn on the Celt and ms kith, 

While we smother our feelings to suit Mr. Smith. 

So, friends, we must choose a new Leader, and then, 
With a Man at our head we shall quit us like men • 

We shall always retort with a sting when we ’re stung, 
With the bees in our bonnet, the D’s on our tongue. 

And the words that are honeyed shall fade like a myth, 
When an Atkinson stands in the shoes of a Smith. 



GENUS IRRITABILE. 

First Bard. “Seen my Sonnets in the Pacific Weekly?'' 

SeccmdBard. “Yes.” First Bard. “Like them?” 

Second Bard. ‘ ‘ W ell— A— candidl f— I ’ ’ 

First Bard. “Oh, if it comes to that, candidly I always hated yoltr 
BEASTLY Ballades and Rondels and Rot in the Erecbthetim — but I had 
the decency not to Tell you so 1 ” 


! 




TWO VIEWS OP THE NEXT INVASION. 

THE OPTIMIST. 

The British Fleet, by a sad mischance, had disappeared. 

It was then that the Nation had to depend upon its second line of 
defence — the Army. 

The enemy Rushed with victory, attempted to land, but were 
met with such a withering Rre from the Yolunteer Artillery, 
that they had to abandon the attempt in despair— at^ least for 
awhile. They retired for the night, and on the following morn- 
ing were in front of Westgate-on-Sea. It was then found how wise 
the Committee of Home Defence had been in their recommendation. 
Feeling sure that the forces of the Crown would be ample to beat 
back any hostile attempt to seize a town the centre of one of the best 
of charities (St. Michael’s Convalescent Home), the Conimittee had 
deprecated the suggestion of erecting extensive fortifications. 
Practically Westgate was without waUs. But there was a better 
defence than brickwork. The Av thorities had not been idle during 
the night, having utilised the pause in the^ war to bring up 
two magnificent battalions of Militia— the 7th Rifie Brigade and the 
4th Cheshire Regiment. Thus when the enemy succeeded in eject- 
ing a landing, fliey found themselves confronted by the very fiower 
of the British Army. In ten minutes the hostile host were crumpled 
up like a sheet of paper, and disappeared in hot retreat. 

During the following week the entire army of the foe was allowed 
to land m England, and were speedily exterminated. The contract 
given out by Grovernment to an advertising undertaker was the means 
of making that contractor’s fortune. Within ten days England was 
absolutely free from invasion. 

“And are you surprised?” asked a journalist, addressing the 
greatest tactician of the century. „ . , , 

“Surprised!” echoed the other. “ Why it was what we ail 
expected from the first 1 ” 


THE PESSIMIST. 

The British Fleet, by a carefully calculated plan, had disappeared. 
It was then that the Nation had to depend upon its second line of 
defence— the Army. 

The enemy, although somewhat depressed at the losses they had 
sustained, attempted to land, and of course were successful. The 
picked batteries from Woolwich, consisting of the Royal Horse Ar- 
tilery, opened fire, but without the smallest effect. On the following 
morning the main force of the enemy appeared in front of 
Margate, the recently fortified port. It was then found how foolish 
the Committee of Home Defence had been in their recommendation. 
Feeling doubtful of the means the Government would have at their 
command to defend an unprotected town, they had ordered every 
village on the coast to be surrounded by the most intricate network 
of bricks and earthworks. And now, in the hour of need, these 
elaborate preparations were valueless. tThe troops of the enemy 
poured into Margate almost without opposition. The forts were 
silenced in five minutes, and although on the following morning the 
Household Brigade came to the rescue, the assistance thus afforded 
was of no avail. 

During the succeeding week the entire army of the foe was 
allowed to land in England, and were immediately 'victorious. The 
contract for finding them lodgings in London made somebody’s 
fortune. Within a week England was grovelling in the dust at the 
feet of her conquerors. 

“And are you surprised?” asked a journalist, addressing the 
greatest tactician of the century. 

“ Surprised I ” he echoed— “ why it was what we all expected 
from the :Sst I ” 


Hew Kiddie (with the Old Answer). — ^W here was Isaacs 
when the Balance-Sheet went out ? 
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observes Miss T. with a sudden attention). That fellow Poubuet has 
THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. better taste than I gave him credit for. She es pretty— in her peonliar 

^ jj pretty 1 Pity she speaks with that deplorable accent, 

IW rites— Vermilion lips that sheathe a parrot tongiie^'^ and 
%(yES^—Coiirtj/ard of the Grand Hotel dii Lion Belgique et rims over all the possible rhymes to ^ Hong ueJ' 

d* Albion f at Brussels, It is just after Table d hote ; Vop- Bodb. [observing that his pencil is idle). Gas cut off again ? Come 

BITEY and CuiiCHAED are sitting on a covered terrace^ with £qj. ^ You don’t mean to stick here all the evening, eh ? 

cojfee, Culch, Well, we might take a turn later on, and see the effect of 


Fodbury (producing 
they ’ll rook us a lot for 


TT CJUL, TYO JJLiJLgUU utw 

a pipe), IJTot such a bad dinner ! Expect St. Gudule in the moonlight, 
it, though. Eather fun, seeing the waiters Fodb, Something like a ] 


rollick that! But what do 


all troop in with a fresh’ course, when the proprietor rang his beU. dropping in quietly at the Eden for an hour or so, ehP Variety 


you say to 
? Varietv 


Like a ballet at the Empire-;-eh ? , . . sh( 

Culchard [selecting a cigarette), I’m not in a position to say. 

I don’t affect those places of entertainment myself. doi 

Fodb, Oh! Where do you turn in when you want to kick up 
your heels a bit ? Madame Tussaud’s ? I say, why on earth didn’t 
you talk to that old bloke next to you at dinner ? He was trying all 
he knew to be friendly. go: 

Culch, Was he ? 1 daresay. But T rather understood we came he 
out with the idea of keeping* out of 
an that. 

Fodb, Of course. J’wi not keen 
about getting to know people. He 
had no end of a pretty daughter, 

thou|h. ^ Mean to say you didn’t ^UCENSfUlt 

Culch, If by “ spotting ” you 
mean— was I aware oi 1^- -existence ^i( | 

of a very exuberant young person, < i 

with a most distressing American 

accent? I can only say. .that she .•i|||^a^pV|||| 

made her presence sufficiently evi- i: 

dent. I confess she did not interest || 

me to the point of speculating upon ^ ill i 
her relationship to anybody else, 1 / k THcSf 

Fodb, Well — if you come to that, j I 

I don’t know that I— still, she was Y£mm I 

uncommonly [Happens to glance ilS | 

rounds and lowers his voice,) Jove! ji || 

she ’s in the Beading-room, just be- k 

hind us. [Hums^ with elaborate f f 

La di deedle-lumptj’ 

Culch, [who detests hunimmg). By i3jyll5S0l 

the way, I wish you hadn’t been in J 

such a hurry to come straight on. I ^ 

particularly wanted to stop at Bruges, I ^ 

and see the Memlings, I ^ \ 1 

Fodh, I do like that I Eor a fellow JTa j V / 

who wants to keep out of people’s / ^ /( h ( 1 

way! They ’d have w^anted you to ^ jjp / \ 

stay to lunch and dinner, most likely. 7 

Culch, [raising his eyebrows), ffl / 

Hardly, my dear fellow — they ’re M J j 

pictures, as it happens. ^ ^ '\ | 

Fodb, [unabashed). Oh, are they? f/l ill 

Any way, you’ve fetched up your f / 

average here. Weren’t there enough 7 \ 

in the Museum for you ? 

Culch, [pityingly). You surely ^^29 

wouldn’t call the collection here 


show and all that going on. 

Culch, Thanks— variety shows are not much in my line; but 
don’t mind me if you want to go. 

ppODBURY wanders off^ leaving Culchard free to observe 
Miss Trotter. 

Miss T, Charley writes he’s haying a lovely time in Germany 
goiim round. I ^uess he isn’t feeling so cheap as he did. I wish 
he ’a come along right here. 

Mr, T, I presume he’s put in all 
I mml the time he had for Belgium— likely I 

we’ll fetch up against him some- 
where before he ’s through. 

Miss T, Well, and I don’t care how 
soon we do, either. Charley’s a 
bright man, and real cultivated. I ’m 
always telling him that he ’s purr- 
fectly^lendid company, considering 

Mr, That ’s so every time. 

I like^ Charhey Vats* Boodeler 

Culch, (to himself). If Charley" 
Vant Boodeler was engaged to her. 

I suppose he’d be here. Pshaw! 
What does it matter ? Somehow, 

I rather wish now that I ’d — but 
perhaps we shall get into conversa- 
tion presently. Hang it, here’s that 
fellow PoDRURY back again ! Wish 

to goodness he ’d ['To Podbury.) 

Hallo, so you haven’t started yet ? 

Fodb, Been having a talk with the 
porter. He says there ’s a big fair 
over by the Station du Midi, and 
it ’s w’-orth seeing. Are^ you ^ame to 
come along and sample it,^ eh ? 

Culch, [loith an easy indifference 
intended for Miss T.’s benefit), Ho, 

I think not, thanks. I ’m very com- 
fortable where I am. 


Fodb, If you ask me, T shoiild call it a simply footling show — but Mr, T, Well, I don’t see how I should ever strike that fair fonmy- 
you were long enough over it, (Culchard shudders slightly., -and self, and I guess if there ’s anything to be seen we ’re bound to it, so 
prespitly pats his^achets,) What^s up mow ? ^ Hothing gone WTohg me and my darter — allow me to introduce my darter to you — Maud, 
^^ 77 ^ works, ^ - . this gentleman is Mr.. — I don’t think I’ve caught your name. Sir— 


“ Wanted to know if yon were my Tutor I ” 


[He resumes his loriting, 
Fodh, Wml, it’s poor fun having 
to go alone! 

[He is just going, when Mr. Trotter 
rises and comes towards him, 
Mr, T, You’ll excuse me, Sir, but 
did I overhear you remark that 
there was a festivity in progress in 
this city ? 

Podb, So I ’m told ; a fair, down in 
the new part. I could teU you how 


Cidch, [with dimity). Ho— I was merely feeling for my note- Podbury?— M r. Podbury who’s kindly voiunteer& to conSibt iis 
hook, I had a sudden idea for a 'sonnet, that’s 'all.- - - round. ' . , 

Ah, y ou shoiildn’t-havef ouched'those mussels they gave us Miss T, I should have thought you ’d want to leave the gentleman 
mth me~sole. Have a mp of this cognac, and you’ll soon be some say in the matter. Eat W — not to mention me !■ i 

* ' 7 -n 7 But won’t you comc ? Do. I shall be .awfully 

[Culchard scribbles in lofty abstraction ; Podbury hums ; Mr. Cyrus glad if you will! 

K. Trotter, and Ms daughter. M.iTiD S. Trotter, come out by Miss T. If it makes you so glad as all that, I believe I ’U.eome. 
the glass door of the Salon de Lecture, and seat themselves at an Though what you could say different, after Eather had put it up so 
adjoining table. steep on you, I don’t know. I ’ll just go and ffx myself ffrst. 

Jfzas Yrotoer. Well, I guess it’s gayer out here, anyway. That [>Sf/ie goes, 

Beaffing Saloon is just about as lively as a burying lot mtb all the 3fr, T, [to Podbury). My only darter, Sir, and a real good girl, 
tombs nnlet. I want the address of that man who said that Brussels We come over from the States, crossed a month ago to-day, and seen 
wasa second PaOTs. . ^ ^ , a heap already. Been runnin’ all over Scotland and England, and 

• 2rott^*, Maybe we amt been long enough off the cars to kind of looked round Ireland and Wales, and now what ’ve got to 
J edge yet. Bo yon leel like^ putting on jour hat and sack, and do is to see as much as we can of Germany and Switzerland and 
sorter smellm round this capital ? It’ly, and get some idea of France before we start home this faH. I 

^ Miss 1, ^01 any. 1 expect the old city 'wiIL have to curb its guess we’re both of us gettin’ pretty considerable homesick already, 
impatience to see me till to-mo^ow. I m tired some. My darter was sayin’ to me on’y this evening at table d\Mte, 

Culch, [to himself). Confound it, how can I ! [Looks up, and “Father,” she sez, “the vurrv ffrst thinar we’B do when we e-et 


an IS Mr. — I don’t think I ’ve caught your name. Sir— 
Mr. Podbury who’s kindly volunteered to conduct tis 
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home is to go and hey a good square meal of creamed oysters and when she saw me she always frowned. But ah, my shirts, my heir- 
clams with buckwheat cakes and maple syrup.” Don’t seem as if we looms ! In the name of mercy, spare mj shirts . ” 
could git along without maple syrup much longer. (Mss Teottee But no, once more the appeal was disregarded, The small port- 
returns,) You never mean going out without your gums ? manteau was turned inside out. This the oincial chalked. 

3Iiss T, I guess it ’s not damp here—any — {To Podbuet.) IS’ow “ So this is one of the habits of the English,” cried the foreigner, 
you ’re going to be Mary ^ and Eather and I have got to be the little bitterly. , , i ^ i r 

lambs and foUow you around. “ iS^ot only the habits, Monsieur,” obseiTed a bystanc^r, who 

[They go out, leavmg annoyed icith himself and everybody trembling with apprehension, w'as wraitii^ his turn; ‘‘but the 

else, and utterly unable to settle koum to his sonnet again, customs. Customs that are out of date with the age. Customs that 

In an ttppee ConurDOP Twm worps tatpe contrary to the spirit of the century. Customs that cost more 

Ciilch. {cojning upon Fodbury), So you’ve got rid of your “They do,” cried the foreigner, excitedly. “May the Customs 
I Americans at last, eh ? he ” 

Fodb, I was in no hurry, I can tell you. She’s a ripping “ You must not utter that word,” interrupted the Revenue OfEcer, 


Ctilch, {coming upon Fodbury), So you’ve got rid of your “They do,” cried the foreigner 

Americans at last, eh ? he ” 

Fodb, I was in no hurry, I can tell you. She’s a ripping “ You must not utter that word, 
little girl— tremendous fun. 'What do you think she asked me in a tone of peremptory command, 
about you 9 “ It is British ; why not ? ” 

Culch. {stiff, but flattered, I wasn’t aware^she had honoured me But although the foreigner wai 
by her notice. 'What teas it ? appropriate imprecation— he thoug 

Fodb. Said you had a sort of schoolmaster look, and wanted to . - 

know if you were my tutor. My tutor ! [j5e roars, 

Culch. I hope you— ah— undeceived her ? MOTH" 

Fodb, Rather! Told her it was t’other way round, and I w'as ^ , , • t. t • 

looking after you. Said you were suffering from melancholia, but It is a sti&ng night; I sit 
were not absolutely dangerous. 'W^ith windows open mde ; 

Culch, If that ’s your idea of a joke, all I can say is ^ And the fragrance of the rose is 

[lie chokes icith rage. blown 

Fodl. {innocently), "Why, my dear chap, I thought you wanted And also the musk outside, 

’em kept out of your way ! There ’s plenty of room for the 


But although the foreigner was baffled in his desire to use the i 
appropriate imprecation— he thought it ! ; 


MOTH-EATEN. 

sit I ’ve thrown so many tilings at | 

ide ; him, 

be rose is And thrown them all so hard ; 

j There goes the sofa- cushion ; that ! 
fcside, ' Mssed him by half a yard. 


[CuLCHAED slams^ his bedroom^ door icith temper, leaving 
PoDBUEY outside, still chuckling. 


1 There ’s plenty of room for the My hot tears rain ; my young 


moths out there 

In the cool and pleasant gloom ; 


heart breaks 

To see him dodging thus ; 


And yet these madmsectual beasts It is not right for him to be 

Trrfn ‘-X- 


THE WEONG OE SEAECH. 

{A Bream of the British Inquisition.) 

The unfortunate foreigner, travel-stained and suffering from the 
after-glow of a stormy passagCj crawled up the gangway and was 
once more on land. He carried m his hand a portmanteau. 

“Have you anything to declare?” asked an official, in a gold- 
peaked cap and blue frock coat, gruffly. 

“ Only that your seas are terrible,” was the reply. 

The official made no answer, but merely pointed to some planks 
that had been placed upon trestles. The foreigner glanced at the 
people who were standing in front of these planks, and noticed that 
they were pale with apprehension. i 

“ Have you anyth ng to declare ? ” was a second time uttered— j 
now by a person less gold -laced. Then the official continued, ; 
“ Here, open it ! ” i ! 

In a moment the portmanteau was thrown with force on the planks, • 
and the foreigner protested. 

“ I understand you now. I have no cigars — ^I do not smoke. I j 
have no spirits— I am what you call a teatotaller. I have no lace— 1 1 
am a widower.” . 

“Open it!” wns once more the cry— this time with great 
vehemence. 

“ But I am innocent of concealing anything ! Believe me, there is 
nothing to declare ! I have some photographic plates— to open them 
is ruin I I prize my shirts— they are heirlooms if they are roughly 
handled I can never wear them again.” And the foreigner wrung 
his hands in his despair. , , « . , j -l -l- 

“If you will not open it,” replied the official, unmoved by his 
eloquent appeal, “we shall detain your luggage.” , 

‘^But this is barbarous— cruel,” continued the foreigner, answer- 


WiR swarm into my room. 




So coy — so devious. 










‘^But this is barbarous— cruel,” continued the foreigner, answer- > ^ 

ino- with excitement. “I have been to Constantinople mth its 

mosques, and the Turks have treated me with greater consideration. As I sit by my duplex lamp, 

I have seen the glories of Rome with its Eorum, the splendours of And write, and WTite, and WTite; 

Petersburg with its fortress prison, the treasures of Madrid with its pi^ey come and droivn in the blue- 
art gallery — and everywhere — everywhere I have been treated with black ink, 

greater kindness, greater charity than here I And yet you say this Or fry themselves in the light, 
is the land of the brave and the free ! ” ^ tt They pop, and drop, and hop, and 

“'^e say nothing of the sort,” retorted the official; we say, hop, 

open it I ” • r ' -L Catherine-wheels at play ; 

The foreigner, whose pallor was fearful to see, with his teeth And die in pain down the back of 


0 


'W'hy do they do it ? 'Why — ah I 
why ? 

The dews of night are damp, 

But the place to dry one’s self is 
not 

The chimney of a lamp. 

And sultriness engenders thirst, 
But the best, the blue-black 
ink, 

Cannot be satisfactory 
Regarded as a drink. 


clenched an^ his eyes starting from his head, put the key into the jny neck Cannot be satisfactory 

portmanteau lock, turned it, and the contents of the box was revealed a most repulsive way. Regarded as a drink. 

^“iT^moment the officials we upon it-thiusting their inqiua^^^ There ’s a broYm moth on the They are so w mmy, and 

“oatTco&aS'bSs':’'AtleS\h^^^ MakS slol^d bnmpponnds ; Thepre so hard to hit, and so 

removed in a^^^^ Then s^p^an^sucks the .lute- pur^Ywill wait 

“Have’'?ou no hSs! ” cried the foreigner, his face streaming He must haye eaten pounds. the daWg Ught, 

with teLs.’^^“ L a foment have undone the labour of years! He ’s only waiting for £is chance Until the moths all go by 
That nlate— now destroyed for ever— when properly developed would To take me unaware, [make day M o-a ‘Ltr 

hLerSedtheS^eaturesofmywge-^^^^^ fttookme And then the brute ^^p, and Where I wish they d go by 
[ a quarter of a century to catch her with such an expression! For His death-bed in my hair. 




SPEECHES TO BE LIVED DOWIMHF POSSIBLE! 

Sympathetic Lady Guest “Don’t be unhappy about the Rain, dear Mrs. Bounderson —it will soon be over, and your 
Garden will be lovelier than ever 1 ” 

Little Mrs, Goldmore Bounderson {loho is giving heft' iirst Garden Party). “ Yes ; but I ’m afraid it will keep my most desirable 
Guests from coming ! ” 


ON THE BEIDGE ! 

{A Much Modernised Version oj “ The Visioii qf MirzahP) 

On the secoad day of the week, commonly called Saint Monday 
^hioh according to the Customs of my Eorefathers, I always keep as 
Holiday), after having washed mysefl, and offered up my Morning- 
Devotions at the shrine of Nicotine, I turned over the pages of 
Bradshaw, with a view to passing the rest of the day in some more 
or less Rural Retirement. 

As I was here confusing myself ^th the multitudinous Com- 
plexities of this recondite Tome, I fell into a profound Contemplation 
of the Yanity of human Holiday-making ; and, passing from one 
puzzling page to another, Surely," said I, Man is but a Muddler and 
Life a Maze! 

“ Right you are 1 ” sounded a mysterious voice in my ear. 

. The Sound of the voice was exceeding Sweet, and wrought into a 
variety of inflections. It put me in mind of those heavenly Airs 
that are played from the tops of closely-packed wheeled Vehicles, 
from many-keyed Concertinas upon Bank -Holidays. My Heart 
melted away in Secret Raptures. By wMch signs I— who had read 
my Spectator at the Free Library — knew well that I was in the 
company of a Genius I It is only Genii who drop upon one suddenly 
and unannounced, with a more or less pertinent commentary upon 
one’s Inner Thoughts, in this fashion. I felt at once that I was in 
for the true Addisonian Oriental Apologue in all its hybrid incon- 
Sxmty, 

I drew near with that Reverence which is due to a Superior — ^if 
nondescript -Nature ; and as my Heart was entirely subdued by 
the captivating Voice I had heard, I fell down at his Feet and wept. 
I could har(Ry have explained why, but ’tis the sort of thing one 
always does in an Eastern Apologue. The Genius smiled upon me 
with a Look of Compassion and Affability that familiarised him 
to my Imagination, at once dispelled all the Fears and Apprehensions 
withwMch I approached him, and turned off my Tearfulness “at 
the main,” as Samuel Weller said, concerning tne Mulberry One. 


He lifted me from the ground, and, taking me by the hand, 
“ Mirzah,” said he, “I have heard thee in thy Soliloquies ; follow 
me I ” 

Now, my name is wo^ Mirzaii, but MATT^Ew^ Yet, after all, it 
did not much matter, and I felt it would be in (luestionable taste to 
correct a Genius. 

He then led me to the highest Pinnacle of a Rock, and, placing 
me on the Top of it, “Cast thy Eyes yonder,” said he, “and 
tell me what thou seest.” “I see,” said 1, “ a huge Valley, and a 
prodigious Roadway running through it.” “The Valley that thou 
seest,” said he, “ is the Vale of Travel, and the Roadway that thou 
beholdest is part of the great Railway System.” “What is the 
Reason ” said I, “that the Roadway I see rises out of a thick Mist 
at one End, and again loses itself in a thick Mist at the other ? ” 
“Monopoly and Muddle freely engender Mists,” responded the 
Genius. Examine now,” said he, “the Roadway that is bounded 
with Darkness at both ends, and tell me what thou discoverest in 
it.” “I see a Bridge,” said I, “standing in the midst of the 
Roadway.” “ Consider it attentively,” said he. 

Upon a more leisurely Survey of it— a Survey which, meseemed, it 
would have been weR had Others made with similar Attentiveness— 
I found that the Arch thereof looked shaky and insecure ; moreover, 
that a Great and Irregular-shaped Cleft or Crack ran, after the 
fashion of a Lightning-flash in a Painted Sea-scape, athwart the 
structure thereof from Keystone to Coping. As I was regarding this 
unpleasing Portent, the Genius told me that this Bridge was at first 
of sound and scientific construction, but that the flight of Years, 
Wear and Tear,^ yehement Molecular Vibration, and, above all, 
Negligent Supervision, had resulted in its present Ruinous Condition. 

But tell me further,” said he, “ what thou discoverest on it.” 

I see,” said I, “if my eyes and the dark Mists and Shadows 
deceive me not, a Figure couched upon the Parapet of the centre 
Arch thereof.” As I looked more attentively, I saw that this figure 
was of a Spectral appearance, and Bony withal ; albeit, its contours 
were to some extent Ridden by its ehnging cerement-hke garments, 
and the e(iually clinging and charnel-like shades surrounding it. 
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Only an Attent, and, as it were, compla- 
cently Anticipative Visage, of an osseous and 
ogreish Aspect, gleamed lividly forth, there- 
from, as the Apparition appeared to Look and 
Listen through the Mist at one end of the 
Bridge for the welcome Sight of Disaster, the 
much desired Sound of Doom. A shrill 
and sibilant Metallic Shriek seemed to cleave 
the Shadows into which the Spectre gazed • 
a Vioknt Vibratory Pulsation, as of thudding 
iron nails threshing upon a resonant steel 
floOT, seemed to beat the Roadway, shake the 
Bridge, and as it appeared to me to widen 
the levin-like Cleft or Crack which disfigured 
the Arch thereof. 

, Then did I quake inwardly and breathe 
short. What, 0 Genius,” I cried, *‘signi- 
fieth the Spectre, who thus sitteth On the 
Bridge, what forebodeth the Aspect of eager 
Anticipation, andfor what dothhe sogloatinfflv 
and expectantly Wait ? ” 

“This,” responded the Genius, gravely, 
“is Insatiate Death waiting for Inevitable 
Accident! ” 


— 7 — UXlOilf iJLC 

[ hid under those ^ dark Mists which cover the 
regions to the right which you suggest are 
the realms of Monopoly and Muddle.” The 
Genius making me no Answer, I turned about 
to address myself to him a Second time, but 
I found that he had left me. I then turned 
again to the Vision, but instead of the 
Roadway, the arched Bridge and the Attent 
Anatomy,^ I saw nothing but my own parlour, 
and my wife Mart picking up the Bradshaw^ s 
Guide which had fallen from my sleep-relaxed 
hand. 

♦ # # # 

On that particular Saint Monday I took, 
not as I had intended, a Railway Excursion 
to Rural Parts, but, telling Mary— to her 
manifest conoern—that I had Altered my 
Mind as regarded our HoHday, I betook 
myself to the “Blue Boar” at the corner, 
and passed the day in Safety— and Solitary 
Smoking! Next morning, however, I read 
something in the papers wMch led me to 
believe that Railwaydom Aroused meant ex- 
orcising and evicting that Sinister Spectre, 
“ regardless of Cost \ ” and I shall look for- 
ward to my next Holiday Outing with a mind 
Relieved and Reassured. 


BLACKFRIARS TO SLOANE SQUARE. 

The man who got in at Blackfriars 
Was smoking the foulest of briars. 

But it went out all right— 

Could I give him a Light ? — 

Hadn’t got one— well, all men are Bars. . 

\\\ i, ^ I II frequently 

f i'f 

I 'Is a pface there 

are not enough 

How do you pronounce Charing Cross ? 

It ’s a point where I ’m quite at a loss. 

Some people, of course. 

Would rhyme it with “horse,” 

But I always rhyme it with “ hoss.” 

A woman at Westminster Bridge 
Had got just a speck on the ridge 


Of her Romanesque nose, 

“ It ’s a black, I suppose,” 

She observed. , Then it flew — ’twas 
midge. 

One man from the Park of St. James, 
Had really the loftiest aims ; 

In the hat-rack he sat. 

Used my hair as a mat, 

And when I demurred called me names. 

I bought from the stall at Victoria 
A horrible sixpenny story, a 
Book of a kind 
It pained me to find 
Por sale at our English emporia. 

I found when I got to Sloane Square 
That my ticket was gone : my despair 
Was awful to see, 

Till at last to my glee 
I looked in my hat— it was there ! 


HER VIOLETS 1 


^ILL-LUMINANTS 1 

[“ Sir E. V ATKIN is about to introduce the 
Electric Light on the summit of Snowdon.’^ — 
Daily Bap&i'.l 

Just started Snowdon by Sir E. Wat- 
kin’s combined Galvano-Electric and Pneu- 
matic Despatch Line, from Llanberis. Goes 
nearly to top. What a blessing ! Saved aU 
the bother of the mount. Go in tennis-shoes, 
as I ’m told there ’s next to no climbing to be 
done. 

Splendid day for view. Comfortable car- 
riages. Hullo! what’s this? Find myself 
suddenly shot into a mountain tarn. A 
Yankee would call it “ tarnation cold.” Get 
out dripping. Guard of train explains that 
“battery must be rather too strong this 
morning.” Train put on line again. Up we 
go ! Shivery. If 1 ’d known this sort of 
thing went on, I ’d have brought towels. 

At Terminus, three-quarters way up, in a 
bleak and exposed crag, j^lastered with adver- 
tisements. Day not quite so glorious. Fog 
coming on. Or is it * Scotch mist ? ” But 
what has a Scotch mist to do in Wales ? Ask 
engine-driver’s opinion. He has none. “Then 
which is the way up ? ” Doesn’t know. ‘ 'His 
way is down.” Must speak to Sir E. W. about 
engine-driver. 

Ascent continued. Leads do wn-hiU. Curious. 
Sound of dashing waterfaR close by. Must 
see it. Turn round a corner. No waterfall 
at all, only the Electric-Light-generating 
station ! Noise I heard was the “machinery 
in motion.” does an iron shed mth 

chimney pouring out factory smoke, add to 
charms of wild sceneiy ? 

--More surprises! rind an “Automatic 
Delivery ” pillar ! Curious sight on a moun- 
tain. Put a penny in, and you get a small 
book — Guide to Snowdonia, Thanks! But 
what I want is a guide to top. Fog worse 
than ever. Believe I ’ve missed my way. 

Five hours later , — ^I had. Shoes utterly 
worn out. Awfully tmed. . Hit on top by 
mere accident. Resting in new hotel. Scrump- 
tious, but dear. Don’t care ! Electric Light. 
What system? Waiter says “Brush.” 
Must be ’air-brush up here, I fancy ! Any- 
how no good in a fog. Shall suggest fog- 
horn to Sir E. Watkin for thick weather. 
Also guides waiting at Crag Terminus. 
Bottle of beer. Divine ! View ? Non^ and 
don’t want any. More beer. Electric Light 
better than I thought. Electricity is life. 
Electricity is also beer. More beer, please ! 
Waiter asks “if I sleep at top?” Beds 
only two guineas a night. Of course 1 do ! 
“ Then shall he wake me for sunrise ? ” He ’d 
better not. Goo’ night! Sowdn — mean 
Snowdn— great sksess. 


She gave them to me when the dance was 
done. 

Her eyes all lighted with the ecstasy 
Of triumph in the crushing contest won, 

Of all the joy of 

eiy that dares 1 ii ^ '//>! I^^y\ ' 
jTo face the^aged 

j alcoves on the { j 1 

Tvere laid ' 

To rest within that burning breast of snow ; 
And there the last great debt of all were 
paid. 

She gave them to me, and my heart did beat, 
As o’er my hope a greater promise came. 
And up the narrow w^ with steps so fleet 
She went, though 1 remember’d not her 
name. 

She gave them to me, and I vow’d that they 
Should lie upon my heart till years had fled, 
TiU, passing through life’s narrow, thorny way, 
They ’d rest with me when life’s own leaves 
were dead. 

And thus I spoke, and then we wrote the deed. 
With fervid seal upon the heart’s own slab— 
Alas ! alas ! how memory runs to seed ! — 

I left her Violets in a beastly cab ! 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Water Supply. — ^Yes, we have read about 
the quantities of poisoned fish floating in the 
river somewhere near the “intake” of the 
Water Companies, and agree with you that 
under such circumstances the pretence of 
supplying a drinkable fluid is somewhat of a 
“take-in.” But surely it is hardly necessary 
to adopt the extreme step you contemplate, 
of stationing an expert Thames fisherman at 
the side of your cistern night and day, in 
order to catch any fish that may come through 
the pipes. The Companies’ filtering system 
may not be worth much, but it ought to be 
able to keep out something under the size of 
a whale. 

Holiday Travelling. — You say that 
recent disclosures about Railway Bridges 
have made you nervous. The plan of per- 
sonally inspecting every bridge your train 
win pass over on your way to Scotland is 
an excellent one, if you have time for it. 
Possibly also, a Railway Manager might i 
agree to put a specially light engine to your 
train. As you say you are going to take a 
couple of tourist tickets, third class, it would 
probably pay him well to make any little 
alteration of that kind. 

Impecuniosity. — We cannot help you, 
Reading the Riot Act and then assaulting 
them with a poker is not the best way of 
getting the Bailiffs out of a house. Try 
gentle persuasion. If you have recently had 
a case of black typhus in the house, you 
might mention the fact to them, and see 
what they say. 
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THE EULE OF THEEE. 

(A Possible Scene of the 

PUTUBE.) 

Plan of Action. ~ Soynewhere 
conveniently situated for all 
parties. The King, Kaiser, 
and the Emperor, discovered 
discussing the Treaty that has 
now been in force for some 
years, 

Kaiser {ivith assumed cheer- 
^Iness). Well, my dear ' 
brothers, it is really time you , 
should do something. It is not , 
on my own account that I am 
anxious, hut on yours— purely 
on yours. 

King [dryly). Certainly ! 
Emperor [with a smile), Ko 
doubt ! Pray proceed. 

Kaiser [addressing Italy). 
Well, my dear friend, as I am 
afraia we are on the eve of a 
contest with France, I must beg 
of you to place three Army 
Corps upon your Alpine 
frontiers. 

King [with assumed surtmse). 
Why should I do this ? It will 
he most inconvenient ! i 

Kaiser, Why, to carry out 
the provisions of the Treaty. 

Emperor [interposing). Your 
pardon, that stipulation was 
suppressed at King Hujoeet’s 
request. 

Kaiser [annoyed). Oh, was 
it! Then, my friend, perhaps 
you will be so good (as my re- 
lations with the Czar are 
strained almost to breaking), 
as to station troops on the 
Kussian frontier beyond Cracow. 
Emperor [icith improvised 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 






astonishment). Why should I 
do this ? It will be most in- 
convenient. 

Kaiser, Why, to carry out 
the provisions of the Treaty. 

King [interposing). Your par- 
don ; that stipulation was sup- 
pressed at the request of the 
Emperor of Austria. 

Kaiser. Oh, was it ? [Losing 
his temper.) Then I consider 
the whole afiair as gross a 
swindle as 

Emperor [interrupthig). Kay, 
Sire, remember your birth and 


position! It is a passing an- 
noyance, but it should not move 
you. Remember, you are a Ho- 
henzoUern! Let me of?er you 
a cigarette. 

Kaiser [calming down). Well, 
perhaps I had better be quiet. 
It is more dignified. 

King [helping himself to the 
Emperorh cigarette-case). Let 
me join you. 

Kaiser, But I say, what use 
is the Treaty to either of us ? 

Emperor [with a smile). Pro- 
perly treated, it is of service to 
us all. [Lights it^ and offers 
it to his tico partners). It will 
serve as a spill for our cigar- 
ettes ! [6'cewe closes in upon the 
Treaty ending in sinohe. 

Well done, Dear I 
We ’te levelled farms, w^e’ve 
planted trees, 

And many mighty men of 
' means 

i Have shot at deer, and, if you 













THE LAST KNIGHT OF THE SEASON. 

Sir Augustus Druriolanus Covent-Gardenius Harris, C.O.C. 


please, 
A Dear ! 


Dear has shot and w’on the 
Q,ueen’s I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAWENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 20. — “Man and hoy I’ve sat 
in this House for seven years,” said Whittaker Ellis, as he reposed 
behind Ministers diffusing a sense of aldermanic respectability over 
an appreciable area of space ; “ never have I seen Irish Estimates got 
through in this style. Lord Lieutenant has his salary voted with- 
out a word of comment, and Chief Secretary will, I believe, get 
his in a couple of hours. Have known the time when it wasn’t done 
in a couple of nights.” ’ . ^ .-l 

Strange indeed the scene ; not thirty Members present whilst the 

gistrate as Cecil Roche, 
Aldermanic Respectability. a low tyrannical man, who 


ordered a low policeman to seize me — ^me, Member of Parliament for 

Clare,” ^ . . <. -li 

Jordan glared round on laughing House ; qmte incomprelmnsilue 
fhfiv should be ffuffawms: at. Marvel increased when he 


“ What had happened to Father Gil- 
LiRAN?” Jordan roared, fixing a blood- 
shot eye on Ashmead-Bartlett, who 
hadjust dropped in on Treasury Bench. 
“ Why, Father Gillikan had been sent 
to prison for a speech delivered in the 
middle of the River Shannon.” 

House shouted with laughter; began 
again when Jordan explained that Father 
Gillikan, though he had been making a 
speech in the middle of the River Shan- 
non at the moment of his arrest, ^ was 
primarily in a boat. Even that didn’t 
mend matters, and Jordan, giving up 
attempt to understand iLl-timed hilarity 
of House, dried 

Later, Tim Healy turned up, Tim 
Truculent no more. Where was the 
excited crowd he was wont to address in 


with Parnell sitting placid in their 
midst, he only quiet amid the turbulent 
throng ? Now the House more than half 
empty ; the audience irresponsive ; Prince 
Arthur sitting solitary on Treasury 
Bench with head bowed to hido the 
blushes that had mantled Ms cheek at 
hearing Tim extol his improvement since, 
in 1887, he tried Ms prentice hand as 
CMef Secretary. Prince Arthur, when 
i he rises, is careful not to introduce a 



“ Member of Parliament 
for Clax'e.” 
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discordant note. He has, he says, listened with interest to the 
able speech of the Hon. and learned Gentleman, the Member for 
North Loa<rford. There must be a di\dsion for decency’s sake ; but 
only 150 Members turn up, and no one would have been greatly 
surprised if Prince Authtjh i 


[August 1, 1891; 


surprised i± Prmee Authur 
and Tm Healy had walked 
off arm in arm into the same 
lobby. 

“ Shade of me departed 
frind, Joseph Gillis,” said 
Laloe, wearily rising to go 
forth to the division, “what 
d ’ye think of us, suppose this 
night you chance to be looking 
down from whatever answers 
with you to the Strangers’ 
Gallery, where you used to 
betake yourself after being 
suspended?” 

Business done , — Irish Yotes 
in Committee of Supply. 

Tuesday, — The alliance, 
offensive and defensive, estab- 
lished between the two Houses 
of Legislature by Lord Hen- 
man and Mr. Atkinson been 
temporarily blighted by ma- 
chinations of the enemy. 



Ieelant) to say so. Accordingly smiled on Tim with pitying air of 
superiority. “ Couldn’t understand what the Lords meant by their 
Amendment ? Well, well ; surprised at such confession from one of 
Tim’s acuteness.” 

^ Prince Aethue all the while turning over Amendment ; at length 
mterposed. “The Hon. and learned Gentleman opposite ” he oh 


sejved, asks for an explanation of this Amendment ; I frankly 
tell him I cannot give it. I don’t understand it myself, and as it 


Lalor’s Lament. 


tell him I cannot give it. I don’t understand it myself, and as 
would be undesirable to include in the 
Act a provision that might lead to 
controversy, we wiU strike it out.” 

“ And thus are our laws made ! ” 
said Sheress Wills, throwing out his 
hands in astonishment. 

Certainly a narrow escape. It was vOPP 

after this that Keay’s patent-leather 
boots glistened on the floor of House 
as he walked up to take seat below 
. Gangway;. Determined to make up 
for lost time ; led astray in all direc- 
tions j Speakee called him to order 
^th increasing sternness ; Hennikee 
, Heaton asked if he might move that 
for rest of Session he be no longer 
heard ; Speakee evidently sorely 

tempted,* here was a short sure way u^^friyv§ln^n!IlnlnS§^ 
out of the difficulty.* Faltered a 
o ^AXAxcxiu. ^oinent, then rose heroically to sense 

Henman, the other night, wanted to move for return shovdng how duty ; put aside proposal, and \ * 

many times he had been m attendance. House said it didn’t went on again for another half- \ iiw 

particularly care to know. Denman insisted ; then the Maekiss, as ^^our. “A long rigmarole,” Jokim \ % Ji 

usual, appeared on the scene, and moved that Denman shouldn’t be called the speech. This not Parlia- \ Wj 

heard tor remainder of sitting. Denman, never at loss in Parlia- mentary, but no one objected. I ^ W 

mentary strategy, wanted to move that the Maekiss’s motion should J^usiness do7ie.—Lmd Purchase Bill ^ 

be put from Chair on that day ten months. But Loed Chancelloe, got ready for Royal Assent. { ^ 

oratorical excellencies. Fi- u un paper snom or its When he sat down, it appeared he had desired that his remarks 

‘How is this ?” says AiKiifsoir, addressing the Speaxee. Matter^ cqncluded,hy astog question: 

Sme to leave opening for master of argum^tetive toltiS^ATKm^^ a<-ain Alphees Cleophas, and he set off 

SON would dart in and pink him amid auplause of fieottl’ ^ speech once more. JSusmess done.— Very little. 

leXd tr™f ^ ^ 

of ATK^MN^ote thf w?‘^mSdT®^b “ the mmden virtue of the Crown.” And 

ofCeSure^onfeC^dte^ so to-day gives notice of Vote 

“ Sorrv to be driven to this course, dear Tobt,” he said when I ^ ■- 

remorseless career’; “ have tc Majesty, a Maiden Queen, h-esh graced the Thi*one,” 

ancl go long way to delwer my noble friend Densian from thraldom eompanson made between “ Then and Now ” wi . n nt 
^sin|^ Mt mght, in response to a bait artfully thrown out by t^oM Hood could sing that Song which moved a world to tears ” 

I®®*' Setmoue &AT lately. Report in prolbably have been, “ Whoever supposed you did?" 

CA™mvT.»,»* ¥ been , close and interested attencf*t on — 

make head or tale of it, but wouldn’t do for ATiOBNEY- GENEEAifor faw^d^us? ^ ^ sufficient evidence of their French ship [ 

^ I '■ ■ 
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LAEKS POE lONDONEES. 

SiH,— Certainly throw open all our Town 
Halls for gratuitous concerts and dances! 
But that’s not half enough. Some of us don’t 
care for dancing, and abhor music. "What I 
propose is that Free Billiard-tables should be 
established in each parish. Billiards is much 
better exercise than sitting still on a chair 
listening to singing. Then there ought to be 
places where one could get municipal tobacco 
without paying for it. Tobacco is just as much 
a necessary of life as education — more so, in 
fact, in my opinion. On winter evenings it 
would also be nice to be able to step over to 
one’s Town Hall and have a glass or two of 
free ale, or “wine from the wood ’’—also from 
the rates. I don’t pay rates myself, as I 
happen to live in a fiat^ but I am sure the 
ratepayers will immediately recognise the 
justice of my demands. UsniissEi). 

SiE, — ^By all means let us try to give more 
pleasure to the people. The pleasure, however, 
should be of a distinctly elevating Idnd. I 
would advocate throwing open the South 
Kensington Hatural History Museum in the 
evening. This would be most useful, espe- 
cially to people living at the East End, and 
the amusement thus afforded, though perhaps 
not rollicking, would at all events be solid. 
To keep out undesirable characters, it would 
be as well to admit nobody who cotdd not 
produce his baptismal certificate, and a recom- 
mendation from the clergyman of his parish, 
countersigned by a resident J. P. I am sure 
that people would jump at a chance of an 
evening among the CoUoptera. 

Yours, Hatubalist. 

Sib— I cannot understand why people should 
ask for more amusement than they get at 
present. Have not they the Parks to walk 
about in ?• In wet weather they can take shelter 
under trees. In winter they ought to stay at 
home in the evenings, and enjoy reading aloud 
to their families. I would even go so far as to 
allow an occasional game at draughts. Chess 
is too exciting, and of course backgammon is 
out of the question, because of the deadly 
dice-box. For the frivolously inclined, ‘ ‘ Puss 
in the Corner” is a harmless indoor game. 
I throw out these observations for what they 
may be worth, and trusting that they will not 
be regarded as dangerously subversive of 
morahty, I remain, Yours grimly, 

Home, Sweet Home ! 

Sib,— The movement for turning our Town 
Halls into places of amusement is an excel- 
lent one. What I would like to suggest is, 
that the Yestrymen should themselves take 
part in the entertainments. Why not have 
weekly theatrical performances, with parts 
found for all local Authorities ? I feel con- 
vinced that Hamlet^ played by our Yestry, 
would be worth going miles to see. The Dust 
Contractor could play the Gliost^ while minor 
characters could be sustained by the Medical 
Officer of Health, the Chaplain of the Work- 
house, and others ; the Chairman, of course, 
would figure in the title role. A topical 
comic song, by the Board of Gruardians, with 
breakdown, might serve as a pleasing inter- 
lude; breakdoTOs in local matters are, I 
believe, not unknown already. The idea is 
worth considering. I think the Yestrymen 
owe something to the ratepayers in return for 
the votes w’-e give them. Youi’s, 

Mebby Andbewl 


Bbuisees and Boluses.— a “Champion” 
pugilist is even more presumptuous than a 
popular Pill. He claims to be “Worth a 
Thousand G-uineas a ‘ Box.’ ” 


AFTER THE SEASON. 

A Froimal Fin dc Siedc. 

Fabewell I since the Season is over, 

^ Ah me, but its moments were sw^eet ! 

You are ofl:, ria Folkestone or Dover, 

To some Continental retreat. 

On Frenchman and German you ’ll lavish 
The smiles that can madden me still ; j 
While I, with the gillie McTavi.sh, I 

Am breasting the heather-clad hill. j 

Oh,^ do you remember the dances, | 

The dearest were those we sat out, • 
How I frowned when detecting your glances j 
On others, 'which caused you to pout ? 

You are changeful and coy and capricious, | 
A weathercock easily blown ; 1 

But when shall I hear the delicious 
Ono Ti’crd that proclaims you my ewn ? 




They say that an eloquent passion 
Has long become quite out of date, 
That true love is never the fashion. 

And marriage a wearisome state. 

They conjure up many a bogie. 

To guard a man’s bachelor life, 

And keep him a selfish old fogey. 

And stop him from taking a 'wife. 

They vow that a 'wife needs a carriage. 
And opera-boxes and stalls. 

That money ’s the one thing in marriage. 
And cheques are as common as calls. 
They say women shy (like some horses) 
At vows made to love and obey ; 

They tell you drear tales of divorces. 

And scandals, the tallt of the day. 

But hang aU those cynical railings, 

Just write me one exquisite line 
To say you ’U look over my failings, 

And promise me you will be mine. 

And though I ’m aware it ’s the merest 
Small matter of detail, to clear 
The ground, I may mention, my dearest, 
I ’ve fiiU thirty thousand a year. 


Bacon and a Mouthful.— Last Friday His 
Honour Judge Bacon had to decide a case which 
was headed in the papers “ Cagliostroman- 
theon.” What a mouthful i Mrs. Chubchill- 
Jodbell, who was a fair defendant, won the 
case; and His Honour— this aweal having 
been made to His Honour by Mr. B. Play- 
FAiB, an excellent name for any gentleman, 
on or off thq stage, but especially for one de- 
scribed as “an actor,”— decided^ that His 
Honour was satisfied. Peace with Bis Honour ! 



XEW TOPtY KUESEPcY BHYME. 
{By Cambridge Farson.^*) 

['* The last reliance of the Tories in extremity is 
the policy of ‘ Dishing.’ iS'jr W. JFarcouri.] 

Hey diddle diddle, 

The voters we ’d fiddle 
Ylth Free Education— that “ boon.” 
But Wisbech birds laugh 
At such plain party “ chaff,” 

And the ‘ ‘ Dish at the polls— proves 
a “Spoon.” 


FHOM GRAKDOLPH THE EXPLORER. 

Oh, for one hour of the Amphytrion! I 
can’t even send you a digest of the news 
^generaRy, for my power to digest is already 
becoming seriously impaired. Here, indeed, 
as say the YRtches in Macbeth (I think it ’s 
the Witches, but haven’t my Shakspeare 
handy, I mean my JECandy Shakspeare, with 
me— -wish I had), ‘ Fowl is Fare.’"^ Send my 
Pilgrim’s Scrip next week. Till then, 

Yours ever, Gkandolph. 


IK THE HAME OF CHARLES DIBDIN! 

A Lay for the Lifeboat Service. 

[An urgent appeal is made on behalf of the 
Royal National Lifeboat Institution, which is 
declared to be “ in dire financial straits,’’ the deficit 
for last year being £33,000. Subscriptions and 
donations will be thankfully received by Charles 
Dibdin, Esq., Secretary, E.N.L.I., 14, St. John 
Street, Adelphi, London, W.C.] 

Tbue “tuneful Chabley is no more,” 

As Dlbdin’s Monument informs us ; 

But memory of the man who bore 
That honoured name stiR stirs and warms us. 
And here ’s another of his name, 

Who stiR the British SaRor ’s serving ; 
Then who could see without sore shame 
John Bull from his plain duty swerving ? 

Thirty-three Thousand to the bad, 

Our Lifeboat Service, once our glory ? 

Nay, John, that 'will not do, my lad ; 

Next year must teR a different story, 
Thinlc, what would “ tuneful Chabley ” say 
To such a thing ? In racy lingo, 

Upon our backs his lash he ’d lay, 

And give the slothfiR Britons stingo.” 

Thirty-five thousand lives they ’ve saved, 

Our Life-boat rescuers, abea(iy. 

The seas around onr shores they ’ve braved, 
With valour prompt and patience steady. 
ShaR they be floored for L. S. _D., 

Because John Bull his pockets buttons ? 
Then the old keepers of the Sea 
Must he, in pluck, as dead as muttons. 

True, lads, on such a text as this 
“We sadly miss old Chabley’s Rne ; ” 

But were we mute, Neptune would hiss 
His sons degenerate off the brine. 

Old “ Chabley ” spins his yarns no more 1 
He’s dead, as Scrooge declared old Marley. 
What then ? Wake up, from shore to shore. 
And— send your guineas to Chabley ! 


''Great Scot I” 

[ExtortecI, by circumstances beyond his control, 
from a stolid but unsuccessful Saxon Shootist at 
Bisley and Wimbledon, after the match at the latter 
place between picked twenties of the London 
Scottish and the London Rifle Brigade, won easily 
by the former team.] 

Oh ! the Scot lot are aR cracks at a shot, 

And extremely successful at Hunting the Pot. 
This particular “ Saxou ” the hump^ has got, 
Being Rcked by a team which is Picked and 
Scot. 
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SETTING THEIR CAPS AT HIM; OR, AN AUTOCRAT IN ODD COMPANY. 

[** Never,” said the Czae, at the Imperial dinner to A^hieh the Officers of the French Fleet ^vere invited, could I have believed that Republican Sailors, 
that Republican Soldier^, could have such a bearing.”— Timf-s, 

“ The CzAB has, at the instance of the United Stiites, oidered a temporary relaxation of the measures for the expulsion of the Jews from Russia,” — Times^ 




I m 




n Ks 




















Autocrat {aside). “ Humph ! Chaeming Ceeatuees, both j but can’t say I like theie Costumes ! ’ 


“ How liapiiy could I he with either ? ” 
Humph! N-n-o-o,! can hardly say that! 
let here wo are, tripping together. 

Republics and proud Autocrat ! 

Two oats and a Boreal Bruin I — 

So satire will say, I ^vc no doubt. 


i And some will declare it must ruin 

I The Russdom once ruled by the knout. 

I I wonder— I very much wonder— 

I T would have said- 

I fear he have looked black as thunder, 

I And savage as Huric the Red. 


Bor this did we lose the Crimea? 

Bor this did we larrup the Jews ? 

I reaUy had not an idea 
Republics could rule — and amuse. 

Miss Brance looks extremely coquettish. 
How well Miss Columbia can coax I 
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THE CAPLESS MATT ). i 

The plaintiff gave evidence that she was engaged as a sort of 
house and parlour-maid . . . and was discharged after she had ' 
been there nine days, because she refused to wear a cap . . . ' 
His Honour; I do not think she was bound to wear a cap.” — 
Daily DaperJl 

"What shall we do with our Maid ? 

How shall we treat her best ? 

ShaU the gems that are rare he strewed in her hair ? 

And shall she in silks be drest ? 

Shall we make her a gift of gold ? 

Shall we make her our queen ? Perhaps. 

But whatever we make her, wherever we take her, 

"We never must make her wear caps. 

Inmerious, capless, supreme, 

Ho just as you please evermore ; 

And wear what you will, for we shall he 
And never complain as before. 

"W e may put all our money in mines, | 

W e may put all our cheese into traps, i 

But we put, it is clear, our foot in it, dear, ! 

*Wlien we try to put you into caps. : 


THE DIFEEREHCE. 

[“ It needs no argument to show that in the summer of 1893 
Mr. Gladstone is less likely to take an active part in any 
electoral contest than he can be in the spring or autumn of 1892.” 
— Mr, JSdward Dicey ^ on “ The Next FarliamenV^'\ 

“ Time’s on our side,” said Gladstone. Dicey, too. 
Takes Edax Rerum as his friend most true. 

GLiDSTONE Time’s “Hour Glass” trusts: but Dicey’s 
blithe 

Because hopes are centred on Time’s scythe. 

Faith lives in Life, but Fear ’s most vigorous breath 
Lives “in the sure and certain hope”— of Death! 


Besignation. 


“Fire! Fire!” 
“Where? where?” 
Shaw ’s resigned. 
Then find 


Another one ! 
Many gone ? 

Fire ! Where ? 
Here ’s a scare ! ! 



A NEW WAY OF PAYING CHURCH DEBTS. 

{Vide Liverpool Daily Post” July 23, 1891.) 


The Teuton, no doubt, will look pettish. 
The Briton will grumble “ a hoax.” 

Aha I I can snub a Lord Mayor, 

And give shouting Emperors a hint ; 

I back La Belle France, Her betrayer 
My meaning must see, plain as print. 

My reply to the great Guudhall grumble 
Had less of politeness than pith. 

But— well I ’ve no wish so to humble 
My friend Mr. Emory Smith, 

Or Crawfoed, the Consul. Ho thank ye, 
Persona gratissima^ he ; 

And therefore I yield to the Yankee 
The boon I refused to J. B. 

But yet, all the same, it is funny 
To see Three like us in One Boat. 
Columbia looks dulcet as honey, 

Miss F.’s every glance is a gloat. 

I never imagined Republics 
Could have such a “bearing ” as these. 
Enioyingly as a bear cub licks 
The comb sweetly filled by the bees, 

I list to their fiattering chatter ; 

Their voices are pleasant— in praise ; 

But — ^well, though it seems a small matter, 
I don/t like that dashed Marseillaise 
And “ Israel in EggyV'^ sounds pointed’ 
/’d Pharaoh the miscreants— but stay, 
My soliloquy ’s getting disjointed. 

i ’ve promised ! Columbia looks gay, 

La Belle PYance displays a grande j^as^ 
sion ; 

My arms they unitedly press. 

One thing though ; the Phrygian fashion 
Is not my ideal of dress. 

They swear that they both love me dearly, 
Their “best of old Autocrat Chaps ! ” 
They are setting their Caps at me, clearly, 
But, — ^well, I dorCt quite like the Caps I 


TJPOW A GLOVE. 

{After the fashion — mxn'e o?* less — of Herrick , ) 

On, limp and leathery type of Social Sham, 
And Legislative Flam ! 

Which cxmnmgCxnsRTiNGnAME andMATTHEWs 
cool 

(Both prompt to play the fool, 

In free-lance fashion or official form) 

Prattled of, ’midst a storm 
Of crackling laughter, and ironic cheers, 

And sniggering, “ Hear, hears ! ” — ^ 
Thou summest well the humbug of ouy lives. 

The fistic “ bunch of fives ” 

Is not like Julia’s jewelled “palm of milk” 
Shrouded in kid or silk, 

But Julia was a sensuous little “ sell,” 

And Smith and Pritchard— well, 

One would not like a clump upon the head 
From the teak-noddled “ Ted,” 

Or e’en a straight sockdoUager from “Jem ; ” 
But somehow “bhoys ” like them. 

Who mill three rounds to an uproarious 
“house,” 

And only nap “ a mouse,” 

Though one before the end of the third bout 
Is clean “ knocked out, ’ ’ — 

Such burly, brawny buffetters for hire. 

Who in ten minutes tire, 

And clutch the ropes, and turn a Titan back 
To shun the impending thwack,— 

Such “ Champions ” smack as much of trick 
and pelf 

As venal Julia’s self. 

Graham may be a “ speciaHst,” no doubt. 
And “ Wiat is a knock-out ? ” 

May mystify ingenuous Matthews' much ; 
But Truth’s Ithuriel touch 


Applied to pulpy “Jem” and steely “ Ted,” 
(Of “ snghtly swollen ” head) 

As well as unsophisticated Cobb, 

(If Truth were “ on the job,”) 

Might find False Show and Pharisaic 
“ Stodge,”^ 

And Law-evading dodge, 

Dissimulating “Innocence,” sham bravery. 
Blind Justice, lynx-eyed knavery. 

All the material the Satirist loves, 

In those same “four-ounce gloves” ! 


OMITTED FROM PORTRAIT GALLERY 

AT THE ROYAL NAVAL EXHIBITION. 

Portrait of William Hatley, Black-Eye’d 
Susan, and Captain Crosstree, R.H. 

Portrait of Tom Bowline. Also a picture of 
Davy Jones, to be presented by Mr. Frederick 
Locker. 

A Horse Marine, a.d. 1815. 

Portrait of William Taylor, as a gajjroung 
fellow. Also his affianced bride, as ‘ ‘ William 
Carr,” after she had “ dabbled her lily-white 
hands in the nasty pitch and tar.” 

Picture of somebody, name unknown, in- 
quiring of Benjamin Bolt whether or no he 
happened to remember “Sweet Alice, sweet 
Alice with hair so brown, who wept with 
delight when you (B.B.) gave her a smile, 
and trembled with fear at your (B.B.’s) 
frown ? ” The portrait also of the aforesaid 
Alice, evidently rather a weak-minded young 
person. 

Also pictures of “Pol” and “Partner 
Joe;” and a likeness of “Black Brandon,’ 
very rare, in “penny plain” form, or “ two- 
pence coloured.” 
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“'W'elcome the Coming- 


WITH THE B. M. A. AT BOURIMEIWOUTH. 

In’ order to satisfy myseH as to truth in conflicting reports about 
Bournemouth as a summer resort, I take express 12*30 from 
Waterloo, and go straight away to my terminus, stopping, if 1 
remember rightly, only tmce on the road. First-rate run, through 
lovely scenery, vuth the London and South-Western Pack ; found at 
Waterloo, and, with the exception of a slight check of only three 

minutes at 
Southampton 

S Water^ — scent 

where water is, I 

another of a few 
seconds at Broc- 
ran 

int(^our quarry 

Station West, in 
just 

wise smokinff- 

“ ‘Welcome tub Coming ” ^°GenCTaii3^im- 

‘‘There, my dear Sii-; tliere’a your room, and I’m only derstood ^that 
charmed to hare your company.” —Jiii'aoi/rem Speee/i 0/ Rnumemnn+li io 
theSearty Eotel-Fropnetw to Vn-ilUistAous riktor. flS^oSie Carlo 
or STioe, or Monaco, or Riviera of England. May be it is ; if 
so,^ Monte Carlo and the rest can’t be so hot in summer as they are 
pamted, for Bournemouth just now is (I speak of the last week in 
July) at a delightfully mean temperature, — ^if I may be allowed to 
■use the word ‘‘mean” without implying any sort of disrespect for 
the Boumemouthers. 

i Bournemouth apparently cro’wded. Do not remember it on any 
previous occasional visit, in autumn or spring, so crowded as at this 
present moment. Odd! 

“Not at all,” explains flyman; “British Medical Association 
here. All sorts of festivities. Hotels all crowded. Lodgings too.” 

If the worst come to the worst. I shall have to spend a night in a 
bathing-machine. Not bad: ifhne. Can be callea early ; then sea- 
bath ; also man to bring hot water and towels. While speculating 
on this probability, we arrive at 

Royal^ Bath Hotel * — Flag flying, showing that British Medical 
Associalnon Family are at home. Other flags elsewhere express 
same idea. B. M. A. at home everywhere, of course. Array of 
servants in brown liveries and gilt buttons in outer hall, preparing 
to receive visitors. ^ Pleasant and courteous Manager — evidently 
Manager — with foreign accent receives me smilingly. “Any difli- 
culty about rooms?’’ I ask, nervously. “None whatever in your 
case, returns courteous Manager, bowing most graciously as he 
emphasises the possessive pronoun. In the hall are trim young ladies, 
pleasant matroifly laches, chorus of young porters and old porters, 
^ smfljng, and awaiting my lightest bow and heaviest baggage, 
i m to be shown up.” [Ahsit omen!) However, I am shown up. 

• tharmng room: sea-yiew, nearly all the views from the windows of 
Boyal Bath are sea- views, take the Bath which way you will ; and 
: the welcome is so warm, it ought to be The Warm Bath Hotel. 

; I am Jboking for something which has probably been left in the 
: haU. Let me see,” I say^ musingly, to myself, as I look round; 

w;here s my waterproof with two capes ? I’ve missed— er ” I 

1 hesitate^ being still uncertain. 

, -^.spri^htly Boots is going hurriedly out of the room. He pauses 
m Ms smtt career, as catching my last words. 1 hear him repeat. 

mssed^r—’’ md then “Capes.” To this be adds, sharply, 
“Yes, Sii,_I’ll tell him,” and vajiishes. 

‘ Tdl himf” Oh, probably he means that he ■will tell the other 
Roots to brmg TO my waterproof with the doable capes. But to Tn»lr» 
Msoraaoe doublv sure, I go to the top of the stairs and call out. 
Wrapper— -with two oapes— probably in the haU— don’t see it here.” 
io wJiioh, from somewhere down below in obscurity, the voice of 

• “Capes in the hall,” then something 

inaudible, finishing with, ‘^up there.” ^ 


I return to my apartment. Lovely view. Open window. Balmy 
and refreshing breeze. Becoming aware of the fact that I have left 
the door open, expecting return of Boots with waterproof wrapper, 
I am turning to shut it, when “to me enters” as the old stage- 
directions have it, a distinguished-looking gentleman, bearded and 


made some mistake in the number of his room. At least, I hope the 
mistake isn’t on my part, or^ on the urbane Manager’s part, in 
putting me up here. Smart visitor bows. I am about to explain 
that he is in error, and that this is my room, when he deprecates any 
remark by saying, “Delighted to meet you; my name is Capes. 
The porter told me you wished to see me. I am sure, Sir, I am more 
than delighted to see you!^^ and he proffers his hand, which I take 
and shake heartily, at the same time wondering where on earth we 
have met before, and why he should be so effusively joyful at seeing 
me again. Suddenly, as I release his hand, I see where the mistake 
is, and how it has arisen. A brilliant flash of inernory recalls to my 
mind that in an advertisement I have read how this hotel belongs to 
Mr. Capes,— Mr. Nokfolk Capes, F.E.G-.S.^ &c., &c. This amiable 

f entleman who bids me welcome so heartily is the Proprietor himself, 
also am delighted. “ Yery kind of him to take this trouble,” I say. 
“Not at all,” he won’t hear of there being any special kindness 
on his part. And as to trouble !— well, he scouts that idea with an 
energetic wave of his hand. Now, he wants to laiow, what will I 
do, where will I go, what will I take ? Section A. of the Medical 
Association is meeting in the Town Hall, but I shall be late for that ; 
or “perhaps,” suggests the considerate Proprietor, “you would like 
to rest a bit before dinner at seven. Then there ’s the Concert after- 
wards. I have tickets for you, and no doubt on your return you ’ll 
have a cigar in the smoking-room with your friends, and be glad to 
get to bed.” 

I thanlc him: most kind. I say, smilingly, that “No doubt, 
shall meet some friends ; ” a remark which seems to tickle him 
immensely. As a matter of fact, however, I confide to him that I 
should prefer keeping myself quiet this evening, as I have so much 
to do to-morrow morning. 

“Of course you have,” assents the Proprietor most sympathetically. 


“And you’d like to rest as much as possible to-night after your 
journey. You ’d like a table to youi’self a little later. No— no— no 
thanks, I’m only too delighted.” 


And, so saying, the kind Proprietor leaves me to see to the 
hundred-and-one things he has to do to-day, only stopping the Boots, 
who now arrives with the double-caped waterproof 1 had sent 
him for, to point me out to him, and to tell him to order a private 
table forme in the salle d manger “at — at?” — he queries — and I 
reply by inquiring if I may fix it for 7*45, as the room will be quieter 
then. “Certainly,” says Mr. Noefolk Capes, without making the 
slightest difficulty about it. Then, turning to Boots, he says, 
“ 7*45,” whereupon Boots repeats the mystic formula. And thus ’tis 
arranged. 

Delightful gardens of Hotel. Stroll out on to cliff. Beautiful air, 
not the least enervating. On the contrary, refreshing, lieturning 
later on to dress, I see the mile d manger full to overflowing. The 
Medicals are aU feeding well and wisely, as Medicals ought to do. A 
pleasant company. Only a few of the younger and idler spirits remain 
when I sit down to my dinner about eight. Excellent cuisine. 
Couldn’t be better. Salmon-trout from Christchurch, Poole pickles, 
beef from Bosoombe, Hampshire ham with Bournemouth beans. For 
wine^ Peter Pommery ’80 ; and the whole to finish with Corfe Castle 
Korffee, a Lyndhurst liqueur, and cigar in the sea-garden, or garden 
o’erlooking the sea. 

Lovely night. Then, after a stroll, “to bed,” as Lady Macbeth 
observes. Sensible person, Lady Mac. 

On second thoughts will look at papers in smoldng-room . Am alone 
at first, but in a few minutes room crowded Medical Association has 
returned in force. I catch occasional bits in conversation : — 

“Pity McSimmum (or some name very lilce this) couldn’t come. 
Great pity ; missed him immeDsely.” (Here several stories about 
McSimmtjMj all evidently more or less good, and all interesting. I 
myself begin to wish that McSimmum had arrived. He would have 
been an acquisition.) More medical men of various ages and with 
variety of spectacles. All enjoying themselves thoroughly, — quite 
medical boys out for a holiday, — but every one of them, indivi- 
dually and collectively, intensely regretting the absence of Dr. 
McSimmto, I hear the voice of my friend Mr. Capes in the passage. 
I -y^l ask Mr. Capes about this celebrated Dr. McSimmxjm, whom 
wdently I ought to know, at least by repute. Perhaps 1 have known 
him by sight for years ; perhaps he is a man with whom I often dine 
at the Club, and who entertains us in the smoking-room with strange 
stones of odd patients. His name I have heard long ago. Was it 
McSimmum ? Not unlikely. Can’t remember.! 

Mr. Capes is energetically explaining and protesting to everybody. 


the hum and buzz of voices, I catch what he is saying. It is. 
My dear Sir, Dr. McSimmum is here. I ’ve seen him. He dined 
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alone. He said lie preferred it, as lie had so much to do to-morro'w.’’ 
Then several exclaim, “ But where is he now 7 ” 

“I don’t hnovr,” replies the Proprietor. “Most likely, hein^ 
tired, he has g:one to bed. I myself showed him to his room, Ho. 142, 
on his arrival.” 

Heavens I The number of my room— is 142 ! Hot aDotlier man in 
there! Ho. ... I see it all now. I am Dr, McBunmil The 
real McSi^imu^i hasn’t arrived, and he hasn’t sent a message. 
This accounts for my welcome, and the absence of all difficulty in 
obtaining a room. But if he arrives now 1 where shall 7 be ? 

“What’s that about McSiMiruii?” says a jovial voice, coining 
right into the midst of them. 

To which inquiry responds a chorus, “He’s here! Mr. Capes 
says so, but no one’s seen him.” 

“And no one’s lilcely to,” returns the cheery speaker. “He’s 
staying with some friends a little way out of the town. He has just 
sent me a note by hand to say that he won’t occupy his room till 
to-morrow, and will be much obliged if Mr. Capes will forward by 
bearer a bag that was labelled and addressed to the room taken for 
him here, Ho. 142.” 

“But ” exclaims the Proprietor, aghast, “ but ” 

At this moment I catch sight of the man 'svith the cheery voice. 
Saved! I know him. It is my old friend, Sir Johnt HjIHTLEY, M.D., 
who, years ago, told me there was nothing the matter with me, only 
I must take a holiday and go abroad to get better (most excellent 
advice, and I’v^e nev^er been quite well since), and who now exclaims, 
'with all his old breadth of manner, “What you here! Bravo! 
^Ye ’ll make you an honorary member I ” 

The Proprietor looks at me, and I at the Proprietor. I know what i 
is passing through the mind of Mr. Hoefolk Capes, P\E.Gr.S. and | 
P.R.B.H. I hasten to relieve his anxiety by savung, “ Thanks ; I’m i 
here only for the night ; I ’m off to-morrow. I’ve just come down ^ 
here to look for a house. By the way, I rather think that Dr. 
McSimmum’s bag must be in my room. Let ’s see.” 

So I depart with the Proprietor. Explanations en route. Dr. 
McSimmum’s bag has been ^aced in my room, I should say in hh 
room. But I ’ve got the apartment, and if it hadn’t been for the 
mistake, I should have been homeless and houseless, and a wanderer 
on the face of the sand at Bournemouth. Must write to that best of 
all doctors, McSimmum, and thank him for not coming to-night. 

As it is I spend a delightful evening with the Members of the 
B. M. A. here assembled, in the smoking-room. The conversation is 
chiefly about the use of alcohol and tobacco as poisons. The decision 



arrived at towards one o’clock A.ir., or, more correctly speaking, the 
Inn-decision, is that, on this particular occasion, one glass more of 
something or other, and just one last pipe or cigar, cannot possibly 
hurt anybody. This is carried nem. con, : and so, subsequently, we 
adjourn, not carried but walldng, soberly and honestly, to bed. 

Hext morning up with the lark, indeed a trifle _ earlier, and after 
examining Bournemouth and finding excellent residences up above in 
beautiful air where it must always be breezy, I thanlc Mr. Horpole 
Capes, E.E.C.S. and P.E.B.H. for the hospitality shown me in his 
exceptionally pleasant house, and I return by the swift 2*5 P.ar. train, 
which lands me at Yau:^alL at 4*30 to the moment. Of course I 
am now expecting my diploma as Honorary Member of the British 
Medical Association. 


Another Jubilee.— That of the Old Stagers at Canterbury. Free 
List entirely suspended at the Theatre, vdth the exception of just 
A Scrap of Paper in the house. 


KURDS AND AWAY! 

I^TDiGNANT we Spoke out, and an^^ amount 

Of strong language we used when we read the account, 

And a tear slowly rolled down our cheek 
when we heara 

Of the youthful Miss Gr. and the Kidnapping 
Kurd. 

YT e sat in our chairs, and, quite reckless of 
life, Pmif e ; 

YTe wiped out the insult with war to the 
And it only redoubled our anger to read 
That the girl— s 3 they said— had abandoned 
her creed. 

Such a thing was absurd, and, of course, 
wasn’t true ; 

Much perplexed, we all wondered what we 
ought for to do. 

Though we heard with delight they were on the girl’s track, 
And we wept in our joy when we knew she was back. 

But the wonderful ending remains to be told , 

For the maiden was fond of the warrior bold, 

And embracing her husband (as is usual with brides) 

Mrs. Aziz embraced his religion besides. 

So our tears were aE wasted, our threats all in vain, 

Y’'e can now feel quite calm and collected again. 

At the fate of the lady we all should rejoice. 

She is happy with Aziz, the man of her choice. 

Good luck to the bridegroom ! Good luck to the bride ! 

Good luck to the knot they have hastily tied ! 

Yr^ith all due respect, let us venture to say 

That we hope from her Kurd she will not run away ! 


EGBERT SEES THE PHOTOGEAEE TAKEIH. 

IYell, I have seen some grandly hintresting sites in mv time, I 
have, but never, no never, did I see anythink to ekal the picter as I 
seed on the werry larst aay of July larst week, when, by such a 
series of good lucks as I ardly ever had afore, I was priveledged for 
to see the Eite Honerable the Lord Mare 
prepare hisself, with his two lately be- 
nighted Sheriffs, in the most scrumptious 
of their many rich dresses, and with the 
soEd gold Carsket as was guv to the 
Hempereb of Garmany about a fortnight 
ago, and had most misteriously cum 
back from abroad, all for to be photo- 
grafied altogether in one big grune, with 
aH the Aldermen as they coud find handy 
in their rich crimson silk dresses, and 
several werry Common Counsellers and 
Town Clarks and Eemembrensers, et 
setterer, in border as the longing world 
may see what sorts of Gents they was, 
and how they all looked when in their 
werry best close, and vdth their lovely 
solid gold deckorations on (as the Hem- 
PERER and the Prince of AYales begged and prayed as they might 
have one a-peace) who arranged and carried out the grandest show 
of modern times, wiz, when the German Hemperor and his wife 
cum to Guildhall. Oh, wasn’t they a long wile before the Gent coud 
get ’em aU into good places, and didn’t they all look sollem, when he 
said, “ Ouite steddy, please ! ” 

But not noboddy as reddily gives a ginny for a mere coppy of what 
I saw dun, will see all I saw without paying no ginny, and that was, 
to see the hole grand picter built up, as it were, beginning with the 
Lord Ma-re in his white hermine robe of poority and nis black 
Cocked Hat of Power all most bewtifooBy and kindly arranged for 
him by the hartistic Sheriff. 

And then what a lesson on trew humility, to see the Lord Mare, 
in all his glory, retire to the Committee’s dressing-room, and there 
strip hisseu to his werry shirt-sleeves and clothe hisself in the mere 
hordnaiy close of common humanety ! 

Ah ! I henvys no man his persessionof the bewtiEool Photygraff, for 
T, almost alone, can say, tho but a pore hed "VYaiter, I saw the grand 
pictur grow like] a bevdifool dream, and then saw it fadeaway like a 
strawbery hice on a Summer’s Day I Egbert, 


La Politesse de Portsmouth. — The French Fleet may depend 
upon a courteous welcome at Portsmouth by the Mayor, wno is the 
“Pink” of Politeness. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[August 8, 1891. 



"A LONG DISTANCE SWIM.” 

[“ 9'“ Session began before last year -was closed. It lias been a Session 
full of anxiety, full of fatigue. I am thankful to agree with, your Lordship 
m thinking that the people of this country will recognise that it has been a 
Session of hard andTiiluable work .”— Scthshury at the Mansion Ilouse}\ 

Don’t talk about Webb, Finney, Fisher, or Dalton; 

As Long Distance STvimmer our Solly stands iirst, 

His mid watery way never tempted to halt on, 

Undaunted by cold as by hunger or thirst. 

Hine months in the waves, though, no man may enjoy : 

So he ’s glad that at last he ’s in sight of the buoy. 

lD.^ovember last year he first entered the water, 

To start on this special, most arduous swim, 

It was cold, with the wind in a winterly quarter. 

But winds, like the waves, have small terrors lor him, 

^u remember accounts that the papers then gave 
(Here’s an extract) concerning this King of the Wave. 

“ Solly (of Hatfield), and Smiee (who hails from Greenlands), 
started yesterday (November 25), for a second attempt— the first 
havmg been a failure— to swim from Tithes Pier to Purchase Point 
unfavourable time of the year for such an unpre- 
cedented feat of natation, but the Hatfield Champion was confident 
01 success. He IS a perfect whale at long-distance immersions, and 
has^ been heard to talk of ‘ twenty years of resolute ’ swimming 
against stream as a comparative trifie. His ‘pal and pardner ’ 
Smipe— more commonly known as the Sanguine Old ’Un— was 
equaKy coimdent. Two boats accompanied the Champion, in one of 
which was his trusty Pilot, Smiee, and in the other a Party of their 
Mutual One thing, indeed, tos in the Hatheld man’s 

tavoim: his lately coo^ and contemptuous competitors had been 
weeded out by a fortuitous^ series of adverse circumstances, 

cynical but excusable elation, 
subsequently caBed that beneficent disease, the Infiuemza.’ The 
which not long ago looked dangerous, had become 
so thorougMy demoralised by mutual hostilities and disputes between 
them and their backers, that there was not a single ‘Paddy’ pre- 
pared to enter the water when the signal ‘gun’ fired for the start. 


Solly, therefore, had it all to hinaself ; the performance practically 
resolves itself into a trial of his sldll and endurance, and the ‘ Scythe 
Bearer is the only enemy against whom the Great SAvimnier has to 
measure himself. Indeed, he covered what may bo called the first 
stage of his Ion? journey with ease, and in an unexpectedly short 
time. Nevertheless, it is to be feared that ‘later on’ he will have to 
contend against cold, little or no sun, northerly breezes, &c. ; the 
flowing tide ’ will assuredly not always be with him, and before he 
gets to the end of his brinv journey, even the Hatfield Wonder will 
probably have had enough of it.’ ” 

True prognostication I But skilful natation 
Despite some “anxiety” and much “fatigue,” 

Has “^pulled Solly through ” to his “pardner’s elation.” 

Together they’ve plodded o’er many a league 
Of big tumbling billows. See those in the roar ! 

They were ridden with skill, though regarded with fear. 

The flowing tide ” fails him, but side-stroke and breast-stroke 
Alternately serve him; fatigued but unhurt. 

Like CiESAR, he swims. “ Now mate, put on your best stroke ! ” 
■nr o OT^yaithful Smieey, his pilot. ‘ ‘ One spurt, 

My Sol ! Two or three more strong strokes and ’tis done ; 

Our Long Swim, for the Buoy is at hand, and we ’ve won ! ” 

OPEEiTic Bibbs.— M. Maueui, can sing but didn’t -wish to sing in 
Mr. IsiDOEE BE Tea-ia-Laea’ 8 new Opera, The Light of Mia. 
Where was Tea-ia-Laea when The Light of Asia didh’t coke out ? 
M. Matoel seems to have said, that, if the Opera were produced this 
season, he d be blowed if he sang, and the Opera would probably be 
operatically speaking. That’s the Moral 
or Matjrel of the story. The Light of Asia mustn’t be snuffed 
out altogeth^, but it may want trimming a bit, in order to shine as 
brightly as Tra-la-Lara expects it to do next season. There ’s a 
good time coming, and good tunes too, we hope. 

^ lip the list of outside con- 

tributors, Afr, Punch s Private Secretary regrets having omitted the 

the friend of the Bloomsburians, and 
the determined foe of Mud Salad Market and Monopolisers. “ J. H. ” 
or, to reverse the initials, “Honest John,” will now be satisfied. ’ 
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VOCES POPULI 

BANK HOLIDAY. 

Scene— TA fi Crystal Palace. The Nave is fil 
of^ Fleasure-seehers. Every free seat 


teoHLEY — with dmnal residts). They are cures those hlackies ! 

carn’t ’ardly tell the men from the 'vvimmin I I expect 


of Pleasure-seeher<i ■pJ.V Zi7 uu uay K^netsea K^noriey, uooa lOD we can't 'ear 'em. iney say as nig-gers' 

distant view of n oommanding the most music is sometldii downright horfnl. Give ns Hi-tideJly-ki^^ on 

Performance on the Great Stage, has that mouth-orgin o’ yours, will yer ? 

enjoy the spectacle of other iess mmctual stand and [Yauxhall Toilet obliges 07i that instrument; everyone in the neigh-^ 

MaU and^emae < hourhood begins to jig mechanically ; exeunt party, dancing. ^ 

foTentor Xrm ^ ‘‘ Hopinm-eater ±W Java/ That ’s the stni! 

’Aeey * which consists in cl dance of the Lower-class they gits as stoopid as hiled howls on— it’s about time ive went and 

nothing. In the Grounds the fayicy of young men and maidens DuElNG the Fieewoeks. j 

thoughts of love ; the first dawn of the tender Chorus of Spectators. There ’s another lot o’ bloomin’ rockets gowin 

on the part of the youth, by chasing ^ Oo-oo, ’ynt that lur-uvly ? "What a lark if the sticks come 
his chai mer into a corner and partially throttling her, whereupon do'wn on somebody’s ’ed ! There, didyer see ’em bust ? Puts me in 
me maiaen coyty conveys that his sentiments are not unrecipro- iiund of a shower o’ foiry smuts. Lor, so they do— what a fancy you 
cgted by thumping him between the shoulders. From time to do ’aye, &e., &c. 

tme, two champions contend with fists for the smiles of beauty. Coding Hohe. 


cated by thumping him between the shoulders. F'om time to ‘ 
tme, two champions contend with fists for the smiles of beauty 
who may usually be heard bellowing inconsolably in the back- 

nrnti.nd A stvYinllh/td • 


ground. A. small but increasing 
per-centage have already had 
as much liquid refreshment as 
is good for them, and intend to 
have more. Altogether, the 
scene, if festive, might puzzle 
an Intelligent^ Foreigner who 
is^ more familiar with Con- 
tinental ideas of enjoyment. 

A Damsel {in a ruiy plush hat 
with a mauve feather). Why, if 
they yn’t got that bloomin’ ole 
statute down from Charin’ Cross ! 
What ’s doin’ of down ’ere, I 
wonder ? 

Her Swain {whose feather is 
only pink and white paper). Doin’ 
of? Tykin’ ’s d’y orf— like the 
rest of us are tykin’ it. 

The Damsel {giggling). You go 
on — you don’t green me that w’y 
— a statute ! 

Swain. Well, ’yn’t this what they 
call a “ Statutory” ’Oliday, eh ? 

Damsel {in high appreciation of 
his humour). I ’ll fetch you sech a 
slap in a minnit ! ’Ere, let ’s gow 
on the Swissback. 

Another Damsel {in a peacock- 
blue hat with orange pompons). 
See that nekked young man on the 
big ’orse, Ale ? It says “ Castor ” 
on the stand. ’Oo was ?, 

Alf. Oh, j’d’now. Idessayit’ll 
be ’im as invented the Castor lie. 

The Damsel {disgusted). Fancy 
their puttin’ up a monument to hml 

Superior ’Airy {talking Music- 
halls to his Adored One). ’Ave you 
’eard her sing “ Come where the 
Booze is Cheapest 9 

The Adored. Lots o’ toimes.- I 
do like ^er singing. She mykes 



An Old Gentleman {who has come out iciththe object of observing 

Bank Holiday ynanners — which he 
has done from a respectful distance 
his friend, as they settle dozen 
in an empty first-class compart- 
ment). There, now we shall just 
fret comfortably off before the crush 
T ^ begins. Yow, to me, y ’know, this 

has been a most interesting and 
gratifjdng experience— wonderfid 
spectacle, all that immense crowd 
enjoying itself in its own way — 
lil boisterously, perhaps, but, on the 

whole, with marvellous decorum! 
Peally, very exhilarating to see — 
don’t agree with me ? 

^ Friend {reluctantly). Well, 

li I ^ must say it struck me as rather 

M 1%. 4 \ pathetic than 

i K l / {i^stijy). Pathetic, Sir 

L — ^nonsense ! I like to see people 

f J putting their heart into it, whether 

/ h \ a ^ '^ork. Give me a 

[ ^ \ if in answer to this prayer, 

t W \ there is a sudden irruption of 

S F \ typical Bank Holiday-makers 

m t I Man by the Window. Third- 

m / \ class as good as fust, these days ! 

IJU \^/| I There ’s^ ole Feed 1 Wayo, Feed, 

m ml§i \ tumble in, ole son — ^room for one 

W ifi.f \ uiore standin’ ! 

M HK [“Ole Feed” plays himself in 

il m /kA ^ triumphal blast on a 

ffl ^ after which he 

ffll playfully hammers the roof 

mw wK zcith his stick, as he leans 

against the door. 

^ Where ’s my blanky 

friend ? I ’it ’im one on the jaw, 




sentimentally, at the top a 


^ of a 

do ItIlq ’yr singing. She mykes " natur'ally pozeerful voice.)" (jom- 

sech comical soxgns— and then the things she sez I But I ’ye ’card 1 rides, Com-rides I Hever since we was boys I Sharin’ each other’s 

-■L * • 1 J 1 . - 3 - _X - ' « n I,, 


she ’s very common in her tork, and that— or/ the styge. 


Sharin’ each bother’s- beer 1 ” 


Kiss in the King P 

Among the Ethnological Models. 


Ole Fred {Q'oaring). “ I ’m jolly as a Sandboy, I ’m ’appy as a 
king 1 Ko matter what I see or ’ear, I larf at heyerything ! I’m the 
morrE of my moth-ar, (^o 0. G.) the himage of your Par ! And 
hevervthink I see or ’ear. it makes me larf * Ar-harl ’ ” 


Wife of British Workman {spelling out placard under Hottentot heverythink I see or ’ear, it makes me larf ‘ Ar-har! 
^oup). “It is extremely probable that this interesting race will [He laughs Ar~har,^^ after which he gives < 


Group). “It is extremely probable that this interesting race will 
be completely exterminated at no very distant period.” Pore 
things I 


[He laughs '''' Az'-har,^'^ after which he gives a piercing blast 
upon the trumpet, with stick obbligato on the roof. 

The 0. G. {roused). I really must beg you not to be such an 


British Workman {with philosophy). Well, I shan’t go inter infernal nuisance 1 There are women and children here wh< 

-in . rt . J. M V t / w /-N7-7 Tr.-J CiT- 1 11 ^1.^-1 » / r. /I 


mournin’ for ’em, Salree I ^ Shet up, ole umbereller whiskers ! {Screams of laughter 

Lambeth Larrikin {in a pasteboard pickelhaube,^'* and a false from women and children, zchich encourage him to sing again.) 
nose, thoughtfully, to Batteesea Bill, who is wearing an old grey “ An’ the roof is cemper-bottomed, but the chimlies are of gold. In 
chimney-pot hat, with the brim uppermost, and atoiv wig, as they my double-breasted mausion in the Strand!” {To peopleonplat- 
contemplate a party of Botocudo natives). Bum the sights these ’ere form, as train stops.) Comem, oh, lor, do! “ Oi-tiddly-oi-toi I 
savidges make o’ theirselves, ain’t it Bill ? hoi-toi-oy ! ” 

Batt. Bill {more thoughtfully). Yer right— hut I dessay if you [The rest take up the refrain-— Ave a drink a)7 wet your 
and me ’ad been born among that lot, we shouldn’t care ^oiv we <§•«?., and beat time with their boots. 

looked I The 0. G, If this abominable noise goes on, I shall call the guard 

Vauxhall Toilet {who has exchanged headgear with Chelsea —disgraceful, coming in drunk like this ! 
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THE FESTIVE FORCEPS. 

{A Dream of the Dentist's Chair.) 

The Man hy the Window. ^Ere, dry up, Guy’nor— ’e ain’t ’ad 
enongh. to ’urt ’im, ’e ain’t! 

Chorus of Females [to 0. G.). An’ Bank ’Oliday, too — yon orter 
to be ashimed o’ yerseli, you ought ! ’E’s as right as right, if you 
on’y let him alone! 

Old Fred [to 0. G.). Ga-arn, yer pore-’arted ole choiner boy! 
[Says ^ dismally)., “ Ow ! for the vanished Spring-time ! Ow! for the 
dyes gorn bov ! Ovr ! for the” — [changing the melody) — “ ’omeless, 
I wander in lonely distress. !N*o one ter pity me — ^none ter caress!” 
[Here he sheds tears., overcome hy his own pathos, hut presently 
cheers up.) ‘ ‘ I dornce all noight ! An’ I row! ’ome toight ! I ’m a 
rare-un at a rollick, or I’m ready fur a foight.” Any man ’ere 
wanter f oi^ht me ? Don’t say no, ole Frecklefoot ! [To the 0. G., 
who persptres freely.) Oh, I am enj’yin’ myself! 

{He keeps up this agreeable rattle, without intermission, for the 
remainder of the Journey , which — as the train stops every- 
where, and takes quite three-quarters of an hour in 
getting from Queen^s Foad, Dattersea, to Victoria — 
affords a signal proof of his social resources, though it 
somewhat modifies the 0. G.’s enthusias7n for the artless 
gaiety of a Bank Holiday. 


On the Square.” 

“ A CH:EQxrE-]MATE ’s a husband who ’s found a good catch,” 
So lisp rosy lips that romance little reck. 

Yes, and many a close “ matrimonial ” match 
Is won by “ perpetual cheque.” 


AH ’UMBLE CORKECTIOlSr. 

In “ The ITew Yachting,” a discursive paper, pleasantly wiitten by 
Sir Moeell Mackenzie, M.D., in The Forhiightly for this month, 
the author quotes a verse from the old song of “7^m Collins, or, 
as he writes it, ''John Collins'^ (by way of proving that the drink 
known by that name was originated by this individual), but quotes 
it, to the best of our knowledge and belief, inaccurately. It was set 
to the air of “ Jenny Jones, and thus it ran : — 

“ My name is Jim Collins, ‘‘ And my hokkipashun 

’Ead-vaiter at Limmers*, Is sarvin’ out liquors 

The comer of Conduck Street, To such sportin’ covies 

’Anover Sq^yare. As chance to come thcre.^' 

This, we venture to assert, savours more of the old bar and the 
ancient sanded doors, more of the by-gone Cider Cellars and extinct 
Vauxhall Gardens, more of the early mornings and late nights, more 
of the rough-and-ready “P. B.” times, than the veneered version 
for the drawing-room given us by Sir M. M., M.D. We may be 
wrong, but— we don’t thinlc we are. 


AFTEE LUNCH. 

A Fancy Sketch, Copied from Cohh. 

[“ There are numerous instances of Members of the legal profession having 
acquired habits of intemperance in consequence of the facilities for procuring 
alcoholic drinks in the building, and the difficulty of obtaining tea and 
coffee.” — Cohb, on the Refreshment Bars of the Law Courts ] 

Scene — Apartment in the Chancery Division. Time, 2*15 p.m. 
Judge, Bar, Solicitors, and Public discovered in a state moi'e 
easily imagined [hy Mr. Cobb) than descinbed. 

Judge [thickly). What want t’know— what-do-next ? [Smiles.) 
Yerv hot ! Very hot indeed ! [Frotmis. 

First Q.C. [I'ising unsteadily). P’raps m’Lord let m’explain! 
Case of Broivn-yeisvi's- Smith, should say — course — ^/?^^i^/i-versus- 
Brown. (A^meVes.) Absurd! Can’t-say-more ! {Sits down abruptly. 
Judge [angrily). Very irregular this ! Commit — contempt— Court ! 
Second Q.C. [leaning luxuriously on desk). P’raps m’ Lord let me 
explain. Learned friend— drunk ! {Disappears under his seat. 

Judge [angrily, to Second d. C.) So you! so everybody! [With 
maudlin tenderness.) Must respect Court ! [Savagely.) You are all 
disgusting— disgustingly— ’tosticated! Adjourn — morrow mornin’. 
Usher, brandy sodah ! {Scene closes in’—fortimately ! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 27.— Quite like old times to- 
night. Public business interrupted, and private Member suspended* 
The victim is Atkinson, Member for Boston; been on the ram- 
page all last week ; a terror to the Clerks’ 
table; haunting the Speakek’s Chair, and 
making the Scrgoaiit-at- Arms’s Besli creep. 
Decidedly inconvenient to have a gentleman 
S m j with pale salmon neck-tie and white waist- 
coat, suddenly popping his head round 
Speakek’s Chair, and crying, “Ah, ah!” 
“No, you don’t!” “Would you, then?” 
and other discursive remarks. Curious how 
Atkinson, indulging in these luxuries him- 
hotly resents attempts by others to enjoy 
similar exotics of conversation. Narrating 
his grievances just now, he dwelt with espe» 
cial fervour on one of them. “ One of the 
Clerks,” he told the House, “when I showed 
him a Motion, said, ‘Oh! oh!’ I said, 
‘ Don’t say “ Oh ! oh ! ” to me.’ ” 

/‘Why not?” asked Hankey, with that 
direct, almost abrupt manner that becomes a 
Magistrate for Surrey and Chairman of the 
Consolidated Bank. “ Why not ? Are you 
r/Fl9 have monopoly of this simide interjection ? 

if i(\ ® to appropriate all the O’s in the 

/ fl alphabet ? Is not a Clerk at the Table a man 

/ // ^ brother, and why may he not, if the 

I active brain, say, 

That rather floored Atkinson; brought 
him (so to speak) to his senses. Told me 
^ afterwards he had never looked on matters 
No Hankey -Pankey in that light. Great advantage having a 
with me. jnan like Hankey going round prepared at 

moment’s notice to take common-sense view of situation and depict 
it in terse language. Sobering effect on Atkinson only momentary. 



August 8, 1891 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


^^y-Cr 


~ / ( 

V _V Afi^'re^ 


'4 i^Pt£:^P 




^4P?*I' 








THE BUSY PARLIAMENTARY BEES ON THE WING. 
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WMlst SPEAKEUvas narrating circumstances OEwHcli lie had based weather. Been a long Session, and a weary one. Only sense of 

charge against him of friTolous and Texatious conduct, Member for duty to our 4 ueen and Country kept us here unto this last. 

Boston was bouncing about on seat like parched pea, shouting out, “And now I’m oi£,” said Sage op Queept Aite-e’s Oate. “ I 
“Oh I oh!” “Ah! ah!” “I^o you don’t!” and offering other don’t know how you’ll get on "without me, dear boys.” 
pertment but fragmentary remarks. ^ “We’ll try, we’ll try,” murmured the Conseryatives gathered in 

Eeminds me,” said Member for Saek, “of the scene in the the smoke-room for the last cigarette. 

Yarden household, when AAyys returns expecting to be re- “You see,” the Sage continued, “some lives are valuable to the 

mstated in^er old place of predominance, near the person of DoUy^s country, and must be eared for, whatever violence is done to private 
mother. You remember how, when she finds the game is up, she feeling. For my part, I would much rather be here, but Bustem 
turns rusty, and betrays her mistress’s ability to ‘faint away stone Eoose, He-who-is-to-be-Obeyed, has ordered me to Marienbad, and 
dead wenever she had the inclinations so to do?’ ‘Of course,’ I go. ‘But,’ like Atkinson and another ancient Roman (of whom you 
Mm Mig^ continues, I never see sioh cases with my own eyes, may have read in school-books), ‘I return.’ In the meanwhile, take 
Ho,no! He,he,he! ITor master neither ! Ho, no! He, he, he!”’ care of Mr. G. Don’t let him overwork himself, or ruthlessly 
So Atkinson kept up a running commentary on observations of endanger his health. It is precious to all of us, more especially to 
successive Members, induing SuuniE of Malwood and JoKnr. some of his colleagues on the Front Bench. I often think of what 
JOKIM at one t^e, startled by Oh! oh! ” sounding in his right ear will happen when he retires from the scene. I fancy there will be 
as he was malang very ordinary observation, nearly fell over the a kind of Suttee. There are quite a lot of old wives in his political 

Tntn*/1 tiQTino ha Ttrao ■ncnT'Anel-rr j. _ j. ^ x i j j -i I-’* ... 


stormy intensify. Must be got rid of somehow ; but supposing he horses couldn’t drag these names ^from me. Anyone interested 
'Iroiit go? Mast JOETM and the Sqinre, as Mover and Seconder should 'wi-ite to the Sase, Paste Restante Marienhad.) “Thev 
of Motionfor expulsion, lead hm bodily forth ? or wild the Sergreant- could not think of lingering on the political scene after the retire- 
at-Arm be caUed on, and sho^d ve see revival of the old game, ment of the head of the family. I shall certainly attend the Suttee, 
when 13ii.^LAirGH and dear old friend Gosset used to perform a pas It will he an interesting and ennobling spectacle. It will, moreover 
m between the gaping doorway and the astomshed Mace? make some room on the newly constructed Treasury Bench.” 

Happily Atxinson (still like A/iss Miggs^ as Sark insists) suddenly Busmess done . — Sage goes off by the Club train. The two 
coBapsea. , „ , i at, « << x • • . i. tv muffled-np figures seen in the background of the station are 

it is observed the Speaker, at this point for an Hon. emissaries of Akers-Doitglas charged vdth the mission of ascertain- 

Member Wthdraw.” ^ ing whether he ’s reaUy gone. 

“Oh! Oh!” said Atkinson, “vuthdraw? Then I withdraw. c x 7 tt -ix* x 
B ut,” and here he dropped his voice to impressive whisper, sitting to-day. Should have prorogued 3 ^esterday 


collapsed. 


Member to withdraw.” 

“Oh! Oh!” said Atkinson, “withdraw? Then I withdraw. 
But,” and here he dropped his voice to impressive whisper, 
come Then, gathering up his papers, he tripped hghtly forth, 

and the Yarden household— I mean the House of Commons, droppe'd 
once more into commonplace. 

Business Atkinson expelled for a week. 


0.XIW. uxic T«.iu.cxi Xiuuociiuxu. X xuctixi uue XLUUSO OJL UOULtaonS, urODueu. £ XX * x — n • • ’ 

once more into commonplace. for tlmir part, drJting 

Business Atkinson expelled for a week. ^1 reached low- 

m j a x: nr 1 , est level; business pi’ac- 

bQircRE of Malwood dropped mto poetry, and was tically wound up ; but 
much pleas^ "v^th !Bttle exercise. Backed up Jokim in Motion House must needs sit 
su^ending T welye 0 Clock rule, so as to sit to all hours of the night, another week in order 

“,y® “^■7’’” observed, “apply, that Appropriation Bill 
•with a little variation, the late Mr. Mooeb’s verse may be got through all 
The best of all ways to shorten our days its stages, and so the 

Is to steal a few hours from the night.” Constitution saved. 

“ That doesn’t scan,” said Childers, who is nothing if not critical. Lookinground the dull 

Of course it doesn’t,” said deadly scene, dis- 

the SquiRE, testily; “there are /C3\ Waddy, a.C., 

a pair of feet left out. But you /f> ' legs engagingly 

know, Toby, how they run. The intertwined, and the 

last line should be, ‘ Is to steal a forefinger that has 

few hours from the night, my wagged a verdict out of 

Love.’ How, theoretically, and inany jiuies resting on 

in accordance with order, all our his massive brow. ‘*^Got 

observations are directed per- ^ headache ? ” I asked, 

sonally to the Speaker. Imagine being the most 

what would have been said if I natural thing under the 

had completed the quotation! circumstances. 

I should have been accused of 



I sboidd have been accused of 
frivolity, and perhaps suspended, 
like Atkinson. Ho, Sir, I know 
what I’m about, eyen when 
quoting poetry.” 

Mention this to illustrate the 
state of terrorism existing in 
House just now, after blow that 
feR on Atkinson. Only man 
who prattles on unconscious of 
impending doom is Morton. 
Alpheus Cleophas not at all 
satisfied with condition of 
affairs. Atkinson has stolen 
march on him ; left him nowhere. 
Determined to-night to puR up 
lost way. In Committee on 





Hotlung if not critical. 


t. J pair* go off for my wcR-eamed 

holiday, leaving others to look after the Appropriation Bill.” 

So_ wul I,’’ I said, suddenly^ caught and borne away by that 
enthimiasm which has so often infiuenced amount of damages in 
breach of promise cases. ^ Business done . — Practically finished, 
lOBY, M.P., pairs for remaining days of Session, 

AULD-(Ell)-MAH GUAY. 

{The Song of a Coming Celebrity.) 

[Alderman Gray is to be the next Lord Mayor, unopposed, on retirement 
of Alderman Evans.] 

Wmn Savory has ruled a twelvemonths to a day, 

Huid Evans he ’R withdraw to give place to lucky Gray ; 

To Auld-(er)-man Gray, who shall rule in the Ci-tee, 

Gray was clearly born to be great— and I am he ! 

I gang like a host, though ’tis airly to begin ; 

I try not to be prood, for that wad be a sin, 

But I wiR do my best a guid Lord Mayor to be, 

For Auld-(er)-man Gray wiR soon rule in the Ci-tee I 


Irish Yotes moved to reduce charge for Dublin Police by £1000 ; ^ ^ though ’tis airly to begin ; 

proposed tp show at some length charge is excessive. Committee ^ Bot to be prood, for that wad be a sin, 

thought Msh Members might be left to look after that for them- §Bt I wiR do my best a guid Lord Mayor to be, 

selves. Howled at Alpheus continuously for space of ten minutes; Auld-(er)-man Gray wiR soon rule in the Ci-tee I 

then he sat down, moving reduction in dumb show. — . 

Pity Prinoe of Haples hadn’t chosen this time for visit; would a 
have given him much RveRer impression of the place than he gained to Correspondents.— Fiction.— The Lord Chief 

when he satin GaRery just after anestions, listening to C^K 

discoursing ^out Scotch Crofters to audience of nineteen, including natural that you should feel hurt at the ignorant 

Speaker. Business done. -Committee of Supply. ^ ^ou remark, there can be no ques- 
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A TERRIBLE TALE. 

\ / y Alas I it liad of coiu’se to be ! i 

\ // f For weeks I had not left iu>' | 

/. y' '/ / 1^'-% room, [me I 

yv C'“[ 1 AMien one fell day there came on ; 

' Anawfhldoom. | 

A burly rough, who dranlc and i 
■'r'V V / '* swore, [shout — j 

- '■ "i , i ■■ / ' If ' ' ' Without a word — I could not 

- ■ ■ i ' Attacked me brutally, and tore 

' ‘ My nails right out. 

' J ^ Then, dragging me out to the air — 

/ ^ well-conducted conscience 

P’^^oked him — 

1 He mercilessly beat me there, 

« ' fp'Y/ His helpless victim. 

^ With cruel zest he beat me well, 

■' parts I grew — 

' ( I shudder as the tale I tell — 

. All black and blue. 

^ -- what on earth he was about, 

1 ’ \ ^ I could ^ not guess, do what I 

_ But when at length he cleaned me 

"" ^ understood. 

^ Yet do not shed a tear, 

^ You’ve heard my story 
■»■ ' . 'i .111 . told in metre, [was 

‘ ; ' : ' ‘ ' For I ’m a Carpet, and he 

' A Carpet-Beater. 

me against him, "Wrote back that, in ^iew of the Cor- 
rupt Practices Act, it was impossible for me to relieve 
mdi-vddual eases. 

Called on the Penfold s this afternoon. They are up 
from Billsbury for their stav in London, and nave got 
a house iu Eaton Square. To my surprise found Mrs. 
Bell iiiY and M abt there. That was awkward, especially 
as Maby looked at me, as I thought, very meaningly, 
and asked me if I didn’t think Sophy Penfold sweetly 
pretty. I muttered something about preferring a darker 
tjT)e of beauty (Maby’s hair is as black as my hat), to 
which Maby replied that perhaps, after all, that kind of 
pink and white beauty wdth hair like tow was rather 
insipid. The Bellamys it seems met the Penfolds at 
a dinner last week, and the girls struck up a friendship, 
this call being the result. TToiing Penfold, whom I had 
never seen before, was there and was infernally attentive 
to Maby. He ’s in the 24th Lancers, and looks lilve a 
barber’s block. Mrs. Bellamy said to me, “I’ve been 
hearing so much about you from dear Lady Penfold. 
They aH have the highest opinion of you. In fact, Lady 
Penfold said she felt quite like a mother to you. And 
how kind of you to buy so many things from Miss Pen- 
fold at the Bazaar. YTiat are my father’s noble lines ? 

“ True kindness is no blustering rogue that stmts 

With empty mouthings on the stage of hfe, 

But, like a tender, timid plant that shuts 

At ei^ery touch, it shrinks fcom noisy strife.” 

(And so forth, I’ve forgotten the rest.) “Hove kind- 
ness,’ ’ continued Mrs. Bellaaty, ‘ ‘ in young men. By the 
way, will you excuse a short imitation, and dine with us 
the day after to-morrow ? All the Penfolds are coining.” 

I said yes, and made up my mind that I must settle matters 
with Maby one w^ay or another before complications got 
worse, or young Penfold made any more progress. I felt 
all the afternoon as if I ’d committed a crime. 

Friday^ June lUh . — Three cheers. I’ve done it. 
Called on the Bellaatys to-day. Found Maby alone. 
She was very sarcastic, but at last I could stand it no 
longer, and told her I had never loved and never should 
love anybody but her. Then she burst into tears, and 1 
anyhow she’s promised to marry me. Have to in- 
terview Iilrs. Bellamy to-morrow. Ho time to do it to- 
day, as she was out till late. Chuck her up ! 

Mother received the news very well. “ Accepted you, 
my darling boy ? ” she said. ^ “Of course she did. How 
could she do otherwise ? Bring her to see me soon. She 
shall, of course, have all the family jewels immediately, 
and the dining-room furniture too. There’ll be a few 
other tribes too, I daresay, that you ’H be glad of.” Dear 
Mother, she ’s the kindest soul iu the world. Ca^o has 
been informed of the news, and is said to have mam- 
fested an extraordinarily intelligent appreciation of it, 
by insisting on a second helping for supper. He’s a 
remarkable dog. 

" SEMPEE EADEM/^ 

The position of the Jews in Russia becomes daily more 
terrible. An order that they are henceforth to work upon 
their Sabbath and holy festivals is about to be issued and put in 

force.” — Standard . “ A most pertinent illustration of the 

falsity of repeated rumours and repoits representing in some 
cases a strong disposition, and in others an actual decision, on 
the part of the Cz AH and the Russian Goveriimout, to alleviiite 
the miseries of the Jews.” — Tinies.l 
"Who said the scoui’ge should slacken? "Who foretold 
The goad should cease, the shackle loose its hold ? 

The vdsh, perchance, fathered once more the thought, 
Though long experience against it fought. 

Hot so ! The Czab ’s in Muscovy, and all 

Is well vdth — Tyranny ! The harried tkrall 

Shall still be harried, though, a little while, 

The Autocrat on the Eepublic smile ; 

The Jew shall be robbed, banished, outraged still, 
Although the tjTant, with a shuddering thrill 
Diplomacy scarce hides, for some brief days 

Must listen to the hated “ 3Iarscillaise ! ” 

Fear not, Fanatic ! Despot do not doubt ! 

The rule of Orthodoxy and the Enout 

Is not yet over wholly. France may woo, 

Columbia plead, the Jew is still the Jew ; 

And, spite of weak humanitarian lu's’g, 

CiBSAB be pf aiseU, the Eu^s is still the Huss I 

A Gbotjse OirfBAfeE.— Scooting tliem before the Twelfth. 

LEAYES EEOM A CANDIDATE'S DIARY. 

Thursday ^ June 12.— Letters from Billsbury arrive by every post, Horticul- 
tural Societies, sea-side excursions, Sunday School pic-nics, cricket club fetes^ 
all demand subscriptions, and, as a rule, get them. If this goes on much longer 
I shall be wound up in the Banlamptcy Court. Shall have to make a stand 
soon, but how to begin is the difficulty. Pretty certain in any case to put my 
foot down in the wrong place, and ofiend everybody. Amongst other letters 
came this one. Stone Street^ JBilUlury^ June 10. 

Sib, — I venture to appeal to your generosity in a matter which I am sure 
you will recognise to be of the highest importance. My services to the Conser- 
vative Party in Billsbury are 
well-known. I can safely 
say that no man has, during 
the last ten years, worked 
harder than I have to pro- 
mote Conservative interests, ^ \ 

and for a smaller reward. \\ \ 

My exertions at the last \\ \ 

election brought on a violent 3 

attack of malarial fever, j f i jiyj 

which laid me up for some f ^7 ' f ' mif ' \ 

months, and from which I ]m l ' /;»!% \ 

still suffer. The shaky cha- ^ 1 ( f / \ 

racter of my hand- wilting ' v ■/ Y 

attests the sufferings I have ' f|p. ^ \ / 

gone through, and the shat- '/ / \ y , 

tered condition of my bodily I'n Hr / \/d''/ 

health at the present moment. 

I lost my situation as head- y ^ / 

clerk in the Export Depart- , ' 

ment of the Ironmongers’ 

Association, and found my- . ' MM 1} 

self, at the age of forty, 

compelled to begin life ■ / 

again with a wife and three 

\ children. Everything I have ' '■ \ '\ hVi//mwk 

turned my hand to has failed, ^,'0 ^ i' ' » r / 

and I am in dire want. May rrffr , tm \^ 

I ask you, under these oh- ,, I give any security you like.” 

cumstances, to be so good as ^ 

to advance me £500 for a few months. I will give any security you like. 
Perhaps I might repay some x)o-rt of the loan by doing work for you during 
the election. "This must bo a small matter to a wealthy and gcnci'ous man hke 

! you. To me it is a matter of life and death. Anxiously awaiting ybim early 
and favourable reply, and begging you to keep this applidatioh a secret, 

I remain, Sir, YWS, faithfillly, Henby Pidgin. . 

That sounded heart-breaking, but I happened to know that Mr. Pj^gh^s 
“malarial fever” was nothing* bht dcUridni brought oh by a j^olonged 

cohrse of drunkenness. Hence his shaky handwriting, &c. Bli^sop had warned 
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I fancy tiie Saint iVn^nr ^ ^ • But ’e changed in his nature. 

(WitJiLt furtkci complaint) i ^ ^ ^ beat jome game up by hoot or by 
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But my chances of Sport I 

Are cut terribly short | 

On St. Grouse’s Day in the morning I 

With a thundering polthogue, 

And the toe of my brogue, 

I ’d like to kick both of ’em diyil knows 
where ! 

Sure I broke ’em meself , 

And, so lonff “ on the shelf ” 

They ou^t to be docile, the dogs of my care. 
O’Sexent mongrel vilHn, 

And as for cur Dillon 
J ust look at him ranging afar at his will ! 

I thought, true as steel. 

They would both come to heel, 

Making up for the pack 
’Whistled off by false Mac, 

As though he ever shoot with my patience 
and skill ! 

To me ye ’ll not stick. Sirs ? 

"What oivil’s elixirs 

Tempt ye on the Twelfth in the morning ? 

Plague on ye, come back ! 

Och ! ye villainous pack, 

Ye slaves of the Saxon, ye blind bastard 
bunch ! 

■Whelps weak and unstable, 

I only am^ able 

The Celt - hating Sassenach wholly to 
s-c-rr-unoh ! 

Yet for me ye won’t work, 

But sneak homeward and shirk, 

Ye ’ve an eye on the ould spider, Gladstone, 
a Saxon ! 

He ’ll sell ye, no doubt. 

Sure, a pig with ring’d snout 
Is a far boulder baste 
Than such mongrels ! The taste 
Of the triple-plied thong Bull will lay your 
^ base backs on 
Will soon make ye moan 
That ye left me alone 
On St, Grouse’s Day in the morning! 


TO LOED TENNYSON. 

On His Eighty-seamd Birthday, August 6, 1891. 

Ay I “ After many a summer dies the Swan.”* 
But singing dies, if we may trust the Muse. 

And sweet thou singest as when fully ran 
Youth’s flood-tide. I^ot to thee did Dawn 
refuse 

The dual gift. Our new Tithonus thou. 

On whom the indignant Hours work not 
their will, 

Seeing that, though old age may trench thy 
brow. 

It cannot chill thy soul, or mar thy skill. 

Aurora’s rosy shadows bathe thee yet, 

Nor coldy. “ Give me immortality I ” 

Tithonus cried, and lingered to regret 
The careless given boon. ISot so with thee. 

Such immortality is thine as clings 
To “happy men that have the power to 
die.” 

The Singer lives on whilst the Song he sings 
Charms the world’s heart. Such immor- 
tality 

Is better than unending lapse of years. 

For that the great god-gift. Eternal Youth, 

Accompanies it ; the failures, the chill fears 
Tithonus knew thou may’st be spared in 
truth, 

Seeing that thine Aurora’s (quickening breath 
Lives in thee whilst thou livest, so that thou 

Needst neither dread nor pray for kindly 
Death, 

Like “that grey shadow once a man.” 
And now, 

Great Singer, still we wish thee length of 
days. 

Song-power unslackened, and unfading bays ! 








W Ml . 




VICISSITUDES OF A RISING PERIODICAL. 

The Proprietor, “ I *ll tell toxj what it is, Shardson, I ’h getting^ sick of the ’ole 
bloomin’ Show ! The Knacker ain’t selling a Scrap— no notice took of rs any^vhere 

— NOT A bloomin’ ADVERTISEMENT ! AnD YET THERE AIN’T 'ARDLT A LIVIN’ ENGLISHMAN 
OF MARK, FROM TeNNYSON DOWNWARDS, AS WE ’AVEN’T SHOWN UP AND PITCHED INTO, AND 
DRAGGED 'is Name IN THE MuD ! ” Thc Editor, “Don’t let ’s throw up the Sponge yet, 
Old Man ! Let ’s give the dead ’uns a turn— let ’s have a shy at Thackeray, 
Browning, George Eliot, or, better still, let ’s bespatter General Gordon and Car- 
dinal KeWMAN a bit , — THAT OUGHT TO FETCH ’EM A FEW, AND BRING US INTO NOTICE ! ” 


"What Hoe! Baikes ! — When King 
Richard— no, beg his pardon, Mr. Richard 
King — says, as quoted in the Times, “ That 
he can only assume that Mr. Raises pur- 
posely availed himself of a technicality to 
cover a statement which was a palpable sug- 
gestio falsi , he throws something unpleasant 
into the teeth of Raikes. It is as well to 
remember that rakes have teeth. 

“Latine Docttjs.”— a Cantab, neither a 
first-rate sailor nor a first-class classic, arrived 
at Calais after a rough passage, looking, as his 
friend, who met him on the quai, observed, ‘ ‘ so 
changed he would hardly nave known him.” 
“That ’s it,” replied the staggering graduate, 

quantum mutatus ah hillow!^^ Oh! he 
must have been bad ! 


THE SONG THAT BROKE MY HEART. 
I PAUSED in a crowded street, 

I only desired to ride — 

Only to wait for a Hammersmith ’bus 
"W'ith room for myself outside ; 

WTien I caught the nastiest tune 
My ear had ever heard, 

And asked the Police to take it away, 

But never a man of them stirred. 

So the singer still sang on ; 

She would not, would not ^o ; 

Sle sang a song of the year before last 
That struck me as rather low. 

She followed with one that was high. 
That made the tear-drops start, 

That was ‘ ‘ Hi-tiddly -i-ti ! Hi !-ti I -hi ! ’ ’ 
The song that broke my heart ! 


"What is a “Demographer”? — ^Those Londoners who ask this question will have 
already obtained a practical answer, as, this week, London is full of Demographers, to whom 
Mr, Punch, Grand Master ©f all Demographers (or “writers for the people”), gives a hearty 
welcome. All hail to “ The New Demogracy ! ” 
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'ARRY ON A ’OUSE-BOAT. 








Wrr ;i-n n i „ iiieir Idea ot tJae Thames I 

rediklus, old pal gives a feUer the dithermns, it do. 
mean going for them a rare bat, and I ’m game to vdre in till all ’s blue. 

snipsters, as jaw aljont quiet aad peace, 

^ ^ oonstant-aereamer ” and line the Thames hanks with 

tJie course,” 

Asttoughitmeant Satan m Eden”? I ’U ’owl at sioh oafs till I ’m *oarse ! 
toap o’sandmch-greased paper ’ll shock ’em, a ginger-beer bottle or “ Bass ” 

Makes gasp like a frog in a frjdng-pan. Br-r-r-r! Wot Sd miwries they 

Got nerves like a cobweb, I reckon, a smart Banjo-twang makes ’em jar. 

^that[ s"^ ■witJi tte SweUs, and aU 

“ Rin^afe®bt?»^w™nH ™«li>ied to turn Radical rat. 

BeoSme a5d Seipors ! They ’d block the Backwaters and Broads, 

ohap!^’ SosherRst spouters! There’s D.iifireL, the Dosser, old 

^Jws ’it “n ^ stone-broker, not wuth ’arf a rap - 

four ’^arf, ^ ducks vrith h?7i, Charlie ; won’t run to a pint o’ 

And yet he ^ slate me like sugar, and give me cold beans with his charf. 


Can’t go on the trot at this tempryture, though I ’m on ’oliday still ; 

So I ’ll pull out my eskrytor^ Charlie, and give you a touch of my quill. 

If you find as my fist runs to size, set it down to that quill, dear old pal ; 
Correspondents is on to me lately, complains as I write like a gal, 

Sixteen words to the page, and slopscrawly, all dashes and blobs. Well 
it ’ s true ; ’ 

But a quill and big sprawl is the fashion, so wot is a feller to do ? 

Didn’t spot you at ’Enley, old oyster— I did ’ope you ’d shove in your oar. 

We ’ad a rare barney, I tell you, although a bit spiled by the pour. 

^d a invite to ’Opkins’s ’Ouse-boat, prime pitch, and swell party, yer know, 
Booty girls, first-class lotion, and music. I tell yer we did let things go. 

Who sez ’Enley ain’t up to old form, that Society gives it the slip ? 

Wish you could ’ave seen us— and heard us— old boy, when aboard of our ship. 
Peonies and poppies ain’t in it for colour with our little lot. 

And with larfter and banjos permiskus we managed to mix it up ’ot. 

My blazer was claret and mustard, my “ stror ” was a rainbow gone wi’ong ; 

► I ain’t one who ’s ashamed of his colours, but likes ’em mixed middlingish 
strong. 

’Emmy ’Opkins, the flufiy-’aired daughter, a dab at a punt or canoe. 

Said I looked like a garden of dahlias, and showed up her neat navy blue. 

Fair mashed on yours truly, Miss Emmy ; but that ’s only jest by the way, 

’Arry ain’t one to brag of bo7ig four tunes ; but wot I wos wanting to say 
Is about this here “ spiling the River ” which snarlers set down to our sort. 

Bosh ! Charlie, extreme Tommy rot ! It ’s these sniffers as want to spile sport. 

Want things all to theirselvcs, these .old jossers, and all on the strictest Q,. T. 
Their idea of the Thames being “ spiled’ by the smallest suggestion of spree, 

+ hoT<iirrtC! if /1/\ * * 


mm, 

•sIaV 









‘=^®®^’ CnAEriE!-“ Monkeys Kke you”- t f 

Your idea of a lark or a spree 

For exclusiveness ^ Nastiness ! Dives, who wants an excuse C 

T or «emsiveness, finds it m i/ou, you contemptible coarse-caolding goose ! Wf / X 

Abab to Ifabotb of course • ' ^ 

, yo® coarse feasts on tbeir ■- 

sometimes, and weU-tailored; but come you from Oxford or You pitiful Cockney-born Cloten, you slum-bred 

jJ>°4eymgf^mmlveryprgllutf%S tbyikelXamed ^ames for Pan-lovers, 

And there isn t an Eden on earth but ’s destroyed v^en it ^ ’Aeey^ rMOTt, nympb-worshipping cre-w I ” 


^ ^ --'.f — *w O J-*.AVAva. o xesurt. 

Tberl“s^xou^^lf chuckle. Riparian Ababs rejoice ; 

excuse m your Caliban aspect, your hoarse and ear-torturmg voice, 


Spoil '^e silver-streamed Thames for Pan-lovers, 
and all the nymph- worshipinng crew ! ” 

I ’ve “ reported ” as near as no matter ! I don’t hun- 
r\£ more than arf [classical charf. 

Ut me .patter ; he ’s preciously given to potry and 
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But the cheek on it, CHiELn;! A Stone-broke ! I should like to 
giYe nun wot for, 

Only Dannel the Dosser’s a dab orf of wbcm t’ ain’t so easy to score* 

But it’s time t^t this bunlcum was 
bunnicked, bin fur too much on it 
of late — 

Us on ’Opkins’s ’Ouse-boat, I tell yer, 
cared nix for the ink - spiller’s 
slate.” 

I mean doin’ them Broads later on, for 
free fishing and shooting, that’s flat. 

If I don’t^ give them dash’d Norfolk 
Dumplings a doing, I ’ll ’eat mv 
old ’at. 

Booral quiet, and rest, and refinement ? 

Oh, let ’em go home and eat coke. 

These fussy old footlers whose ’air stands 
on hend at a row-de-dow joke, 

The song of the skylark sounds pooty, 
but ‘ ‘ skylarking ” song ’s better fun , 

And you cam’t do the rooral to-rights 
on a tract and a tuppenny bun. 

As to colour, and kick-up, and sing- 
song, our party was fair to the front ; 

But we wosn’t alone ; lots of toppers, in 
’Ouse-Boat, or four-oar, or punt, 

Wos a doin’ the rorty and rosy as lively 
as ’Opkins’s lot, ^ 

Ah I the swells sHng it out ]pooty thick ; 
ain’t stashed by no inli-spiller’s 
rot. 

Bright blazers, and twinglo-twang ban- 
joes, and bottles of Bass, my dear 
boy, 

Lots of dashing, and splashing, and “ mashing ” are things every 
man must enjoy, ^ 

And the petticoats ’ain’t fur behind ’em, you bet. "While top-ropes 
I can carry, 

It ain’t soap-board slop about “ Quiet” will put the clear kibosh on 
’Aeet. 

HOW TO SPEND A' HOLIDAY ON SCIENTIFIC PRINCIPLES. 

(A Page from the Diary of an Enthusiast in search of East. ) 

[“ It is a good rule of practice to devote one portion of a short vacation to 
the serious and necessary business of doing nothing, and doing it very 
thoroughly too.” — Letter to the l\7nes.'] * 

At last my time for rest has arrived, Musn’t be idle, though. 
Dr. Moetimee Geanvillu says it would be most injurious to my 
health. Must hunt up precedents for leisure leading to no results. 
Let me see— why not try the British Museum ? Sure to find some- 
thing useful there— and useless, which wull be more appropriate. 

Take an omnibus. See one in the distance. Hail it. Conductor 
takes no notice ! Shout and hurry 'after it. Try to attract attention 
of the driver. Failure. Capital commencement to my labours. 
Had my run for nothing ! 

Yictory! ^ Stopped one partially occupied. Ho room outside. 
Enter interior. Six passengers on one seat. Five on the other. 
The half dozen regard me with contemptuous indifference. The five 
make no room. Explain that I want a seat. Eemark received in 
silence. Sit down on knee of small boy. Mother (next him) 
expostulates— angrily. Chorus of indignant beholders. Conductor 
is impertinent. Ask for his number, he asks for my fare. Pay him. 
W'hile this is going on, young woman has entered omnibus, 
pd taken vacant seat. Conductor counts places, says there 
is no room. Can’t carry me. Won’t give back fare — ^has torn off 
ticket. Says I must get out. Say I will report him. Impudent 
again. Getting out drop ticket. Incident subsequently (to my later 
satisfaction) leads to nothing ! 

Won’t have anything more to do with the omnibuses. Enter 
hansom— old man (the driver) smiles civilly when I say “ British 
Museum.” How, I must seriously rest. ^ Go to sleep. Slumber imtil 
awakened by a jolt. Look out. Find myself near the river. 
Strikes me that the Thames is not close to the Museum. Appeal to 
cabman through the hole in the roof. ^ Difficulty in attracting his 
attention. Stop him at last. Ask him why he did not take me 
to the Museum. He smiles and says he didn’t hear me — he 
is deaf ! Very angry. He expostulates, civilly. He saw I was 
asleep and didn’t wish to disturb me ! He has been driving up and 
down the Thames Embankment for the last three^ hours— charge 
seven and sixpence. Don’t see my way out of the difficulty, except 
by payment. He thanks me, and suggests that he shall now drive 



me to the Museum for eighteen-pence. Yery angry and refuse. 
He is hailed by someone else, and is off to pick up "his new fare. 
On consideration it seems to me that my anger has led to 
nothing. Hothing— just ^what I wanted, but not exactly at the right 
I moment. 

I Ptather hungiy. Enter a restaurant. Crowded with gentlemen 
: wearing^ hats — who seem to be on intimate terms with the waiters. 

I Get a Bill of fare which is thrust into my hands by an attendant 
loaded with dishes. Let me see — ^what shall I have ? ‘ ‘ Lamb’s head 
i and peas.” Have never tried this dish. Might be good. Waiter 
! (who seems to be revohing, like the planetary system, in an orbit) 

I reaches me, iind I shout what I want. He replies, “ Sorry, Sir, just 
' off,” and vanishes. Look up something else. “ Liver and bacon.” 

! Hot had it for years I Used to like it. On reappearance of the 
: planetary waiter, give my order. He nods and vanishes. ‘ Wait 
1 patiently. Bather annoyed that my nearest neighbour has used my 
' p^t of the table for a dish containing broad beans. Glare at him. 

' Ho result. ^ Planetary waiter has passed me twice — stop him angrily 
! the third time. He is less busy now— he pauses. He thrusts bul of 
fare before me, and asks me “what 1 would please to want.” 
Explode and shout in tones of thunder, “ Liver and bacon I ” He 
disappears, and comes back a few minutes later, saying, “Yery 
sorry, but when I first ordered it, liver and bacon ivas on — now it ’s 
off‘. Will I have a chop ? ” Beply angrily, “Ho.” Same answer 
to “Steak,” “Duck and green peas,” “A cutoff the beef joint,” and 
“Irish stew.” Y’^aiter asks (with forced civility), “What icill I 
have!” I return, as I leave the restaurant, “Hothing I” On 
regaining the street (although hungry) I am pleased to think that I 
am^stiU obeying Dr. MoEiniEE Granville’s directions ! 

Ho use trying cab or omnibus. Both failures. Y’’hy not walk ? 
Good way of wasting time, so begin to go northward, and in due 
course get to Bloomsbury. Enter Museum. UmbrcHa seized. 
Approach Beading Boom. Ohil attendant informs me that the 
Library is closed — taking stock, or something ! Then I have come all 
this way for nothing! Angry, but inwai’dly contented. Doing 
nothing ‘ ‘ very thoroughly I ” 

Turn back." Why not go 
to a theatre? Certainly. Go 
to four in succession, and 
find them all closed ! Well, 
good way of wasting time. 

Shall I visit one of the 
Exhibitions ? Chelsea or 
Earl’s Court? After con- 
sideration, come to the con- 
clusion that this would be 
worse than doing nothing. 

Must draw the line some- 
where ! 

After all, there is no place 
like home. Or shall I go 
to my Club? Yes. Get there. 

Find it is being repaired, 
and that the members are 
taken in somewhere else. 

Hate new scenes and new 
faces. Beturn to my first 
idea, and make for my pri- 
vate address ; but feel that 
it may be rather duU, as 
my wife and the children 
are at the seaside. Still, 
somebody can get me a little 
supper. At leastj I hope so. Find my latch-key is of no use, on 
account of the chain being up. Bing angrily, when a charwoman in 
a bonnet appears, and explains that the servants, not expecting me 
home so early, have gone to the play, having locked up the larder. 
Charwoman agrees with me that it is disgraceful— especially the 
locking up of the larder. 

However, it can’t be helped. Make up my mind to go to bed, and 
get fast asleep, thoroughly tired out with the labours of a day spent 
in doing absolutely nothing ! Hope (in my dreams) that Dr. Moeti- 
MEE Granville will be satisfied! 


‘^Our Children’s Ears.” 

Whether they’ll be as long as those of Midas, 
Or stand out salient from either side as 
A close-cropped Aery’s, at right angles set 
To his flat jowl, we cannot settle, yet ; 

. But in one thing, at least, a score they ’ll chalk— 
They will not hear the stuff their fathers tallc ! 


Definition . — haute Cuisine ^^ — ^the kitchen on the top flat 
of a ten-storey’d mansion. 







AN INSINUATING WHISPER. 

“Just look, Laura! what a lovely little Dog that Old Gentleman ’s got! How I wish he was Mine!” 
“ Shall Oi qit ’im for yer, Lydy ? ” 


^^HATE WE EORGOTTEN GORDON 

[Lord Tennyson, under this heading, writes appealing to Englishmen for 
subscriptions to the funds of the Gordon Boys’ Home ” at Woking, which 
is in want of £40,000. Contributions should be sent to the Treasurer, General 
SirDiGHTON PROBYN, V.C , Marlborough House, Pall Mall.] 

Are we sleeping ? “ Have we forgotten ? ” Like the thrust of an 
Arab spear 

Comes that conscience-piercing question from the Singer of Hasle- 
mere. 

Have we indeed forgotten the hero we so be-sang, 

When across the far south sand- wastes the news of his murder rang? 

Forgotten ? ^ So it had seemed to him, as alone afar he lay, 

With the Nile to watch for laggard friends, fierce foes to hold at bay ; 
Though the tired red lines toiled onward up the Cataracts, and we 
Dreamed of the shout of the rescuing host his eyes should never see. 

When chivalrous Burnaby lay slain, with a smile in the face of 
death, 

And for happy news from the hungry wastes men yearned with 
hated breath ; 

^en Wilson pushed his eager way past torrent-swirl and crag, 
Till they saw o’er Gordon^s citadel wave high — ^the Mahdi’s fiag. 

That shame was surely enough, enough, that sorrow had a sting 
^r England should not court again. The Laureate’s accents ring 
With scorn suppressed, a scorn deserved indeed, if still our part 
Is to forget a purpose high that was dear to Gordon’s heart. 

[ D iis earth has borne no simpler, nobler man.” So then sang he 
Who sounds a keen reveille now. “ Can you help us ? ” What sav 
we ? ^ 

Oh, out on words, that come like Wolseley’s host too late— too late ! 
Do — ao, in the simple silent way that made lost Gordon great. 

Surely these Boys that Gordon loved in the Home with Gordon’s 
name 

Should speak to every English heart that cares for our England’s 
lame; 


And what be forty thousand pounds as an offering made to hi-m 
Who held so high that same bright fame some do their worst to dim! 

Fit task for patriot poet, this I Tyrtjeus never stood 
More worthily for heroic hearts or his home-land’s highest good. 
Give ! give ! and with free hands ! His spirit ’s poor, his soul is 
hard, 

Who heeds not our noblest Hero’s appeal through the lips of our 
noblest Bard I 

A Reminiscence and a Quotation.— It is reported that two 
Gaiety burlesque-writers are about to re-do Black- Hye^d Susan 
“up to date,” of course, as is now the fashion. As the typical 
melodramatic tragedian observes, “ ’Tis now some twenty-five years 
ago ” that Fred Dewar strutted the first of his five hundred nights 
or so on the stage as Captain Crosstree, that Patty Oliver sang 
with trilling effect her Bretty Seeusan,'*' and that Danvers, as 
Dame Hotly, danced like a rag-doll in a fantoccini-show. To quote 
the Poet Crabbe, and to go some way back in doing so, — 

“ I see no more within our borough’s bound 
The name of Danvers ! ” 

Which lines will be found in No. XYII. of the Poet’s “ Posthumous 
Tales.” 

The Modern Traveller. 

In a restaurant-Pullman he books 
His seat, a luxurious craze. 

Most travellers now take their Cooks, 

And everyone ’s going to Gaze. 

Iberian-Hibernian. — -Sir, — In Ireland since the time when the 
Armada came to grief on its coasts, there have always existed Spanish 
names, either pure,^ as in the instance of Yalencia, or slightly mixed. 
In Spain the Celtic names are found in the same way, and an 
instance occurs on the border-land of Spain and Southern France, in 
the. name of the place to which the Spanish Premier has gone for his 
h^day. viz., Bagndres-de-Bigorre. If ‘ ‘ Bigorre ” isn’t^‘ Begorra,” 
what is it ? Don Fatrick de Coeuuez. 
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A LOVELLS COMPLAINT. 

{Thoroughly New Style,) 

Beiin'Ua dear, once on a time 
I doted on your every feature, 

I mote you hillets doiix in rliyme 
In wmciL I called you“ diarming creature.” 

No lover half 
so keen 
as I, 

Than mine 
no ardent 
passion 
stronger, 

So I should 
like to tell 
you why 
I cannot love 
you any 
longer. 

T^Tien I was 
yours and 
you were 
mine, 

Your hair, 
I thought, 
was most 
delightful, 
But now, 
t h rough 
Fashion’s 
last design, 
It looks, to 
my taste, 
simply 
frightful ! 

this should 
be I don’t 
know, 

For I can think of nothing madder 
Than hair decked out in coils that go 
To make what seems to be a ladder. 

Unhappy day, when first you dressed 
Y'our tresses thus—how you must rue it ! 
For you yourself, you know, confessed 
It took you several hours to do it. 

Oh, tell me, is it but a snare 
Designed to captivate another. 

Or do you merely bind your hair 
Because you ’re bidden by your mother ? 



Again— you will not talce it ill— 

You are, my dear, distinctly dumpy ; 

A flowing cape it ’s certain will 
Well—- become one short and stumpy. 
Yet since, although you are not tall. 

You wear a cape, you may take my word 
That in the mouths of one and all 
You have become a very byword. 


So this is why my love has fled— 

If ever there should come a season 
When you shall show some sense instead 
Of such an utter lack of reason, 

If I should still be fancy free, 

Why then it ’s only right to mention 
That, if you care to write to me, 

I ’ll give your claims my best attention. 


A ITote. — In Black and White for 
August 8 there is a large picture represent- 
ing a group of English Dramatists, amongst 
whom please specially notice a figure intended 
for Mr. W. 8. Gilbeet (it was thoughtful 
and kind of the artist to put the names be- 
low), who is apparently explaining to a select 
few why he has been compelled to come out in 
this strange old coat and these queer collars. 
All the Dramatists look as cheerful as mutes 
at a funeral, their troubled expression of 
countenance probably arising from the know- 
ledge that some’yhere hidden away is a cer- 



BURYING THE HATCHET.” 

{Vide Be-port of the L. C, cOD. Chairman's Speech ^ Times f August 6.) 


tain 'eminently unbiassed Ibsenitish critic 
who has been engaged to do the lot in a lump. 
From this exhibition of collective wisdom 
turn to p. 203, and observe the single figure of 
a cabman, drawn by an artist who certainly 
has a Keene appreciation of the style of Mr, 
Punches inimitable “ C. K.” 


A LESSON EEOM THE E.N.E. 

{For the Use of Sailors proposing to join the 
Royal Navy . ) 

Question, I think you have been to the 
Eoyal Naval Exhibition at Chelsea. 

Answer, I have. I was induced to make 
the journey by an advertising placard posted 
on two official boards outside the Admiralty. 

Q. What was your first impression on 
reaching the grounds usually open to the 
public, but now reserved for commercial 
purposes ? 

A. That the Public were extremely bene- 
volent to permit so 
long an infringement 
of their right of way 
and other privileges. 

Q, After you had 
entered the Exhibi- 
tion, what was your 
initial impression ? 

A, That a great 
number of the exhibits 
were not very appro- 
priate advertisements. 

Q, Did you see Sea- 
men of the Eoyal Navy 
maldng an exMbi- 



Boxing the Compass. 


tion of themselves in the Arena ? 

A, 1 did ; and could not help contrasting 
with the feebly-histrionic display the recent 
order in Paris forbidding the French soldiers 
to take part in theatrical representations. 

Q. Was the display .of these seamen of the 
Eoyal Navy particularly impressive ? 

A. No, and I fancy that some of the audi- 
ence who had paid an extra sixpence to see 
it from the Grand Stand, were ^ghtly dis- 
appointed. 


Q. Besides the cutlass and gun drill, did 
you see these seamen (wearing Her Majesty’s 
uniform), take part in any other performance ? 

A, 1 did, and for this, too, an extra six- 
pence was charged for the use of the Grand 
Stand. They waded about in a sort of tank 
or large bath with models of ironclads on 
their heads. 

Q. So far as you could see was this last 
display conducive to the maintenance of 
strict discipline y 

A, 1 should say not, the more especially as 
I noticed tow'ards the close^ of the display that 
the men seemed inclined to indulge in larking. 

Q, Has this raree show caused you to wish 
to enlist in the Pwoyal Navy ? 

A, Certainly not. The gun and cutlass 
di’iU before a paying audience reminded me of 
The Battle of Waterloo at Astley’s. 

Q. But would you not like to join the Eoyal 
Navy, so that you might be qualified to per- 
form in a tank' ? 

A, No; for on consideration 1 think if I 
wished to do anything in the “comic water- 
tournament line,” I could make better terms 
with Mr. Sajtgee than the Lords of the 
Admiralty. 


(lUEEE (^UEEIES.— PopuLAB Pbices.— 
Would any reader inform me what is the 
lowest price at which wholesome aerated 
waters are sold ? I have been drinking some 
‘ ‘ ShadweE Seltzer, special cuvSej^ at a penny- 
halfpenny the syphon, and I fancy this may 
have something to do with my present sym- 
ptoms, which include partial paralysis of the 
left side, violent spasms, an almost irresistible 
tendency to homicide, together with excruci- 
ating pain in every part of the body. My 
doctor says the lead in the syphons has “per- 
meated my system.” When I am better, I 
intend to prosecute the manufacturer. My 
doctor discourages the notion. He says he does 
not know if an action would “ he,” but he is 
sure the manufacturer would I — Teetotaller. 


HelvetiajS- Sixth - Century Motto.— 
“ ‘ I'elP est La Vie I ” — Suisse, 


i 



WORK FOR THE RECESS. 

Miss Paeliambntina rvTs hek House in Okdee, -with the Assistance oe the Committee on Ventilation, etc. 
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nil* ii-rti A I Imperial Parliament, witli tlie Despot in the Chair in both Houses, 

OFF TO IVIASHERLANDb i all speeches, except the Despot’s, limited to five minutes apiece, and 

(By Our Ovm Grmdolvh^ ‘ reduction on tfikkio: a quantity. Oh, for one hour of this i^wer, 

land the Amphitryon be olowed! Aha I Grctndolpnus jifrtcan^ 
A Fe^v He^iixiscexces. .Pro^ec^or to begin ■with; Orandolphus udfricanus.Bexto^o^QiD.'Tdih.’, 

Begin to regret dinners on board the Grantully Castle, The other and Grandolphus Africamssmus Imperator to finish Trith ! 
day was regretting the Amphitryon. Don’t go so far back as the ^ 

Albemarle- Eemoese i.ND Regeet. 

Street Amphi- How to dinner ^ On what? Yah 1 tough beef, woolly mutton and 

I I try on, quite stringy chicken. And to think that but for the Boers, the beastly Boers, 

^ satisfied with we shouldhave had the finest teal, wild duck, venison, goslings, aspa- 

^ simple Don- | ragus, French beans, best Welsh mutton, and real turtle soup every 
t ^ Currie, j day au choix I ! But what did the Boers do ? Why, they ascertained 

\ A [ATem. — The . that skins and feathers, and shells, were valuable, whereupon they 

A /Am' O ^ " proverb hath went to work, shot everything everywhere, sold skins and feathers, 

/r /aw ' ifW — ^ truth in and shells ! So that deer and birds hadn’t a chance. ^ If they popped 

' ///,Y il A // ^ saith, I out, pop went the guns like the original weasel, which some years 

^ ^ ^ {{ ** farther i ago was always popping, and the poor dumb animals with the plead- 

,7~^ and f a r e jing eyes and the tender flesh were slaughtered "wholesale. In this 

/ worse.”] Sick manner, too, the game soon came to an end, as it must do whenever 

^ of chicken. .. . 


7/ / / jAkl Tu/t/uj’S 

jb // . yJJfueJi At 


'j >r epigram macy 

might say, 

Stringy chic- ] 
n r kens, too! One 

yj has to tug at them; sort of 
^ game of “ poulet-hauly ” — as 
Deummy would say. Though 
here, I doubt if he w<»uld 
,S\ anything. He certainly 

would eat nothing : probably 
Mi ^ould only open his mouth to 
mfi observe, “I’m off!” and then 
V should see him no more, 

y V W Quite right. So would I— but 

Mil lor “ray oath, my Lord, my 

oath ! ” {N,B, — This is a 

quotation. Sure of it. Where 
A'M from? Don’t know. Tragedy 

^ ^ probably ; sounds^ tragic. Ho 

Grandolph and the 'Wild Turkey. matter. Can give it with effect 

in a speech, and Members turn 
to one another and ask, “ What ’s that from ? ” When they ask me 
confidentially afterwards, I reply with an air of intense surprise, 
“ What ! don’t yow know ! Well ! ! ” and I turn on my heel, leaving 
Chucklehead, M.P. , annoyed with himself,— * ^plants S ” as Deummy 
would say, — for being so ignorant, and for having displayed his 







Grandolph and the Wild Turkey. 


Grandolphus Africanus. 


J&JJLUWXCUgt 7 , WXIXV/JU, UUU AVi JUUO, lie WV/UJLVA XiUU xxa,y\s iAO.U.« ^ Tt .rri* i ■« • »» j 1 J. J .1 T 1 J I- * 1 * JJ 

long parenthesis tiis. So— on we goes again.) ^ t^turtle, I heard complam. 

° ^ (What ’s that from ? That s from Watts — eh ?) What chance had 

To THE Mines. the peas, however wild ? or a bean as broad as one of ’s after- 

2 propos of exploring, the other day, a digger’s assistant came up to ^nner stories ? -^ ! it makes me sad and angry , and onee^ain 

meandmquired‘‘lf I had,” as I understood him, “my gin pack’d.” I cry Oh, for an hour, and that the di^er-hoim^ aboard the ^an- 

I returned that I never took spirits. Found out subsequently "that Castle . Ay ! were on board ; for 

1 word was spelt “ which is African-Dutch for “ lease.” ^ could appreciate the daily Currie which to ine 


he coAd appreciate the daily Currie which to me is now perdu. 


wora was syeii; mijmpueni^z yvjjuuu ns jttJLJLiuttii-a.»uuujuL xux xcaoc. .v, — x 

Well, why didn’t he say so Ibefore? Of course I have, and plenty of ( Bny r with what ^petite I may, and then onto 

W I hSe ? . i- J' Pretoria, of wMch place I thmk I shall ohaage the n^e to Pre- 

To-day ’(rent to see the ore in the Eohinson Crasoe Mines. As radicallia or Pre-fourthpar^. Ton .seePre-toria iwhes one who 
■n w TT,. .(to .(-n-VM mo nro I » was TorysT than a Tory. Aha I what is my scheme i' Do you_see the 


D W wmil d .nr- “ The nite .trite, me with ore I ” '^as Toryer than a Tory. Aha I what is my scheme ? uo y 

®toch b;terefted, of M^se, in inspeo^g the Salishu;ry Mine, picture f G^wnoLt^s Imp^toe Aimr^OEim Meoeto 
Naturally, I put in my claim ior -the Salisbury. What’s in a name (Latine for Mines ) snironnded hy his Pretonan Guards, 
and a family, if one can’t get some good out of ’em P Intend to start Spom to Ga i 

the “ Uncle Mine.” Fine chance. Any place where there ’s a large -r-ii j -i j i • 

and fluctuating Pop-ulation (with emphasis on the “Pop”), the Went out shooting before dinner. Allied one "wild tur 

Dncle Mine is a certainty.” But Oh, for the “ pop,”— I mean the 

dear old fizz, — andtheolderit is, the dearer it is, —at the Amphitryon. ^ 


“ Is Life WoETH Living?” worst of it; 

The Transvaal’s the place for living in. Here life is life, he it . r *’**®**^‘«^. fortunately 

never so lively. The only nuisance is the Boer; andthe B9er’s a > 

bass, or rather a mule. That’s my opinion of Boers mdividuaUy unarmed, tnougn 

and collectively ; I make no concessions to them ; hang ’em, they ’ve ^ 

already got enough. If this country had been m the hands of / eflnte, 

Engli^en, or Aiericans, or both joiGy (talking of jointly, we ’d ^ ^ in ^ 

have had better dinners than we get now— but of this anon—) with ^ ^ 

a certain person whonj.! can mention, and who is not a ]^^ed ^ ^ w f 

miles distant from the present writer at this moment, as Head of ^A^ii 

»»., M I .ot win. s».l priX.. .f ™,d i-Jl Ml« 


Spoet to TJs! 

Went out shooting before dinner. Hilled one "wild turkey, after 

an awful strug- 
gle, in which I 
very nearly got 
the worst^f^t; 

1 turkey was 

unarmed, though 
yT* ^ for all that he 
1 ^ I ^ ^ drum- 

I ^ sticks in such a ' 

would 
have brought 
^ flocks of oQier 
“ What larks ! Kill ed four-and-tweaty blackbirds aE furibtis wild tur- 
in a row ! at one shot ! ! I ” ^eVs oh to the 
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TUF TPAV/FI 1 livir^ Trotter {to Culchaed, who has found himself unable to keep 

THE TKAVELLIINiG COIYIPAIMIONS. aicay\ You^^don’tlseem to find that old gentleman nirry good 

dp-px-p 7*7 CWcA. TheTf act is that I mncli prefer to receive my impressions 

SCEinE On me Loach fj om m aine I Alleud to Waterloo. The -cehicle ^-np likpThiq in solitude 

1^% o<»iductor is a true-lorn Briton, J sbmld “aye tliouglit you ’d be too polite to teU me so ; 

Mr. Cteus K. Teottee and his daughter are behind with Podeuet. t -mrivino- ati flnvxrar ^ 

Cylckl-b:d who IS not as j/et sufficM^ ^ Culchaei) c«n follow and explain, he 

his friend to ask for an introduction, is on the box-seat m front. ^ himself accosted by ^Ir. Teottee. 

Jfr. Trotter. How are yon getting along, Maud? Your seat Mr. T. I don’t know as I’m as much struck by this "\?\"aterloo 
pretty comfortable ? field as I expected, Sir. As an Amurrcan, I find it doesn’t come up 

3Iiss Trotter. Well, I guess it would be about as luxurious if it to some of our battlefields in the ^\"ar. We don’t blow about those 
hadn’t got a chunk of wood nailed down the middle— it ’s not going battlefields, Sir, but for style and general picturesqueness, I ain’t 
to have anyone confusing it with a bed of roses yet. {To Podb.) seen nothing this side to equal them. You ever been over ? You 
Your friend mad about anything ? He don’t seem to open his head want to come over and see our country— that ’s what you want to 
more ’n he ’s obliged to. I presume he don’t approve of your taking up do. You mustn’t mind me a-running on, but when I meet someone 
with me and Father — ^he keeps away from us considerable, I notice, as I can converse with in my owm language — well, I just about 
Podb. {awkwardly). Oh — er — I wouldn’t say that, but he ’s a queer talk myself drv. 

iT J .TT J.r . A T r-rV . tt • 7^.7... 7 X., a 7 . ^ ....VI T>rt■r^T.■rr-nTr 


kind of chap rather, takes prejudices into his head and aU that, 
woul^’t trouble about him if 1 were you— not worth it, y’ know. 
3Iiss T. Thanlcs— but it isn’t going* to shorten my existence any, 


\_jE[e talks himself dry, until rejoined by the Guide with Podbuey 
and Miss Teottee. 

Guide {to Podbuey). Leesten, I dell you. My vader— eighteen, 

• i • • 7.T -L. AT ■ . 


[CuLCH. overhears all this, with feelings that may be imagined . ! no in ze Airmi, laboreur man — he see !N’apoleo:s’ standt in a saircle ; 


Belgian Driver {to his horses). PuUep ! AUez ' officers roundt ’im. Boots, op to bier ; green cott ; 

vite ! Bom-bom-bom ! Abight ! ''dte vaiscott ; vite laigs 

Conductor {to Culchaed). ’E ’s very proud of Podbury. Your father’s legs ? 

’is English, ’e is. ’Ere, Jewls, ole feller, show Guide. Xo, Sare ; my vader see Napoleoy’s 

the gen’lm’n ’ow yer can do a swear. {Belgian laigs ; leedle ’at, qvite plain ; no faither — nossing. 

Driver utters a string of English imprecations Podbury But you just said you had a faither ! 

with the utmost fluency and good-nature.) ’Ark at Guide. "I say, Saeoleox ’ad no faither — ^vat you 

’imnow! Bust my frogs! {Admiringly, and not call it ?— — in ’is ’at, at ze bataHle. 

without a sense of the appropriateness of the Podbury. Are you sure? I thought the his- 

phrase.) But he’s a caution, Sb, ain’t he? I tory books said he “ stuck a feather in his hat, 

taught him most o’ what he knows ! \ called it Macaroni.” 

A French Passenger {to Conductor). Bis done, ^ presume you ’re thinking of our 

mon ami, est-ce qu’on peut vob d’ici le champ de | ImSlm I / National Amurrcan character, Yankee Boodle ? 

bataille ? 1 f | ( Guide. My vader, ’e no see N^oleox viz a 

Conductor {with proper pride). It sidH no Vist | ^ Yankedoodlem ’is ’at; ’e vear nossing. 

your torkin to me, Mossoo ; I don’t speak no j i | J/ ^ Podbury. Nothing ? What became of the green 

French myself. (To Culchaed.) See that field Ife | f/N coat and white waistcoat, then, eh ? 

there, Sb? | If iTWMtili Guide. Ah, you unnerstan’ nossing at all! 

Culchard {interested). On the right ? Yes, what i ‘j )/ JfW Leesten, I dell you vonce more. My vader 

happened there ? I 'I *^ 5^1 MMi Podbury. No, look here, my friend : you go 

Cond. Fine lot o’ rabbits inside o’ there — big fat J ill l! gentleman all about it [indicating \ 

’uns. {To another Pamnger.) No, Sb, that ain’t /|| ^ if j Culchaed) ; he ’s very interested in hearing what ! 

Belly Lions as you see from ’ere ; that ’s Mou | M ^ ilMII Napoleoy wore or didn’t wear. 

Sin Jeean, and over there Oogymong, and Chal- I ^ jHlil Guide takes possession of Cxjlcha]^ once 

lyroy to the left. ' H more, tcho submits, under the impression that 

^ xr II '^iss'l'BXiTrER is a fellow-sufferer. 

On the Top of the Mound. ^ |J Guide {concluding a vivid account of the fight 

Culchaed, who has purchased a map in the G- at Houguymont). Bot yen zey com qvite nearer, 

Waterloo Pluseum as a means of approaching y j zey vind ze rade line no ze Ingbs soldiers — nossing 

Miss Teottee, is pounced upon by an elderly hot a breek vail, viz ze moskets— ‘ Prown Pesses,’ 

Belgian Guide in a blue blouse, from whom you coal dem— shdeekin out of ze ’oles ! Ze ’oles 

he finds it difficult to escape. schdill dere. Bat vas Houguymont, in the or- 

The Guide {fixing Culchaed with a pair of sh^de. Now you com yiz me and see ze bon. Ze 

rheumy eyes )xnd a gnarled forefinger). You see “Leesten, I Uell >ou vonce more.” piece; ze bodi, von piece; ze baU, von 

vere is dat schmabvoodt near devite’ouse? not ^ piece. I sank you, Sare. Ope j^u com again soon, 

dere, along my shdeek — so. Dat is vare Peecton vas kib, Ingbs [Culchaed discoye?'s that the Teoti^s Podbuey hc^e gone 
Officer Peecton, Two days pefore he vas voundet in de ahum. down some time ago. At the foot of the steps he finds his 

’E say’to Ms sairvan’, “ You dell ennipoddies, I keel you I ” He friendwaiting for Mm, alone. 

vandt to pe iu ze hataibe: he vas iu ze bataille —seveu lance troo Culch. {with stiff politeness). Sorry you considered it necessary to 
’im, seven ; Peecton, Ingbs Officer. (Culchaed nods^ his head stay behind on my account. I see your American triends have 
miserably.) Hah, you ’ave de shart dere — open ’im out vide, dat de abeady started for the Ration, r j 

odder shentilmans see. (Culchaed obeys, spell-bound.) Yare you see Podbury {gloomily). There were only two seats on that coach, and 
dat blue gross, Yaterloo Shirshe, vere Loart Uxbeeedge lose ’is laig. they wouldn’t wait for the next. I don t know why, u^ess it was 

Zey cot ’im off and pury him in ze cott-yardt, and a villow gpw that they saw you coming down the steps. She can t stand you at 

oudtof’im. ’E com ’ere to see the viUow growing oudt of his laig. any price. 

Culch. {abandoning Ms map, and edging towards Miss Teottee). Culch. {ivith some heat). Just as likely she had had enough oi 
Hem— we are gazing upon one of the landmarks of our national yo^ buffoonery ! ^ aI/I 

history— Miss Teottee. Podb. {with provoking good humoui). Come, old chap, don t get 

Miss T. That ’s a vurry interesting re-mark. I presume you must your shirt out with me. Not my fa^t if she ’s found out you think 
have studied up some for a refiection of that land. Mr. Podbuey, yoiir yourself too big a^eU for her, is it ? Tf 

friend has been telbng me iSlie repeats Culchaed’s remark. Culch. {hotly). When did I say so— or think so ? It s what you ve 

Podb. {with interest). Got any more of those, old feUow ? told her ^out me, and I mi^^ay I cab it j j 4 * 

rCuiOHAED moves away with disgusted hauteur. Podb. Dou’t talk bosh ! Who said she was forward aud bad form 
The Guide [re-eapturiM him). Aloug dat gross Tay, VsiiAiNTOif aud aH the rest of it m the courty^d that &st eveiung ? She was 


officers roundt ’im. Boots, op to bier ; green cott ; 
Ante vaiscott ; vite laigs 

Podbury. Your father’s legs ? 

Guide. No, Sare ; my^ vader see Napoleon’s 
laigs ; leedle ’at, qvite plain ; no faither — nossing. 

Podbury But you just said you had a faither ! 

Guide. 1 say, Napoleon ’ad no faither— vat you 
cab it ? — plume — in ’is ’at, at ze bataibe. 

Podbury. Are you sure? I thought the Ms- 
wJBWfj tory books said he ‘ ‘ stuck a feather in his hat, 
and cabed it Macaroni.” 

3fiss T. I presume you ’re thinking of our 
National Amurrcan character, Yankee Boodle ? 

Guide. My vader, ’e no see Napoleon viz a 
Yankedoodle in ’is ’at ; ’e vear nossing. 

Podbury. Nothing ? What became of the green 
SmIIH white waistcoat, then, eh ? 

Guide. Ah, you unnerstan’ nossing at all! 

' JfwHI Leesten, I dell you vonce more. My vader 

Jnl Podbury. No, look here, my friend : you go 

gentleman all about it [indicating 
? 1/ ^ fflU! Culchaed) ; he ’s very interested in hearing what 
m Napoleon wore or didn’t wear. 

Jll/ Will Guide takes possession of Cxjlcha]^ once 

§l % more, tcho submits, under the impression that 

Miss Teottee is a fellow-sufferer. 

Guide [concluding a vivid account of the fight 
at Houguymont). Bot veu zey com qvite nearer, 
zey vind ze rade line no ze Ingbs soldiers— nossing 
I bot a breek vab, viz ze moskets — ‘ Prown Pesses,’ 

you coal dem — shdeekin out of ze ’oles ! Ze ’oles 
sehdib dere. Bat vas Houguymont, in the or- 
shabde. Now you com viz me and see ze bon. Ze 

once more 

piece. I sank you, Sare. ’Ope you com again soon. 
[Culchaed discovers that the Teotiees and Podbuey have gone 
down some time ago. At the foot of the steps he finds his 


Podb. Not a bit— to her. Better step out if we mean to catch 
at train. [Humming. ) La - di - loodle - lumpty - leedle - um - ti - 


’a know dem. In dat Shirsh, dventy, dbty dablets to Ingbs officers. 
Napoleon ’e coaled op Ts laift vir^, zey deploy m bne, yair you 
see my shdeek — ^ha, ze shenfelman is gone avay vonce more . 


',ey step out, Podbuey^ humming pleasantly and Culchaed 
whistUng viciously, yoithout further conversation, until they 
arrive at Braine f Alleud Station — and disco^ier that they have 
just missed their train. 
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TWO EMPEROES; 

Or, the Christian Cmr and Thb Eeathen Chinee, 

[A decree issued by the Emperor of China (in 
connection with the recent anti-foreign agitation 
in that country) points out that the relations be- 
tween the Chinese and the foreign missionaries have 
been those of peace and goodwill, and that the 
Christians are protected by treaty and by Imperial 
edicts, and commands the Governors and lieu- 
tenant-Govemors to protect the Christians and 
put down the leaders in the riots.] 

Many writers remark, 

And their language is plain, 

That for cruelty dark, 

And for jealousy vain, 

The Heathen Chinee is peculiar i 
In future perhaps they ’ll refrain. j 

Ah-Sin has his faults, 

■Which one cannot deny ; 

And some recent assaults 
On the mis-sion-a-ry, ^ I 

Have been worthy of— say Christian Russia, ' 
When dealing with small Hebrew fry. 

But the Empekoe seems stirred 
Persecution to bar, 

Which it might be inferred 
That I mean the White Czae; 

But I don’t. On the Mnscoyite C-sisae ' 
Such charity clearly would jar. 

Jffe ’s always the same, i 

And he ’ll not stay his hand ; 1 

The poor Jews are fair game 1 

In a great “Christian” Land ; , 

But the Lord of the Pencil Yermilion 
jEtebukes his fanatical band. 1 

A Heathen— of course !— ' 

(Whilst the Czae is a Saint) ! 

But a sign of remorse ! 

At the Christian’s complaint j 

May be seen in the edict he ’s issued, 

YHiich might make a great Autocrat faint. 

A Christian, ’tis true, 

To a Heathen Chinee 
Is as bad as a Jew 
Must undoubtedly be 
To an orthodox Christian of Eussdom, 

Too “ pious” for mere Char-i-tee. 

So one Emperor stones 
His poor Israelites, 

Whilst the other one owns 
Even Christians have ‘ ‘ rights,” 

And, although they’re (of course) “ foreign 
devils,” 

Their peace with good- will he requites. 

Which is why, I maintain 
(And my language is free) 

That the Czae, though he ’s vain 
Of his ()r-tho-dox-y. 

Mi ght learn from his Emperor cousin, 
Though he ’s only a Heathen Chinee ! 


Hews of “Oue Heney” {communicated 
ly Mr. J. L. T-le).— To our interviewer the 
eminent actor replied, “Yes, sujffering from 
bad sore throat, but may talk, as it ’s hoarse 
exercise which has been recommended. A 
stirrup-cup at parting? By all means. My 
cob is an excellent trotter, so I pledge you, 
with a bumper weH-in-hand. (Jqod-day I ’’ 
And so saying, he gaily waved his plumed 
hat, and rode away. 


“R'ATHEE a Laege Obdee.” — “The 
Order of the Elephant” conferred on 
President Caenot by the King of Den- 
mark. This should include an Order 
for the Grand Trunk, in which to ca^y 
it about. The proper person to revive this 
Order is evidently the Grand Duke oi 
Tusk-any. 



CONFIDENCES OF A MATURE SIREN. 

“ I ADMIT I ’M NOT AS HAHDSOMB AS I USED TO BE ; BUT I ’M TWICE AS PANSEBODS 1 ” 


THE TJHHY&IEITIC HOHSEHOLHEH. 

After reading the Reports of the Congress. 

Tell me not in many a column, 

I must pull up all my drains ; 

Or with faces long and solemn, ^ 
Threaten me with aches and pains. 

Let me end this wintry summer, 

’Mid the rain as best I may, 

Without calling in the plumber, 

For he always comes to stay. 

I appreciate the 
Prince’s 

Shrewd remarks 
about our lot ; 
But the horror he 
evinces 

At our dangers, 
frights me not. 

/ Science in expostu- 
i lation, 

' Shows our rules 
of health are 
wrong ; 

But in days when 
sanitation 

Was unknown, men lived as long. 

If the air with microbes thickens, 

Like some mirk malefic mist. 

Tell me prithee how the dickens 
We can manage to exist. 

From the poison breathed each minute, 
Man ere this had surely died \ 

When we see the fell things in it, 

On the microscopic slide. 

I ’m aware we ’re oft caught napping, 
And the scientist can say. 

That our yawning drains want trapping, 
Lest the deadly typhoid stay. 


Even with your house in order. 

If you go to take the air. 

So to spei, outside your border, 

Lo ! the merry germs are there. 

Doctors vow, in tones despotic, 

I must dig ’neath basement fioors, 
Lest diseases called zymotic 
Enter in at all my pores. 

Paexes, of sanitation master. 
Wanted “ purity and light ; ” 

I ’m content to risk disaster, 

With unhygienic night. 


aUEER aUERIES.— HTiEEinEAi.-T Have 
been asked to attend the wedding of a friend, 
and respond to the toast of “The Ladies. 

I have never done such a thing before, ,8-nd 
feel rather nervous about it. My friend 
says that I must “try and be very comic. 

I have thought of one humorous remark— 
about the ‘ ‘ weaker sex ” being really sirenger 
■—which I fancy will be effective, but I can’t 
think of another. Would one good joke of 
that sort be sufdcient ? 2. propos of the lady 
marksman at Bisley, I should like to advise 
all- ladies to “try the Butts,” oidy I am 
afraid this might be taken for a ref eren^ to 
the President of the Divorce Division. How 
could I work the Jackson case in neatly r 
I Would it be allowable to pin my speech on 
the wedding-cake, and read it on r 
1 could I wear a mask ? Any hints would be 
welcomed by — ^Best Man. 


Not Guite Polite.— The Manager of the 
Shaftesbury Theatre advertises ‘ ‘ three distinct 
plays at 8*15, 9-15, and 10.” ^ Distinct, but 
not quite clear. Anyhow, isn’t it rather a slur 
on other Theatres where it implies the plays, 
whether at8T5, 915, or 10, are “indistinct.” 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 

Prospect of Soliday-^An Entree — A Character in the Opening — 
Light and Leading — French Exercise — Proposition — Accepta- 
tion-Light Comedian — Exit—Jeudi alors—The Start, 

Chapter I. 

I AM sittingr/fatig-ued, in my study. I have not'taken a holiday 
this year, or last, for the matter of that. Others haye ; I hayen’t. 
Work ! work ! work!— and T am wishing that my goose-qnills were 
wings (“so appropriate ! ” whisper my good-natured friends behind 
their hands to one another), so that I might fly away and be at rest. 
To this they (the goose-quiUs, not the friends) haye often assisted 
me ere now. Suddenly, as I sit “a-thinldng, a-thinking,’’ my door 
is opened, and, without any announcement, there stands before me a 
slight figure, of middle height, in middle age, nothing remarkable 
about his dress, nothing remarkable about his greyish hair and close- 
cut beard, but something yery remarkable about his eyes, which 
sparkle with intelligence and energy; and something still more 
remarkable about the action of his arms, hands, ana thin, wiry 
fingers, which suggests the idea of his being an animated semaphore 
worked by a galyanic battery, telegraphing signals against time at 
the rate of a hundred words a minute, the substantiyes being occa- 
sionally expressed, but mostly “understood,” — pronouns and prepo- 
sitions being omitted wholesale. 

“What! DaubinetI ” I exclaim, he being the last person I had 
expected to see, haying, indeed, a letter on my desk from him, dated 
yesterday and deliyered this morning, to 
say that he was then, at the moment of m 
writing, and practically therefore for the 
next forty-eight hours— at least, so it 
would be with any ordinary indiyidual — 
in Edinburgh. But Daubinet is not an 
ordinary indiyidual, and the ordinary 
laws of motion to and from any given ^ 

point do not apply to him. Jf 

fie is a Flying Frenchman — M 

here, there, and everywhere ; 
especially everywhere. So Vi S'S p 

“He is a Flying Frencliman.” 

adranoe of Mercury himself, and ha-ring -roitten a letter in the 
morning to say he is coming, it is not unlikely that he will travel 
by the next train, arrive before the letter, and then wonder that you 
weren t prepared to receive him. Such, in a brief sketch, is mon 
ami Datjbinet. 

^ “ Aha! me voicij ” he cries, shaldng mv hand warmly. Then he 
suigs, waving ^his hat mhis left hand, and still grasping my right 
^th ms, T oici le sahre de mon pereP^ which reminiscence of 
Uefenbach has no particular relevancy to anything at the present 
momentj but it evidently lets ofi some of his superfluous steam. 
He continues, always with my hand in his, “ r arrive / inaUendu J 
Mats, mon cAer/’— here he turns oft the French stop of his polyglot 
organ, and, as it were, turns on the English stop, — continuing his 
address to me in very distinctly-pronounced English, “I wrote to 
you to say I would be here,” then pressing the French stop, he con- 
cludes with, ce mating n^est~ce pas f ” 

I reply, giving myself a chance of 
amng a little French, being on perfectly safe ground, as he 
thoroughly understands English ; indeed, he understands several 
^ ^ flounder out of my depth in foreign waters, one 
stroke wiH brmg me safe on to the British rock of intelligibility 
again ; or, if I obstinately ppsist in floundering, and am searching 
tor the word as for a plank, he will jump in and rescue me. Under 

these circumstances, I am ^perfectly safe in talking French to him— 
^^Maisje ne vous attendais ce matin^^ — I ’ve got an idea that this is 
something uncommordy grammatical — “ cause de votre lettre que 
je viens de recevoir^^ — this. I’ll swear, is idiomatic — “ ce matin. 
La voildJ^^ I pride myself on “ as representing my know- 

ledge that “ lettre, to which it refers, is feminine. 

CarainbaP^ he exclaims — an exclamation which, I have every 
reason to suppose, from want of more definite information, is 
Spanish. “ Caramha ! ” that letter is from Edinburgh ; fai visits 
fflasgow, the Nord et partout, etje suis de retour, I am going on 

business to Heims, pour re- 
ify K venir par Paris, — si vous 

V % Mk voudrez me doimer le plaisir 

^ de votre compagnie—de Jeudi 

J prochain d Mardi — vous serez 
^ J invite., — et je serai 

Jf / jT charmS, ires char me, 

^ Being already carried away 

ii^^^8'ination to Heims, and 
HMiiiiV returning by Paris, I am at 

1 once iiielmed to reply, 

IM Enchants I with the 
nk greatest pleasure.” 

m wmilKr ^^mcM iLoch! mirrd/^^ 

ffif cries, by way of response, 

■ waving his hat. Then he 

J3r ^ fw loudly, ‘ ‘ And— bless the 

T//3 Prince of Wales I ” After 

)U which, being rather proud of his mastery of 
Cockneyisms, he changes the accent, still sing- 
/M' ing, ‘ ‘ Blaass the Prince of Wailes 1 ” which he 

considers his chef d oeuvre as an imitation of 
§ ^ genuine Cockney tone, to which it bears 

exactly such resemblance as docs a scene of 
, ordinary London life drawn by a French artist. 

0 Then he says, seriously — hien! aliens! 

C it is fixed. We meet Yictoria, 

[i alors, par London, Chatham & Dover, from 

*1 Heims via Calais, tres hien, — train d’onze 

j/f heures precises^ — hien entendu. Py suis, Ihr 

¥ ^ ^ In Eiener 1 Adios ! A reverderla ! Addio, 

/ w amico caro!'*^ Then he utters something 

' II > which is between a sneeze and a growl, sup- 

posed to be a term of endearment in the Hussian 
“Aurevoh!” tongue. Finally he says in English, “ Good- 

.hye I ” 

His hat is on in a jitiy (which I take to be the hundredth part of a 
second) and he is down the stairs into the hall, and out at the door 
like a flying light comedian” with an airy “ go ” about him, which 
recalls to my mind the running exits of Charles Wyndham in one 
of his lightest comedy-parts. An revoir ! Pour Jeudi «?or 5 -.'” 

I hear him call this out in the hall, the door bangs as if a firework 
had exploded and blown my vivacious friend up into the air, and he 
has gone.^ 

Jeudi alors ’’ arrives, and I am at Yictoria for the eleven o’clock 
Express to the minut^ having decided that this is the best, shortest, 
and cheapest holiday I can take. I ’ve never yet travelled with my 
exqeuent French friend Datjbinet. I am to behis guest ; all respon- 
sibmty is talcen qfi my shoulders except that of my ticket and luggage, 
and to travel without responsibility is in itself a novelty. To have 
to think of nothing and nobody, not even of oneself I Away I away I 

PoLiTESSE. — The following version of our great popular Naval 
Anthem will be issued, it is hoped, from White- 
ImU (the French being supplied by the Lords of 
the Admiralty in conjunction) to ail the musical 

Naval Captains in command at Portsmouth. The MBeSiiy- 

graceful nature of the intended compliment cannot 
escape the thickest-headed land-lubber 

Birige, Madame la France, j| j| ' \ \ 

Madame la France dirigera les vaguos ! \\,. . /jl'u V \ 

Messieurs les Franqais ne seront jamais, jamais, jamais, \ ' T \ 

EsclavesI , ') \y 

The effect of the above, when the metre is ^ 

carefully fitted to the tune (which is a work of 
time), and sung by a choir (with accent) of a 
thousand British Blue-jackets, will doubtless be quite electrical. 

Note by a Travelling Fellow First Classic.— There ’s no pas- 
sage in any Classical author, Latin or Greek, so difficult as is the 
passage between Dover and Calais on a rough day, and yet, strange 
to say, the translation is comparatively easy. 

A Picture on the Line.— Sketch taken at the Equator. 
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QUITE A LITTLE NOVELTY. 

Dear Mr. Puinch, — ^As En^lishmeii are so often accused of want 
of originality, I hope you will let me call your attention to an occa- 
sion when it was conclusiYely proved that at least two of the British 
race were free from the reproach. The date to which I refer 
‘ was the 1st 

[APEl-PWI (DosjjSs 


, ASTP^A 

I 


■ I .' ■. V}h .'^1 r r 


t^'eV^IPjuoU? I ASIP^A I of August 

I last, #hen! 

Professor Girmifer exhibiting Sims’ and Buchanan’s 
Monstrosities. 

new and. 

original piece is simple in the extreme. Cuthhertson, a young gentle- 
man, has married Ms wife in the belief that Ms Wife Ko. 1 (of whom 
he has lost sight), is dead. Having thus ceased to he a widower, Cuth- 
hertson is confronted by Wife No. 1 and deserts Wife No. 2. Assured 
by the villain of the piece that she is not really married io Cuthhertson^ 
Wife No. 2 prepares to marry her informant. The nuptials are about 
to be celebrated in the Chapel Eoyal, Savoy, when enter Wife No. 1 
who explains that she was a married woman when she met CutKberU 
son^ and therefore, a fair, or rather unfair, bigamist. Upon tMs 
Cutlibertson (who is conveniently near in a pew, wearmg the unpre- 
tentious uniform of the Eoyal Horse Artillery ) , rushes into the arms of 
the lady who has erroneously been numbered Wife No. 2, when she 
has been in reality Wife No. 1, and all is joy. Now I need scarcely 
point out to you that notMng like this has ever been seen on the 
stage before. It is a marvel to me how Messrs. Sms and Buchanan 
came to think of such clever tMngs. , t i it x 

But if it had been only the plot that was original, I should not 
have been so anxious to direct attention to The Trumpet Call, But 

L 1. 1 


Callh& joins the Royal Horse Artillery. Then, again, unlike lie 
scene in the Hev Cut in The Lights o’ London, there is a Tiew oy 
night of the exterior of the Mogul Music HaU. Further, there is a 
“Doss House’’ scene, that did not for a moment (or certainly not 
for more than a moment) recall to my mind that gathering of the 
poor in the dark arches of a London bridge, in one of Boucicau]^ s 
pieces. By the way, was that play, After JDarJi, or was it The 
Streets of London ^ I really forget wMcM ^ Then, aU the characters 
in the new play are absolutely new and original. The hero who wm 
: bear everything for his alleged wife’s sake, and weeps over his child, 

: is quite new. So is the heroine who takes up her residence with poor 
1 but amusing showmen, instead of wealthy relatives. That is also 
j quite new, and there was nothing like it in The Lights o’ London, 

I The villain, too, who will do and dare anything (in reason) to wed 
I the lady who has secured Ms affections,* is also a novelty . So is a 
character played by Miss Clara Jecks as only Miss Cl.^ JE^scan 
and does play it. And there are many more equally bright and 
fresh, and, in a word, original. m . *£ 

So, my dear Mr, Punchy hasten to the Eoyal AdelpM Thea^e, if 
you wish to see something that wiE either wake you up or send you 
to sleep. Go, my dear Mr, Punchy and sit out The Trmnpet Call^ 
and when you have seen it, you will imderstand why I sign myseli, 
Yours faithfully, 

One who has Seen Nothing Like it Beeore. 




Professor Girmifer exhibiting Sims’ and Buchanan’s 
Monstrosities. 





FEENCH AS SHE IS SPOKE.” 

Prom Admiral Gervais 'to My Lor^ Maire, 
^ Much we regret, Lor’ Maire, mon cher, 
Tour banquet to refuse ; 

But if you fear not mal de tner^ 

Pack up your malle de mer, mon cher, 

^ And join us in a cruise. 

From My Lor^ 3faire to Admiral Gervais, 
3Ion cher Gervais, 

. , u Can’t say “ Je razb,” 

/y V/ Except Je vats 

autre cote,^^ 

^ Gervais, tu vas ,— 

3foi—fe ne xais pas. 


LE ROI (EH GARQOH) EH YOTAGE, S’ AMUSE; 

Or, whctt his Juvsnils Mc^esty paclced in his ” Crludstone,** and set down 
in his Notes, tisc, 

OZ?e«c?or#—Servia]i— in French, German, Eussian, and any other 
Eastern tongues^as yet published. 

Twelve dozen Boxes of Tin Soldiers. 

Ditto, ditto. Bricks to Match. j • 

Complete LeUer Writer (with addenda), speciaUy added by Ms 
“ Papa,” as models to he followed more or less closely when address- 
ing Ms mother on matters of a homely and domestic character. 

The Boy-King’s Guide to the proper and decent method of pp- 
siding at a Cabinet CouncE, showing now the same maybe conducted 
conjointly with the introduction of Ninepins, or some other equaEy 
interesting, inteEectual, and manly game. 

List of the best Sweet-stuff Shops. . 

Ditto, ditto ;of what ’s going on, and most worth lookmg up in 

^^anJ-Bwk^to Leger de 3Iain, with special reference to Practical 
Joking at State Functions, and other High Jinks ! _ , 

SMEing Hand-Book to Home Made Fireworks, with Pemanent 
Order signed by War Mini ster for supply of necessary materials. 


Hyjinks and Hygiene. 

Hygiene and Demography ! Never before 
With such wonderful names has a Conference met, ^ 

With statistics by thousands and papers galore 
As to what Demos wants, as to what he ’s to get. 

It’s not always perfectly clear what they mean. 

Yet, perhaps an outsider is right when he tMnks 
Though no doubt they would die for beloved Hygiene, 

As a matter of fact they indulge in High Jinks. 

An Altaxed Scene. . i j • 

themoidentsaiidcliaraoters are egually novel. Porinstan^.i^e 

not play me false, the hero enEsted in the Guards, in The Trumpet series. 




A PIOUS FRAUD! 

‘Hullo, Monty, -what havb you got in you® Button-hole? You don't mean to say you 've joined the Blub Ribbon 

ri ** “Vito, tat* 'pwto 'NTm-m' nvT.v aniva to Dt-nttc WTTW Jakes. Don’t WANT TO HURT POOR. OLD JAKES’S FEELINGS — DON’T 


“ Yes ; for this Night only. Going to Dine with Jakes. Don’t want to hurt poor old Jakes’s feelings—don’t 
WANT to be Poisoned by his beastly Wine. See ? ” 


NEPTUNE’S HOME;” OR, NEIGHBOURS UNITED. 

The Prencli are all coining, for so they declare, 

Of their fleet and their tars all the papers advise ns ; 

They ’re to come o’er the sea and to Portsmouth repair, 

mi--? j -i ci_iAT J :n i. 


Their squadrons at Spithead will please, not surprise us. 
Their fleet is to come for a right friendly spree : 


Their fleet is to come for a right friendly spree ; 

To promise them “ skylarks” is hardly presumption. 
They’re welcome to Neptune’s old “ Halls by the Sea.” 

Of powder and grog there ’ll be mighty consumption, 

In toasts and salutes, for they ’re friends and invited ; 
John and Johnny clasp paws, 

And drink deep to the Cause 
Of Neptune’s two guests and brave Neighbours United I 
The scribes and the specials report wondrous things, 

Of the grand preparations, the routs and the rackets. 

Gone the old days of huge wooden walls and white wings, 
We now meet without mutual dusting of jackets. 

Well so much the better ! Our seas let them try, 

Their squadrons are welcome to float ’em and swim ’em. 
Like good Cap^n Cuttle we ’ll smile and “stand by,” 
Friendly bumpers we ’ll empty as fast as they brim ’em • 
To welcome his guests Father Neptune ’s delighted. 

He ’ll clasp both their paws, 

And drink deep to the Cause 
Of Sailors as shipmates and Neighbours United I 

Old Nep is “ At Home ” to the Sailors of France. 

Old foes turn new friends as their reason grows riper ; 

“ AIL hands for Skylarking ! ” A measure we ’ll dance, 
With friendship for fiddler and pleasure for piper. 

’Tis a good many years since they sought our white shore ; 
Once more at hands’-^rip we are glad to have got ’em. 

As to Jingos or Chanvimsts, — out on the bores! 

Such Jonahs should promptly be plumped to the bottom ; 
Poor swabs ! For tbis party they are not invited ; 

Shall they come athwart hawse 
As we drmk to the Cause 
Of Shipmates for ever and Neighbours United ? 


Yes, we know that humanity fondly may scheme 
For Peace, of all fils the supposed panacea : 

We know that Utopia’s only a dream, 

Unbroken good fellowship but an idea. 

Old Nep knows his great Naval Show is now on, 

And Armsthong and Whitwoeth’s huge works he ’s aware 
on; 

He sees what our shipwrights and gunsmiths have done 
To send foes o’er the Styx in the barque of old Chaion. 

At sight of War’s muderous monsters half frighted. 

E’en valour may pause, 

And drink deep to the Cause, 

Of Good-will among Nations and Neighbours United ! 


But, gushing apart, ’tis a sight for sad eyes 
To see ancient rivals on joint messmate duty. 

A French ship in our waters and not as a prize 
Might once have perturbed British Yalour and Beauty. 
But now Father Neptune, “ At Home,” calmly grips 
His trident, and smiles with most friendly bemgnity. 

We welcome French Sailors, and shout for Freuch ships. 


Without an abatement of patriot dignity. 

To see any friend of John Bull Nep ’s delighted. 
He holds out his paws, 

And will drink to the Cause 
Of Peace on the Ocean and Neighbours United ! 


Then shout, Britons, shout, while the neighbouring crews 
Hob-nob, as the symbol of neighbouring nations ; 

Whilst Neptune at Home welcomes brave Brother Blues, 
And serves out the stingo to each in fair rations. 

Your spirits, ye sturdy old seadogs, might smile 

On a friendship which to your true hearts is no treason. 

The Sea-God makes free of his favonrite Isle 

The French lads he once would have shied, and with reason. 

Now to greet brave Geevais and his tars he ’s delighted. 



Jomr Btoi. {log.). “ALLOW ME TO INTEODTJCE MY MESSMATE, MR. NEPTXJITE. 
NEPTTJira. “ALWAYS GLAD TO WELCOME ANY FRIEND OF YODRS, JOHN!” 
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TO THE SHELYED SEX. 

On& loho keeps Ms Ears open.) 

[“Believing firmly in the absolute justice of 
woman’s claim to the ‘ Parliamentary’ franchise, 1 
shall at all times support that claim.”— Jfr. Logan, 
the new M,F,for the Harhorough l>ivision.'\ 




0 Woman, in onr A||Ij|||||||| 

hours of ease. IBMil iiiil 

Tl^ mockery oi false 

When an Election ]|h|I|||||M 

comes in sight, alB W p|| |M 

E’en Ministers admit / 

Believe them not ; ^ \l / I 

they do dote 

On the^Poiitioal Pet- ^ 

’Tis all a politic pre- 

Some of them are upon the fence ; 

Some of them have political ” wives, 

And shirking stings in their home-hives, 
Take up “the Cause ” with a sham zeal, 
Which not five in five thousand feel. 

But hear them over a Cluh-dinner 
Chuckling about the “pretty sinner” 

Who hankers for that finer Club, 

The House o’ Commons ! There ’s the rub ! 
They do not want you there, my dears ; 

The prospect of your “franchise ” queers 
Wire-pullers’ plans, and party reckoning — 
Hope, in male guise, stands blandly 
beckoning;. 

He — Codlin— is the friend, not Short, 

But, in his heart he ’s making sport. 

Of course ’tis wickedest of shames, 
But^recoUect Sir Henet James, 

Your open enemy avowed. 

Did not the House o’ Commons crowd 
’ Of frauds and shams play up to him, 

And shelve “the Female Franchise” whim 
Only the other day ? Sheer diddle ! 

Have you not nous to read the riddle ? 

How wondrous prompt was W. O. 

To back up Smith ! With what sly glee 
The “ Woman’ s^ightists” (Bd subside. 

And — suh silentio—^et you slide ! [human. 

Your Grand Old Man, dears,— well, he^s 
He doesn’t want some Grand Old Woman 
As colleague or as rival. Woodall ? 

Well, he IS gentle, genial, good all; 

But.there ’s a twinkle in his eye 
Persuades me that he would not die 
Did you consent to drop your “ claim.” 

And now there comes another name 
To raise for Shes the party slogan. 

Well, trust, dears— if you like— to Looan ; 
He “ will support you at all times [rhymes 
Keep your eye on him! Shakspeaee’s 
Tell you “ Men were deceivers ever.” 

M.P. ’s wise, foolish, crass, and clever, 

Are— no^nally— on your side. 

And— privately— your cause deride. 

Take the straight tip, my dears — I glean it 
From private talk — they donH half mean it ! 


The Yoltjnteehs’ Foothold.— Shoebury- 
ness. 


Icintes llttsscll fMl 

' Boek, Feb. 22, 1819. Died, Aro. 12, 1891. 

“ We could not hare been prouder of Mm had he 
been one of us.” — Times, 

Baed of two worlds, and friend of both. 

As ripe in years as culture, verily 
To miss that voice two worlds are loth, 

In which much wisdom spake so merrily. 

A voice, and no mere echo, thine, 

Of many tones, but manly ever. 

Thy rustic Biglow's rugged line 
A grateful world neglecteth never I 
It smote hypocrisy and cant [ripple 

T -1 fiail-like force ; sleek bards that 
Like shallow pools — ^who pose and pant, 

■^Jid vaguely smudge or softly stipple, — 
These have not brain or heart to sing 
As Bigloiv sang, our quaint Hosea, 

Whose “ Sunthin in the Pastoral line,” 

Full primed with picture and idea, 

Lives, with “ The Courtin’,” unforgot. 

And worth whole volumes of sham-Shen- 
stone. 

Yes, you could catch, as prigs may not, 

Pure women’s speech and valiant men’s 
Zekle and Huldy in our hearts [tone. 

Have found a place. But a true Poet, 

Like Shakspeaee’s Man, plays many parts. 

You chid us sharply, well we know it. 

For you ’d the gift of Satire strong, 

^ And knew just how to lay the lash on. 

You smote what you thought British wrong, 
Wed, that won’t put us in a passion. 

“ I ken write long-tailed if I please,” 

You said. And truly, polished writer, 

More like “a gentleman at ease,” 
never touched quOl than this" shrewd 
smiter. 

Your “moral breath of temperament ” 

Found scope in scholarly urbanity ; 

And wheresoever Lowell went 
Sounded the voice of Sense and Sanity. 

We loved you, and we loved your wit. 

Thinking of you, uncramped, uncranky ; 
Our hearts, ere we ’re aware of it, 

“ Bun helter-skelter into Yanlcee.” 

“For puttin’ in a downright lick 
’Twixt Humbug’s eyes, there’s few to 
metch it.” 

Faith, how you used it ; ever quick 
Where’er Truth dwelt, to dive and fetch it. 
Yernaoular or cultured verse, 

The scholar’s speech, the ploughman’s 
patter 

You’d use, but still in each were terse, 

As clear in point as full in matter. 

You’d not disdain “ the trivial fiute,” 

The rustic Pan-pipe you would finger. 

Yet could you touch “ ApoUo’s lute ” 

To tones on which Love’s ear would linger. 
Farewell, farewell ! Two countries loved. 

Two countries mourn you. Hone will 
quarrel 

With English hands, whichj unreproved, 

Lay on your bier an English Laurel I 

An Old School Buoy. — Under the heading 
of “Church and Schools,” the St James's 
Gazette gave an interesting illustration of 
‘ ‘ public spirit in schools.” It recounted how 
“An Old Bedford Boy”— no relation to 
Bobeet, the Waiter, we believe — ^in the course ■ 
of returning thanks, said, “ I have bathed in « 
all the great rivers of the world.” Then he ' 
added, “the water of the sluggish Ouse is the 
sweetest of them all,” Oddly enough his name i 
was “ ZiNCKE,” though evidently he must be • 
a fiist-rate “Zwimmer.” With genuine love ! 
for his old school, he might have added that ] 
he wished he was a Buoy again. But he ^ 
seems to have got on swimmingly every- : 
where. 1 


1 “ HELPS AXD WHELPS. 

! ^ The following advertisement appeared some 
i little time since in the columns of a daily 
contemporary : — 

T O those who have not time to give their dogs 
sufficient exercise in London. — A Lady, expe- 
rienced, would EXEECISE BOGS in the Park. 
Teirnis, one hour daily, 6s, a week ; two hours, 7s. 6d. 
— Address, &c. 

Listen to this, Hover, my hound I 
This passes expectation ! 

A “ Lady Guide,” who 'll trot you round 
For scant remimeration I 

When pain and anguish wring my brow 
Because I ’m doomed to hark 
To your “ Why-not-go-ont ?” bow-wow, 
She ’ll take you to the Park I 

Cometh this ministering sprite. 

Smiling upon us meekly, 

And says, “I’D make your burden light 
For seven-and-sixpence weeldy.” 

They talk of “woman's sphere,” when sole, 
Her hemisphere, when mated ; 

But surely here she ’s reached the goal 
For which she was created ! 


"f'?* 


-Mm 







She’ll chaperon you down the Bow, 

With silken cord she ’ll lead 

Your footsteps where the flowerets blow, — 
A “lucky dog,” indeed! 

She ’ll win your love hy bits of cake, 

She ’ll let you bark, or growl, 

And fight with other dogs, and make 
War on the water-fowl. 

Yet is it right your wayward tramp 
Her maiden steps should hamper ? 

Ho one who knows you for a scamp 
Would take you for a scamper 1 

And oh !— a thought most base and black, 
That puts me in a fluster — 

My Hover, would she bring you hack 9 
Ho, no, I will not trust her ! 

The offer tempts— [again that hark !) — 

But no — ’tis weak to falter ; 

The chain that leads you to the Park 
May lead me to the Altar ! 

Feom a Yeey Occasion.u: Coeeespondent. 
— “At Craig-y-nos we’ve been keeping up 
quite Craig-y-noces. High jinks up here. 
Craig-y-nos means the ‘ Bock of the Hight,’ 
but, mind you, no rock has been required by 
any of us when we did go to bed, even 
though we had real Welsh rabbits for supper. 
Madame Patti, who takes the Patti -cake 
here, is far too wiry ever to be a Haiti de 
fou gras.^ Delicious air here, as any air must 
be in which Patti has a voice. — Yours truly, 
“The Applest op tbge Ap Joneses.” 




GkANDOLPH having studied the PEiETOEIAN PARLIAMENT, IS OF OPINION THAT THE PROCEEDINGS IN THE COMMONS MIGHT BE CONSIDERABLY IMPRO^rED DURING THE SUMMER 

Months, and sends Mr. Punch this outline of his suggestions. 
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THE DEMOGRAPHIC YADE MECUM. 

Question, You properly attended the 
Congress last week ? 

Answer, Certainly, by wearing a small 
brooch pinned on the flap of my coat. 

Q. What effect hadthis on the cabmen? 

A, To cause them to charge me just 
double the customary fares. 

Q, Did you go to the Inaugural 
Meeting ? 

A, Of course, but as it was so crowded, 
I could get no further than the door. 

Q, Did you hear the speech of the 
Prince of Wales? 

A, Unfortunately not ; but I had the 
adyantage of seeing the top of his Eoyal 
Highness’s head. 

Q, Did you go to the Soiree in Lin- 
coln’s Inn Fields, at the Hall of the 
Eoyal College of Surgeons ? 

A, 1 did, and was much amused at 
finding myself drinking claret cup in 
the museum devoted to skeletons. 

Q, Did you go to the reception at 
Guildhall ? 

A, Certainly, and was greatly grati- 
fied at the amusements supplied to the 
Lord Mayor’s guests. 

Q, What were those amusements ? 

A, So far as I could see, the Band of 
the Grenadier Guards, conducted by 
Lieut. Dan Goderet in undress uniform, 

anZ some charters under a glass case. 








> HEADS BETTER THAN ONE. 

An Optical Illmion in a Lady's Orchestra, 


Q. Was that all? 

A, Well, I heard some harps, and then 
of course there were the Lord Mayor’s 
trumpeters, 

Q. Did you get your hat and coat in 
comfort ? 

A, In great comfort-after I had 
fought like a wild beast with other 'v^ild 
beasts for an hour and a half to get up 
to the place of distribution. 

. Q. Was this part of the programme 
badly managed ? 

A, It was not managed at all. The 
, City Authorities had not even had the 
, sense to put the numbers available at each 
1 counter en evidence, 

i Q. Did you derive any linguisticleam- 
' ing from this struggle ? 

A, Certainly. I heard bad language 
, in sixteen different tongues, 
i Q, And what (as a connoisseur) did 
■ you think of the oaths ? 

I A, That none were comparable to that 
1 English expletive wHch is equally sug- 
I gestive of a barrier in a river, the mother 
of a lamb, and the observations of an 
angry man. 

Q. Did you go anywhere else ? 

A, The entertainments I attended 
were so numerous that it is impossible to 
' remember a tithe of them. 

Q. And what did you do’about Science ? 

A, Left it for mscussion until the 
; meeting of the Congress to be held next 
, year I 


EOBERrS AMERICAN FRIENDS. 

Mt Amerrjrcane Frend has cum back again to the “ Grand Hotel.” 
He has bin with us nearly a month, and says he finds it, as before, 
the werry best Hotel anywheres for a jowial Baoheldore. I thinks 
as he’s about the coolest card as I ever seed, tho as good natured as 
a reel Lady, and I don’t think as that’s at all a bad karacter. 
When he heard as the Germun Empber was a cu^in to Gilc^aU, 
^ - 7 « — I he acshally arsked me to interdooce him to 

hti: {jiiiiiii j 1 . 1| Mare, as he wanted a few tickets 

for hisself and f rends! And when I told 
r 1 1 ti'' him as that coudn’t be manidged, he arsked 

1 1 1 I ,j where he coud buy a few, as he supposed as 

1 1 I I ^oney coud buy anythink, and praps he 

1 11 1 'W3,sn’t so werry rong arter all. He^ had 

ilil three Amerrycan frends to dinner 

other day, and didn’t they iest tork 
away. One of ’em arsked me if I didn’t 
think as it was shamefooUy xtravagant to 
^ord Mare of our little City jest 
the same salary for governing his one httle 
square mile, as they in Amerrykey gave their 
Presedent for governing meir hole country, altho it was about thirty 
times larger than ours. To wldch I boldly replied most suttemynot, 
becoz I had herd as there was lots of Presedents in the World, but 
ony one Lord Mare of London, to which my frend shouted out, 
“ Bravo, Robert, that ’s one to you ! ” i 

Amost all their tork was about what they calls their World s 
Show,” as is to be held at Chickargo, I thinks they called itj the 
year after next, and what they have nateraUy come here for, is to 
arrange for the Lord Mare and his too Sherryft's, with their State 
Carriages, and state Footmen, and state Robes, to go over and show 
’em how to open it 1 And the funniest one of the lot acshally sam as 
I must go with ’em, for the World’s Show woud not be a perfect 
show wimout they had in it the most horigmal specimen of a reel 
London Hed Waiter to show to their 50 mfilion peeple l And I am 
to have the werry biggest tip as ever a Hed Waiter had. And 1 m 
quite sure as they meant it all, for they larfed all the while as they 
torked about it. ^ . 

This same one had a Ticket for Guildhall the bother heavenmg, 
when about four thowsand gests was there, and jolly fun he says it 
was, for they all seemed to begin a drinking of werry good Shampane 
about Nine a Clock, and kep on at it for above three horns, for th®^® 
wasn’t not nothink else for ’em to do, and so they did that, and did 

He arsked me if I coud remember what outlandish names the 
principal gests was all called, and when I told him I thort fhey was 
High-gin and DbMmy-Groggt, they all roared again, and shoi^ed 
out, “that’s another to you Robert; go ahead, my tulip I Tho 
1 what they meant I ’m sure I don’t kno. 


Our gentlemanly Manager looked in to see how they was a getting 
on, and when they told hSn what they called my last joke, e wen he 
larfed away like the best on ’em. The fust time I gets a chance I ’ll 
ask him to explain it aR to me. 

What seemed to have struck the Amerrycan most, was what he de- 
scribed as the twelve most bewtifool Angels, all most bewtifooUy drest, 
in most bewtifool close, a plaving most bewtifool toons on most bewtifool 
Ar ps ! which he said reminded him more of Heaven than anyt hink he 
had ever seen or heard. He arsked me the name of the bewtifool hap 
as they played three times, and when I told him as I believed as it 
was a Welsh wun, and was called “ The March of the Men of Oar- 
Uch^^ he wonder d how men with such bad taste could have written 
such sweet music. 

They can teH joUy good staggerers they can! Why one on em 
said as how we was a getting so scrowged up in the old Country, that 
they thort of giving us jest a little slice of theirs, and as theirs was 
about thirty times as big as ours, they could easily spare it. 

But this I must and 'will say, they are perfect Gennelmen, and, as 
the best possibel proof of it, they is allers werry libbral to me. 


OUR BOOKING-OI'PICE. 


Interesting romance is Marion Crawford’s Witch of Trague; 
the witch novel might easily have been told in one volume instead 
of three. Skipping is good exercise. draper 1 

The casual reader,^ and the traveUing i 

reader or journey-alist, won’t get much W 
better entertainment for his money 
than he will find in Stories of Old and 
New Spain^ by Thomas A. Janvier. 'Iih: 

Ho April foolin’ around on the part of 
Janvier with metaphysical digressions, UPWffW 1 1 ! j il 
but all straight to the point. For sen- Hbj §1 , || ' K 
sation, try Saint Mary of the Angels. 

Adelphi melodrama isn’t m it with this 

story. 'S'an Entomb toere is a Sensational. 

Simple, quiet humour ; md J he Legena i xi.- £ 

of Padre Jose is singularly touching. Altogether a book this oi 
infinite variety. {Signed) Baron de Book- Worms. 


?ijk 


Sensational. 

Altogether a book this of 
Baron de Book-Worms. 


“How’s that for Ht”-geenic? — In spite of the London 
Season being over, the Hygienic Congress had what ’Arrt w(^d 
call a “’igh old time” of it in London last week. In anhoipation 
of their next merry meeting, a distinguished member of the A^o- 
oiation is already busily engaged in preparmg a paper on ^ The 
Real and Apparent Connection between ‘Hygiene and High 
Jinks.’ ” 
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UNDER THE SCREW. 

{By a Liberal 3f.F.) 

Oh, where shall I go, and what shall I do ? 

Turn which way I will, I am under the screw. 

Every Yoter must feel a tight clutch on the throat 
Of my conscience— poor thing ! — ere he ’ll promise his vote. 
Pat late was my patron, — ’twas only his fun I 
Is'ow he ’s ‘‘ three single gentlemen ” not rolled in one. 





'ii' 


MUSIC FOR THE PAELIAMENTAEY MILLION. 

Ms. Eaemer- Atkinson, M.P., has announced that during the Recess he 
will deliver political addi’esses interspersed with songs and music. To assist him 
we have prepared a specimen “ utterance,” which, for the sake of convenience, 
we have thrown into a dramatic form. 

^nter Mr. FaEjOie- Atkinson, M.P., zoith an assortment of musical mstruments 
zchich he places on a table in front of him. Immense applause^ during which 
the JECon* Gentleman picks up a Cornet and plays a solo. JEnthusiazn. 

Mr. Farmer^ Atkinson {bowing after recovering from his exertions). Ladies 
and Grentlemen. {Hear^ hear ! ) I'hank you. Ladies and Gentlemen, for your 
cordial reception. {Applause.) And you must know. Ladies and Gentlemen, that 
although I have given you a solo on the cornet, I did not visit this flourishing 
towm [cheers)^ this highly civilised town {renewed applause), this model town 
{hearty cheering), with the intention of blowing my own trumpet. {Me pauses — 
silezice.) Don’t you understand? I did not want to blow my own trumpet — 
joke, see ? {A laugh.) Thank you! And now about the Irish Q,uestion. Well 
everybody harps upon it. So wiU I. “ Come back to Frin.^^ {Flays and 
sings the touching melody — a harp accompaniment — applause.) Thank you I 
And now about the Triple Alliance. Well, I think I can illustrate that, both 
musically and politically. Triple means three. Well, I will take this drum on 
my back, beating it with the sticks that are bound to my shoulders ; then I 
will apply my mouth to this set of pipes, while I beat a triangle with my hands. 
There! {Flays the musical instruments simultaneously — avnlause.^ Thanlr 






you! You see I get some sort of music. A little unattractive possibly (“Wo .' 
no.'”), but stiU sufficiently pleasing to elicit your admiration. (“JYoar, hear! ”) 
Thank you ! WeU, this eSect reminds me of the Triple Alliance. We may 
take the drum to represent Italy, the set of pipes Germany, always fond of 
making a shrill noise, and the triangle w^ill ably represent Austria. See ? 
{Great applause.) And now I am very unwilling to weary you further. 
(“ Wo, no .'”) Thank you! But I myself have an appointment which I must 
keep, so therefore, I must conclude my entertainment — I should say speech. 
Otherwise you would grow weary of me ? (“Wo, Thank you! But 

before bidding you good-bye, I must sing you one more song that I think Tvill 
please everybody. It is called Home Sweet Home:^ {Thunders of applause.) 
And now I wiU just get the right key and fire away. {He tunes zip harp, and 

ru. *»“• •if 

The S. H. R. A. will insist on then fad? [“ squeeze.” K 

And their plan, too, is “ pressure 1 ” It ’s just nought but ® , „ 

And the poor M.P.’s life is one long * ‘ Little-Ease.^’ , ® ho— o— o— ome ! ” 

Tieft too takes his turn at the merciless rack, chorus is repeated as Mr. Faemee- Atkinson disappears behind a 

And there isn’t a faddist, fanatic, or quack curtain on the platform, and the audience fade away. 

But has his own Screw, which he wants to apply. r. . .. ' - 

The Temperance Man “ Dhect Yeto” would try, . 

And if I’m not found to accept it with glee, -A. PENNY EEENCH — TWOPENCE BRITISH. 

A— a j-.o.) 

My vote against vaccine, or howl at my name ; The youth, without a moment’s hesitation, dashed manfully into the sea. 

The Working-Man wants his Eight Hours, or, by Jingo, 5® watched by the excited spectators, who cheered him as he breasted 
He ’U give me— at polling— particular stingo. against the head of the y-sN. 

The Socialist wants me to do with the Land Admiralty Pier. It must, indeed, have been a ^ 

A — ^well, a dashed somethmg I can’t imderstand • great prize in view that coiild have caused such a >4' 

The Financial Reformer, ’tis little he “axes,” ' darmg feat. That was the thought of the old 

He only requires me to take off all taxes ! Coast-guardsman, as he watched the lad (he was 

And now, with the General Election in view, scarcely more than a boy) as he took stroke after v i PrT 

I ’m dashed if a poor M.P. knows what to do. stroke for Calais. ^ Row he rested on the back of a -lid'' ffltl’ lif ' 

How to live on the rack is a regular poser. treacherous porpoise that soon cast him away. 

By Jove, I’m half tempted to turn a — ^Primroser ! ** Will the steamboat lend him a helping hand, ^ 

The soft “Primrose Path” way conduct to the fire, rather rope?” muttered the veteran salt, as r\~ a-"" 

But ’tis easy at least, and of Screwing I tire ! he watched the seemingly fragile figure of the ^ 

— ' swimmer. “Ah, by Reptune! well done! Strike me flat with a lubberly 

_ _ _ marling-spike, but a kindly act indeed I ” ^ 

TOO FREE TO BE EASY. , action that had extorted the admiration of the aged seaman was a rope 

Scm:B—Hxterior of a Foard School. FrUerB.. aiid L steamboat’s bulwarks. The now weary swimmer 

zmllmeaningB\^KD.tl[n:o^i^andlong ^ vmi It saved his life. 

“Sy. l)oaj:d, young Sir?” asked the 

Philanthropist {heaHihj). Ak, my good Mend andkow “ I W poor,” gasped put tke tired and skivering lad, 

areyoutakingadvWt^eoitkisgi-eaftoon-S hM ™ , 

privilege of free education ? m good tme the coast of France was sighted, neared. 

Artisan [doggedhj). By not sending my lad to school as stone, owing to the exposure to the waves, 

Fhil. {with^pained astonishment), ^ou surprise me. ’ out. refreshed. He threw away the rope, and once more struck 

l^d! It ’7^t tke steamkoat, “ I can finisk tke rest of 

SoonkewasstandingonFrenokgroundknying 

AH. ^^MV^^ateMfor^wkat? sion^of strange faskion?” asked an aged mis- 

knfiSikStsyounouglA®^*^°“~^^^ education, you The weary lad replMii a faint voice, “Because at Calais a post-card to 
Art. Oh, it costs nought, does it? Then thank vou for bv Dover twopen^ ! Yet both posts surely are conveyed 

sKS'iS’K' r;*?- ^ 

tkerewiUbeaomeption. aooompaiuett oy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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STORICULES. 

It — ^T hE SuiCIDE-ADYEitTISEMENT. 

AS you stood l)ef ore 
the automatic 
machine on the 
station platform, 
making an imbe- 
cile choice be- 
tween a packet of 
gooseberry nou- 
gat and a slab of 
the gum caramel, 
you could not 
help seeing on 
the leyel of your 
eye this notice : — 

“BLACKIlS^a- 
CREAM. 

Ask foe 
Higiinson’s, 

AND 

TakenoOthee.” 

Similar an- 
nouncements met 
you on every 

hoarding, in 
almost every 

_ paper and maga- 

^ zine, on every 

TJ.X1 1 -rr - omnibus. Neat 

little packets of Higlinson’s Blacking-cream were dropped through 
your letter-box, with a printed request that you would honour Mr. 
Higlinson by trying it. Leaflets were handed you in the street to tell 
you what public analysts said about it, and in what great hotels it 
was the only blacking used. Importunity pays. Sooner or later you 
bought Higlinson’s Blacking-cream. You then found out that it 
was just about as good as any other, and went on buying it. 

In one way this was very good for Mr. Higlinson, because he 
became very rich; in other ways it was not so good for him. 
For a long time he had nothing to do with public life; the public 
never thought about his existence ; to the public he was not a man 
at aU—he was only part of the name of the stuff they used for their 
boots. If he had introduced himself to a stranger, giving the name 
of Higlinson, it is probable that the stranger would have remarked 
jocularly, “No relation to the Blacking-cream, I presume ? ” Hig- 
linson knew this, and it pained him deeply, for he was a sensitive 
man. 

Because he was sensitive and felt things so much, he wrote a 
volume of very melancholjr verses. He was unmarried and lonely, 
and he wanted to lead a high life. He said as much in his verses. 
But what comes well from Sir Q-alakad comes ill from the pro- 
prietor of a Blacking-cream ; and— from idiotic notions about pluck 
and honesty— he had put his own name to his book. Unfortunately, 
those who feel much are not always those who can express much ; 
and Higlinson could not express anything. So critics with a light 
mind had a very fine time with these verses. They quoted them, 
with the prefatory remark: — “ The cream of the coUeetion— perhaps 
we might say the Blacking-cream of the collection— is the follow- 
ing,” and they wound up their criticism with saying that the book 
must have been simply published as an advertisement. Mr. Higlin- 
son could hardly have been mad enough to have printed such stuff 
from any other motive. 

Of course Higlinson should have changed his name, and should 
have married. But the idiotic notions about pluck prevented him 
from changmg his name ; and he would not marry a woman who 
accepted him from only mercenary motives. He was so unattractive 
that lie did not think it possible a woman would marry him for any 
other reason. However, ne could not always be superintending the 
manufacture of Blacking-cream ; and it was obvious to him that he 
could pubHsh no more verses. So he devoted himself to philan- 
thropy in a quiet and unostentatious way. He attempted the recla- 
mation of street-arabs. He worked among them. He spent vast 
sums on providing education, , training, and decent pleasures for 
them. A man who wrote for The Scalpel found him out at last. 
Next day there was a pretty Httle paragraph in The Scalpel^ showmg 
Mr. Higlinson up, and suggesting that this was a clever attempt to 
get the London shoe-blacks to use Higlinson’s Blacking- cream. 
The Blacking-cream, by the way, had never been advertised in The 
Scalpel, 

Higlinson was furious. He spent a little money in finding out 
who had written the paragraph. Then he walked up to the writer in 
a pubHc street, with raised walking-stick. “ Now, Sir,” he said, 
“you shall have the thrashing that you deserve.” 




But it happened that the writer was physically superior to 
Higlinson; so it w^as the writer who did Ihe thrashing, and 
Higlinson who took it. Next day, The Scalpel amused itself 
with Higlinson to the extent of half a column. The notice was 
headed : — 


“ !Me. Higlinson Adveetises Hlstself again.” 

Other newspapers also amused themselves, and Higlinson became 
notorious. The Blackin^cream sold better than ever, and brought 
him enormous profits. But if he attempted to spend those profits 
on any object, good or bad, it was alwa s insisted that he was 
simply doing it for advertisement. The public became interested in 
^GLiNSON ; and untrue stories about his private life appeared freely 
in personal columns. He was rich enough now to have relinquished 
his business, but those idiotic notions about pluck prevented him 
from^ doing this. He meant to go through with it, and to make the 
public believe in him just as much as they beheved in the Blacking- 
cream. He found about this time someone who did believe in hiTn ; 
he began to change his views about marriage ; he was to some 
extent consoled. 

He was passing over the bridge one night, and had just bought an 
evening paper. His own name caught nis eye. It was the usual 



paragraph, 
not more 
hateful to 
him than 
others ' that 
had appear- 
ed, as far as 
he himself 
was concern- 
ed; but her 
name was in 
it as well, and 
he imagined 
to himseK 

just how she would feel when she read it. He walked on a few 
paces, and then his pluck all vanished suddenly, as if it had been 
blown away into space, and it did not seem to be worth while to stop 
in such a world any longer. 

The jury returned the usual verdict ^ but The Scalpel did not 
hesitate to hint that this suicide had snnply been intended as an 
advertisement, and that Higlinson had always supposed that his 
rescue would he a certainty. 

He might have saved himself all this, of course, by a fewfuU-pa^e 
advertisements in The Scalpel, But then he had those idiotic 
notions about pluck, and he was reluctant to bribe his enemies. It 
is a very dangerous thing to have notions about anything. 


‘Wanted, a Word-Slayer. 

Fm de Siecle I Ah, that phrase, though taste spurn it, I 
Fear, threatens staying with ns to eternity. 

Who will deliver 
Onr nerves, all a-quiver, 

From that pest-term, and its fellow “ modernity” ? 


VOL. CIw 


K 




“What, won’t you let me in — ^a dear little Chap like me?” 
*Ah! You’re a little too dear eor me — ^at present,” 
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AT THE DOOR; OR, PATERFAMILIAS AND THE YOUNG SPARK. 

{An Electrical Eclogue,) 

[** The cost is still heavy, no doubt, and the electric light still stands in 
the category^ of luxuries which are almost beyond the reach of average 
middle-class incomes.” — The “ Times m the growth of Electrio Lighting %n - 
London ] j 

Electric Sprite, 

Old Bot, let me in ! Come, now, don’t you be stupid ! 

Why stand at your door in that dubious way ? 

Like the classical girl who was called on by Cupid, 

You seem half alarmed at the thought of my stay. 

With meanings of mischief my mind is not laden ; 

Be sure, my dear friend, that I shall not sell you, 

As the artful young archer-^od did the poor maiden, 

Who let him in only his visit to rue. 

I hope you ’ve not listened to enemies’ strictures, 

They ’ve warned you, perhaps, against letting me pass. 

I shan’t soil your ceiling, I shan’t spoil your pictures, ; 

Or make nasty smells like that dirty imp. Gas ! ! 

You ’re prejudiced clearly, and that is a pity. 

Why, bless you, I ’m spreading all over tne place ! 

My spark is pervading the whole of the City ; 

The dingy old Gas-hame must soon hide its face. 

I ’m brilliant, and clean, and delightfully larky ; i 

Just look at my glow and examine my arc ! I 

Fwizz ! How ’s that for high, and for vivid and sparky I • 

I obviate dirt, and I dissipate dark. 

You just let me in ; the result you ’U be charmed at. 

Objections, Old Boy, are all fiddle-de-dee. 

Come now ! I ’m sure you cannot be alarmed at 
A dear little chap like me ! 

Paterfamilias, 

A dear little chap ! Yery true ; but I ’m thinking 
That you ’re just a little too “ dear ” for me— ;yet ! 

Ah, yes ! it’s no use to stand smiling and winking ; 

I like the bright ways of you, youngster,— -you let ! 

You ’re white as the moon, and as spry as a rocket ; 

Ho doubt all you say in self-praise is quite true, 

But you see, boy, I must keep an eye to my pocket ! 

The Renters and Raters so put on the screw, 

That a ‘ ‘ middle-class income ” won’t stand much more squeezing. 
And Forty or Fifty Pounds more in the year. 

E or your bright companionship, albeit pleasing, 

Would come pretty stiff, my boy. That is my fear. 

Just cheapen yourself, in supply and in fitting, 

To something that fits with my limited screw,’’ 

And you will not find me shrink long from admitting 
A dear little chap like you ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. j 

The Baron’s Assistant Reader reports as follows to his chief— If 
you want a really refreshing book, a book whose piquant savour and 
quaint originality of style are good for jaded brains, buy and read 
In a Canadian Canoe by Barev Pain, the sixth volume of the 
Whitefriars Library of Wit and Humour (Henry & Co.). Most ol 
the stories and, I think, the best that* go to make up this delightful 

volume have al- 
ready appeared 
in The Granta, a 
Cambridge 
magazine, which 
London papers 
are accustomed 
to speak of as 
“ our sprightly 
contemporary.” 
They now seek 
and are sure to 
obtain a widei 
public and amort 
extended fame. 
There is in these 
stories a curious 
mixture of hu- 
mour, insight 

and pathos, with here and there a dash of grimness and a 
sprinlding of that charming irrelevancy which is of the essence of 
true humour. Occasionally Mr. Barry Pain wings a shaft against 
the comfortably brutal doctrines of the average and orthodox 
householder, male or female. But on these occasions he uses the 
classical fables and the pagan deities as his bow, and the twang 




THE HEIGHT OF FASTIDIOUSNESS. 

Elder Brother, “Hullo, Frank! Ho’w is it you’re not in 
Mourning for poor Aunt Grace?” 

Frank, “ Ah—well— fact is, I tried on Sixteen or Seven- 
teen Hat-bands, and couldn’t get one to suit me!” 


of his shot cannot offend those who play the part of target and are 
pierced. Read the four stories from the ‘ ‘ Entertainments of Kapnides ’ ’ 
in the “Canadian Canoe” series, or, “An Hour of Death,” “The 
Last Straw,” and “Number One Hundred and Three” in “The Nine 
Muses Minus One,” and you will see at once what I mean. Then 
for run-away, topsy-turvey wit I think I would back “ The Story of 
the Tin Heart” and “The Camel who never got Started,” against 
most stories I know. Mr. Barry Pain’s stories sometimes make me 
feel as I had got hold of the key-handle of things which have 
hitherto been puzzles to me. 1 turn it, open the door ever so little 
to peep inside, and before I have taken a good square look, Mr. 
Barry Pain slams the door in my face, and I think 1 can hear him 
laughing on the other side at the bruise on my forehead. That’s 
not kind treatment, but it promotes curiosity. As for “The 
Celestial Grocery,” I can only say of it that it is in its w^ a master- 
piece. Mr. Pain sometimes gives way to a touch or two of sentiment, 
Out he abstains from sloppiness. ^ ms book is not only witty and 
humorous but fresh' and original in style. It is admirably written. 
His prose is good,— which is moderate praise, striking a balance 
between the pros and cons of criticism. Prosit ! To all holiday- 
makers who like quaintness and fun touched with pathos and refine- 
ment, I say again, buy and read In a Canadian Canoe, 

Baron de Book-Worhs. 


‘"Pugs” and ‘‘Mugs.” 

{A Quotation with a Comment,) 

“ The faithful study of the fistic art 

From mawkish softness guards the British heart.” 

The study of the betting British curse 

From swift depletion guards the British purse ! 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. diS’t feel like being li'* 

2fo. IV. in yonr society. Ton ’re 

SCENU — The Wiertz Museum ai Brussels, a large and well-lighted 

gcdlerg containing the worhs of the celelrated Belgian, which considerable sand in 
are reducing a limited number of spectators to the usual degree didn’t lie ? 

of stuToef action. Enter CtTLCHAnn, who seats himself on a (She mah’es the tour of tl 

KiCllvl Utv UvUUirmifit T\ 


Miss T, [soothinglg[)e Well, I guess there’s no harm done. I 
didn’t feel like being in any imminent danger of perishing that way 
in your society. You ’re real high-toned and ever so improving, and 
that’s better than tickling, every time. And I want you to show me 
round this collection and give me a few notions. Seems to me there 
was considerable sand in Wieetz ; sort of spread himself around a 
good deal, didn’t he ? I presume, though, he slept bad, nights. 
{She makes the tour of the Gallery ^ accompanied by Cttlchaio), who 
admires her. against his better judgment., more and more.) ... I 


Culchard {to himself)* If Podbtjey won’t come down to breakfast declare if that isn’t your friend Mr. Podbtjbt just come in ! I 
at a decent hour, he can’t complain if I I wonder if he heard believe I ’ll have to give you up to him. 

Miss Trotteb say she was thinking of coming here this morning. Culch. {eagerly). I beg you will not think it necessary. He— he 
Somehow, I should like that girl to nave a more correct comprehen- has a guide already. He does not require my services. And, to be 
sion of my character, I don’t so much mind her thinking me fasti- plain, my poor friend— though an excellent fellow according to his 
dious and ^elusive. I daresay I am— but I do object to being made —ah— lights— is a companion whose society occasionally amounts to 
out a hopeless melancholiac ! {He looks round the walls.) So these a positive infliction. 

are WiEETz’s masterpieces, eh? h’m. Strenuous, vigorous, — a trifle Miss T, Well, I And him too chinny myself, times. Likely he 

Ijerhaps. Didn’t he refuse all offers for his pictures during won’t notice us if we don’t seem to be aware of him. 
his kfetme ? H^dly think he could have been overwhelmed with ^ \,They continue to inspect the canvases. 

applications for the one opposite. ^ {He regards an enormous canvas^ A Belgian Guide [who has made an easy capture of Podbtjey at \ 
representing a brawny md gigantic Achilles the Hotel entrance) . Hier now is a shdrainch 


perforating a brown Trojan with a small 
7nast.) ITot a dining-room picture. Still, 
I like Ms independence— work up rather 
weU in a sonnet. Let me see. {He takes 
out note-book and scribbles.) ** He scorned 
to ply Ms sombre brush for hire.” How if 
I read that to Podbuet, he ’d pretend to 
think I was treating of a Shoe-black on 
strike! PoDBXJET is utterly deflcient in 
reverence. 

\_Close by is a party of three Tourists— -a 
Father and Mother., and a Daughter ; 
who is reading to them aloud from the 
somewhat effusive Official Catalogue ; 
the Education of all three appears to 
have been elementary. 

The Daughter [spelling out the words 
l^oriousl^. “ I could not ’elp fancying 
tMs was the artist’s por-portrait r portent ? 
no, protest against des-des (recklessly) 
despotidsm, and tryanny, but I see it is 
only — Por-Porliff 3 rnius fasting upon the 
conraanions of Ulyces.” 

Her Male Parent. Do it tell yer what 
that there big arm and leg be a’ doin’ of in 
the middle oi ’em ? 

Daughter {stolidly). Don’t you be in a 
nmry, Pather [continuing) “in the midst 
of some colonial? That am^t it— colossial 

anuniles fanatically— fan-tasty-caHy ” 

why, tMs catalogue is ’alf foreign! 

Female P. Never mind, say Peterborough 
at the ’ard words — we shan’t be none the 
wiser! 

^ Daughter. “ The sime-boalic ram the ’ero 
IS to Peterborough and leave ’is Peter- 
borough grotter ” 

]A(ue P , That ’ll do — ^read what it says 
about the next one, 

Daughter{reading). “ The Forge of Yulkin. 
W ords are useless ’ere. Before sech a picture 
one can but look, and think, and enjoy it.” 

Foth Parents [impressed). Lor! 





“ I presume, though, he slept bad, nights.” 


lEonm. We— ai— meet a^ain. 

...... fTt mi 


beecture. “De toughts and veesions of a 
saivered haid.” Fairsst meenut afder de- 
gapitation ; de zagonde ; de tirt. Hier de 
haid tink dey vant to poot Mm in a goffin. 
Dere are two haids — von goes op, de udder 
down. Haf you got de two ? Hod yet ? 
Ho ? 

Podbury [shaking his head sagaciously). 
Oh, ah, yes. Capital ! Hum subject, though. 

Guide. Yais, vary magniflque, vary 
grandt, and — and rom also! Dees von 
rebresents Hapoleon in hail. De modders 
show him de laigs and ahums of dair sons 
keeled in de vars, and invide Mm to drink 
a cop of bloodt. 

Podb. Ha, cheery picture that I 

Guide. Cheery, oh, yais ! How com and 
beep troo dis ’ole. (Podbuey obeys with 
docility.) You see? A Mad Yoman cook- 
ing her shildt in a gettle. Hier again, dey 
haf puried a man viz de golera pefore he 
is daid, he dries to purst de goflfin, you see 
only de handt shdicking oudt. 

Podb, The old Johnny seems full of pretty 
fancies. [He looks through another peep- 
hole.) G-irl looking at skeleton. Any other 
domestic subjects on view ? [He suddenly 
sees Miss Trottier and Citlchaed zvith their 
backs to him.) Hal — ^lo, this is luck! I 
must go to the rescue, or that beggar CuL- 
CHAED will bore her to death in no time, 
[To Guide.) Here, hold on a minute. 
[Crosses to Culchaed, followed by Guide.) 
How d’ ye do. Miss Teottee ? Doing the 
Wild mertz Show, I see. Ah, Cttlchaed, 
why didn’t you tell me you were going — 
might have gone together. I say, I ’ve got 
a guide here. ^ 

Cxilch. [drily). So we perceive— a very 
sensible plan, no doubt, in some oases, my 
dear fellow. • ^ 

Podb. [to Miss T.) Do come and listen to 
him, most intelligent chap — great fun. 


Grood moruing, Miss 


[here ’ve you Mtched your friend up ? 
My mend did not rise sufficientlv e 


Guide. Your vriendts laike to choin, yais ? Same for tree as for 
von. ^ I exblain all de beecture. 

Miss T. You’re vurry obliging, Mr. Podbuey, but your friend is 
explaimng it all just splendidly. 

Podb. [piqued). Perhaps 1 had better dismiss my chap, and take 
on Culchaed, too ? j 


^4^'“.°thereiidof tkeroom. . _ iTlieu wimraw. 


\yra(,fiTuuy). I OUT lustmct was Correct— ^tlie other end of the room. [They withdraw. 

xmsLable £ypoohoS) ? humorous to giye of me as aai Podb Macbeth, eh? o\l nee-Wishee ! No, ^hat ^as that ? 

Miss T. Well, no;, he didn’t say just that He renreqenfprl 'r-mi 1 it you. [He tells it ; Podbuey into gloomy ab- 

MdfoA“ah^S°“ yo^toldVies w4h endoffinoto.^ldedf^^^li^^'^^ 

backxssunpIyto<>--Idonotaapixeto-ah-totioM^ de 
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Fodb, yc^tiomly). What he doing that for ? 

Guide, 1 tout know. I suhhose beganse dey are hosts, or 
[duhiously) begause he is a Genius. 

Culch. [touching Podbuey’s arm as he goes out). Oh— er-PoD- 
BTTEY, I ’m off. Going to lunch somewhere with the— ah— Teottees. 
See you at table d^hbte this evening, I suppose ? Good-bye. 

Fodh, [savagely). Oh, ta-ta ! [To himself,) And that ’s the 
fellow who said he wanted to keep out of making friends ! How the 
dickens am I going to get through the time by myself ? [To Guide.) 
Here, that’s enough for one day. When I want you again, I’ll let 
you know. 

\S[e dis7nisses Jiim^ and stands forlornly tn the Gallery^ while the 
Imperfectly Educated Daughter goes on spelling out the Cata- 
logue for her Farents' edification. 


A STOET— OUT OE SEASON. 

So she ’s married to hhn ! Whilst I travelled and wandered 
Ear away, for the lack of aught better to do ; 

Whilst my time and my money I recklessly squandered 
In a hunt for big game — she was doing it too ! 

And I am not surprised he has fallen a prey to 
The graces and whes of a maiden so fair ; 

I must take a back seat as I humbly give way to 
The Earl and the Countess of Hanover Square. 










But a truce to such thoughts, she has" married another, 

I must tidy away all the memories of yore. 

There ’s a smile on the face of her match-making mother, 
And her family rejoice as they ne’er have before. 

It has happened. Her mother, I know, always said it 
Would prove to be so with her beautiful girl. 

And the fair Amaetliis has done herself credit 
Now she’s married the catch of the season— an Earl. 

What she did, after all, was perhaps for the best meant. 
She may even be fond of her Earl — ^whq can tell ? 

In the business of Life she has made her investment. 
Which I trust most sincerely she will find pay her well. 

And as for myself my ambition just nil is. 

With my pipe and my dog I shall stay on the shelf, 

Though allow me to tell you, my dear Aitaeyllts, 

I ’d have made you an excellent husband myself. 


PUZZLEE FOE EVEN 



MR, CLIPS APPEAL. 

[The Haii'dressers’ Early Closing Association of London (whose Central 
Office is at 6, Swallow Street, Piccadilly, W., and whose President is Mr. 
W. J. Eebd, and Hon. Sec., Mr. A. M, Sutton), has for object “ to secure 
and maintain one early-closmg day per week, suitable to the neighbourhood, 
and to generally assist m obtaining time for rest and recreation, and promote 
better and healthier conditions tor hairdressers.”] 

Deae Bob, — There ’s a stir in our noble Profession. 

The hope of the Hairdresser, silent so long, 

At last, like most others, is finding expression. 

We ’ve started, dear Bob, and are now going strong. 


What a stroke of good luck ! 
Eor, like little Jack 
Horner, 

She put in her finger 
ana puHed out a 
plum; 

Yet there once was a time 
when we sat in a 
corner — 

Amaetllis and I— 
though her mother 
looked glum. 

If I do not forget, it 
tookf'place in Decem- 
ber, 

But I recollect better one 
evening in June, 

And, for all that has hap- 
pened, I like to re- 
member 

What we whispered and 
said by the light of the 
moon. 



What will he do with it ? 


SiE Ande-w Ci-EE, Baet., M.D.— j 
Case of dyspepsia. What ought 
A/j to he prescribed S for a pa- 
YlJi/ tient suffering from severe 
inigestion caused ly having 
eaten his own words f ^ Perhaps 
one of the most distinguished 
members of the Medici Con- 
^ gress, possessing a great expe- 
rience among Cabinet Ministers 
and other Parliamentary cele- 
brities, will oblige ^ mth *‘a 
solution ” ? And this is a per- 
fectly serious question, although 
it certainly sounds as if it 
I were only intended for a 
Boose, 


Hair and Hexercise; or, Taxing the Hair on a *Ole ’Oliday. 

Early Closing ’s our object, which means that on 07ie day 
We want to shut up shops and scissors at five I 
Perhaps Saturday ’s best, Bob, as coining next Sunday— 

Don’t seem asking 7nucJi, if they ’d keep us alive. 

You cannot imagine how grinding onr trade is — . , , , 
Long hours, and long waits, Bob, when custom is slack I 
When the premises hold one old gent and two ladies, 

’Tis hard for twelve chaps to be kept on the rack. 

To knock off at five on a Saturday eases 
Our week’s work a little. One evening in six 
Ain’t more than the Public can spare — it it pleases — 

If only its hours ’twill conveniently fix. 

WTien a swell wants a shave, a shampoo, or a clipping, 

He likes to drop in at his pleasure, no doubt ; 

But surely he ’d not keep us scraping and snipping 
To save him Aom beinp* a trifie put out 1 
If he ’n but get fixed before five on a Saturday, 

We poor Hairdressers may get just a chance 
Of an hour or two’s pleasure or rest on the latter day ; 

Prospect to make many dreary eyes dance ! 

A-n d yet some object to this small “ Early Closing,” 

I wish they could know what it is to chop, chop, ^ 
When your feet are one ache and your eyes drawn to dozing 
And you ’re sick of the sight and. the smell of the shop ! 
When a whiff from the meadows appears to come stealing 
Above all our washes, and powders, and soaps ; 

And the whirr of the brush which revolves near the ceiling 
Seems pain to our ears and seems death to our hopes ! 

True, most of the Masters will yield to our yearnings, 

A lesson I think to the few wno stand out 1 ^ 

I wager the change won’t diminish their earnings, 

W. Beed and A. Sutton know what they ’re about, — 

Our President, Bob, and our Hon. Sec. Address ’em 
At “ fair Piccadilly,” 6, Swallow Street, W. 

Hairdressers’ Assistants unitedly bless ’em, 

If you, Bob, or others can help us, 1 ’ll trouble you ! 

’Tis long, my dear Bob, since I sent you a letter. 

And this you’ll admit is a practical one. 

We Hairdressers wish our condition to better,^ 

And get our fair share of rest, leisure, and fun. 

One Five o’ Clock Close every week is our plea, Bob, 

Not much for the slaves of scrape-scrape and snip-snip I 
The fairness of it I ’m convinced you will see. Bob, 

And so should the world, says 


e, Bob, 

Caeactacus Clip. 


[Mr. Funch, who knows how much Ms own personal comfort is dependent 
upon the adroit ministrations of the “ Sons of the Shears,” cordially seconds 
the appeal of Ms old Correspondent.] 

A Case op Feench Leave.— The Gallic- Fleet have gone to Cher- 
bourg- as if they had not had enough- “cheers” before leaying 
England ! - 
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To lend one’s mind and fancy 'wholly 

Unto the influence of the calmly j oily ; 

Forgetful, whQst the salt breeze 
round one rustles ; 

Of all the clamorous Congresses of 
Brussels, 

Of all the spouting M.P.’s party 
tussles, 

Of all the noisy votaries of Carl 
Marx ; 

Of aU save slumber and Unmitigated 
Larks ! 

IV. 

Dear are the memories of our wedded 
lives, 

Dear also are the outfits of our wives, 

And their huge trunks : but this is 
a sweet change ! 

For surely now our household hearths 
are cold, 

Charwomen prowl thereby : our halls 
look strange. 

Our suites are swathed like ghosts. 
Here all is joy, 

Andj^lr^the stirless silence rendered 

The very gulls stand round with furled 
wings. [boy? 

What do ^ou think of it, Toby, my 

The Session’s Bills are hall-forgotten 
things. 

Is there discussion in our little Isle ? 

Let Parties broken so remain. 

Factions are hard to reconcile : 

Prate not of Law and Order— by the 
main ! 

There is a fussiness worse than death 

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 

Lost labour, and sheer waste of breath. 

Sore task to hearts dead beat by many 
wars. 

And ears grown dumb with listening 
to loud party jars. 


But propt on sand and pebbles rolly- 
poUy , , , [us lowly) 
tiqw sweet (while briny breezes fan 
With half-dropt eyelids still. 

Beneath a boat-side tarry, coallv. 


Beneath a boat-side tarry, coally, 

To watch the long white breakers 

DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. Up turn 

Jones (Teadi„^ aloud) ‘“A tkub. good, noble Woman is ever ready to make hersele a Town-Crier 

(S "• I " ' ’’ 

MR. PUNfiH'S AKTl-LABOUR CONGRESS. things dw have rMt frran weari- A 


MR. PUNCH’S ANTI-LABOUR CONGRESS. have rest from vreari- A Congress we-of Two ;*^herfno outf^Lg 

Mr. PuTich {in a Marins Lotos^Land) sings his should we toil alone. Is wordlessly prolongeL^stretc^ out beside 

rersion of Oe LaweaU's lenxly W* only toil, who are “ such clever things ! ” the brme. ^“eioneu oue nesiae 

Choric Song:' ^ And make perpetual moan, yt 

I. Still from one “Question” to another thrown? a t i. x- 

tsttstoxn • 1 T. -I xt A , Gulls, even, fold their wino-q Lotos-eating all at times must seek ! 

Twf+*n slumber here that softlier falls And cease their wanderine-f ’ Lotos blows by many an English creek. 

lhani^-wmkswherednll,dullBilkthey WatehinI S slumber’s holy ‘‘ ^d-eyelmelancW ’’ coo^^ 

nff T j •x'L* XV V b airn ^ Lke the Laureate s islanders, to moon 

fn.tel^asri^a^i.nn.u 

m. , , . _ ® With Burnins- Questions or 'witTi Unll 


Tke wave- wash brings sweet sleep down from ttt 

the summer skies, ^ 

Here laps the azure deep, 'W'ere, dodging the urban stream, 

.^d thmugh the weed the small crabs creen ^ i v ^^^^rsbut eyes ever to seem 
And safe from prigs who plague and nymX ^ • 

who peep, ^ ^ lo dream and dream that yonder c-litterine- 


With Burmng Questions or with Dull 
Debates. [Motions, we, 

We have had enough of Measures, and of 
Ayes” to starboard, “Hoes” to larboard 
(in the language of the sea), 

Where the wallowing Seymour spouted like 
a whale, and Cobb made free. 


^ riwp * No more^shall toD the tell rinnl- f®* us take our solemn davy, Toby, fora space 


J * r jT r XXJ. UJU.»U 

Me TO weighed .^witiPditiw, f Te'i^.ithfMh^e^iirf Ji it. i. i. S^daiy, Toby— / or a new 

■ mankind! ’ 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 

Chapter II. 

OnTour-:Resiatirattm-Method-IlapidAct--^Patn^^^^ 
—Dinner— Forwards— Entree— Exit— Destination, 

Wcth: Dauhinht I soon, acquire the careless habit of speakino* 
any French that comes into my head, irrespective of grammar, 
genders, ox idioms. If he doesn’t understand it in French he vrili 
do so in Enghsh, or vice versa. On this mutual comprehension 
system we get along as easily as the express does, and as easily as 
the boat does too, to-day,— for we are in luck, the weather is deli- 
cious and the sea propitious,— and so we arrive hungry and hannv 
at the exceUent buffet at the Calais Station, the praises of wMch I 
have sun^ more than once in my lifetime. 

Far be it from me to draw comparisons, but I if want to start well 
and wisely for the Continong, give me the short sea-passage via 











new and original, but d la Eusse^ and entirely his own invention), 
with the cheery and enthusiastic addition of, Blass the Prince oi 
TTailes ! ” 

“ By all means, I cordially respond, for we are on a foreign soil, 
where loyalty to our Ptoyal Family is no longer a duty only, but also 
a mark of patriotism, which should ever distinguish the true Briton, 
—though, by the way, now I think of it, DArBiNEi is a lively Graul. 
Subsequently, observing my friend Daueinet, I find that he is 
especially English in France, and peculiarly French in England. 
On what is to me foreign, but to him his own native soil, he is 
always bursting out into snatches of our British ^''ational Anthem, 
or he sings the line above quoted. In France he vill insist on 
talking about London, England, Ireland, Scotland, with imitations 
in slang or of brogue, as the ease may be, on every possible or even 
impossible opportunity; and, when" the subject of conversation 
d.oes not afford him any chance for his interpolations, then, for a 
time, he will “lay low,” like Brer Fox, only to startle us with 
some sudden outbursts of song, generally selected from the popular 
English Melodies of a byegone period, such as “ Fretty Jane,^^ 
“ My Love is like a red^ red or “ Good-hye^ Siceetheart^ 

good-by e^'"^ and such-like musical reminiscences, invariably finishing 
with a quotation from the National Anthem, Rule Eriiannia^^'’ or 
“ Blass the Prince of Wailes ! ” He is a travelling chorus. 

We stop— I don’t know where, as I trust entirely to my guide and 
fellow-traveller — for a good twenty minutes’ stuff, nominally dinner, 
en route ^ about seven o’clock. It is the usual rush; the usual inde- 
cision ; the usual indigestion. Daubixet does more execution among 
the eatables and drinkables in five minutes than I can manage in the 
full time allotted to refreshment ; and not only this, but he finds 
plenty of time for talking nonsense to one of the nicest-looldng 
waitresses. Of course, he positively refuses to speak a word of his 
own native language, but ffives his orders in English, Spanish, and 
Kussian, to the despair of all the attendants, with the exception of 
the pretty waiting-maid, to whom he addresses himself in cmloquial 
French. She quite enters into the joke ; can give and take as ]^ea- 
santly as possible; can also fetch and carry; and when, ffnaUy, 
Daubixet en bon prince rewards her intelligence with a two-franc 




Dover and the excellent restauration at Calais, with a good twenty- 
five minutes allowed for refreshment; though why this interval 
shouldnH be extended to three-quarters of an hour,, and less time oc- 
culted on the journey to Paris,, I have never yet been able to ascer- 
tain, In the not very dim and distant future no doubt it will be so. 
I record the above observation in italics, in order to attract the at- 
tention of all whom it may and does and ought to concern. Perhaps 
they ’ll kindly see to it. 

Our dejeuner at Calais is as good as it usually is at that haven of 
Eestauration. After the buffeting of the waves, how sweet is the 
buffet of the shore. I sit down at once, as an old Continental- 
travelling hand, tell the waiter immediately what I am going to 
take, and forthwith it is brought ; then, in advance, I command the 
coffee, and have my French money all ready in an outside-pocket, 
so that there shall be no unnecessary delay. All station-feeding is 
a fearsome pastime. You are never quite sure of the trains, and you 
never quite trust the waiter’s most solemn asseveration to the effect 
that you have stiU so many minutes left, decreasing rapidly from fifteen 
to five, when, time being up and the food down, you find yourself 
hurrying cut on to the i^atform, plunging recklessly in between the 
lines, uncertain as to your carriage, and becoming more and more 
hot, nervous, and uncomfortable up to the very last moment, when 
the stout guard, with the heavy black moustache, and the familiar 
bronzed features set off iby a cap-band which once was red, bundles 
you into your proper place, bangs the door, and you are off, — for 
Paris, or wherever your destination may be. 

Daubixet knows the proprietor of the restaurant, likewise the pro- 
prietor’s good lady and good children. He has a great deal to say to 
them, always by means of working the semaphore with his arms and 
hands, as if the persons with vmom he excitedly converses were 
deaf ; and having lost all count of time, besides being in a state of 
considerable puzzle as to the existence of his appetite, he is suddenly 
informed by the head-waiter,— another of his acquaintances, for 
Daubixet, it appears, is a constant traveller to and fro on this route, 
that if he wants anything he must take it at once, or he won’t get it 
at all, unless he chooses to stop there and lose his train. So Daubi- 
XET ladles some soup into his mouth, and savagely worries a huge 
lump of bread : then having gobbled up the soup in a quarter of a 
second, and having put away all the bread in another quarter, he 
pours a glass of wine into a tumbler out of the bottle which I have 
had opened for both of us, adds water, then tosses it off, wipes Ms 
lips with the napkin wMcn he bangs down on the table, and, with Ms 
hat and coat on, his small bag in Ms hand, and quite prepared to 
resume the journey, he cries, “ Allans! ^ Pet%ihoff![^ (or some such 
word, which I suppose to be either Russian or an ejaculation quite 












piece, her bright smile, and her ‘ courteous “3/eroi beaucoup,, Mon- 
sieur , prove once more that she can take as well as give, — nay, even 
better, and yet leave the donor her debtor. “ Da Karascho ! Yes, 
all right! Montez done ! ^^ cries my mercurial friend, hurrying to 
the train ; then, as he once more settles himself in the compartment, 
he sings “ Rule Britannia ! Blass the Prince of 'Waiies I 0 Maman ! ’’ 
and before I have lit my after-dinner cigar, he has made himself 
quite comfortable, lyin^ at full length, and is fast asleep. So am I 
soon. When I awake, it is night ; pitch-dark, and very col A We 
are stopping at some station. A stout Frenchman enters our 
carriage^ not that there is anything remarkable about Ms stout- 
ness, as it seems to me that the majority of middle-class and middle- 
aged Frenchmen, and Frenchwomen, too, are all, more or less, of 
considerable corpulence. 

The new arrival recogMses Daubixet, and salutes Mm. Daubixet 
warmly acknowledges the recognition, and in a few moments they 
are engaged in an animated conversation, one commencing Ms reply 
before the other has finished Ms question, neither permitting the 
other to complete a sentence, whether interrogatory or declaratory ; 
so that, during the greater part of their conversation, — which lasts 
till, thank goodness, the stranger has to get out, which he does at the 
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“NEB’LAR (HIC) TOTHESIS.” 

Elderly Gentleman {overcome ly gravitation), “ 'Orkight, Inspectrum. Been beading 
Speesh— Pres’dent Bri’sh - Soshiashlem, Shplendid Speesh! I’m in ‘unique 
posisHN 'f (hio) absolute imm’bility in midsht of whirling ’n drifting Suns, ’n 
Syshtems ’f Suns.* Goor old Huggins II” 


NOTHING IN THE PAPEES!^^ 

(>, Voluntary Contrihidions Un-gratefully Received, 

Scene — A Railway Compartment, 

Bbown and Smith looking up from their Daily 
Papers, 

Brown, How that Parliament stands prorogued, 
I suppose there is nothing to read P 

Smith, Nothing. Except this article upon 
Australia. Tells one all about Capital and Labour 
in that part of the world. Most interesting. 
Wonder now they found room for it I Have you 
seen it ? 

Brown, Well, no. Fact is I have been reading 
about Argentina. Yery exhaustive article this, and 
on a matter of serious moment. I hold some shares 
as a trustee. Seems that they will all come right 
in the end. Would you like to see it ? 

Synith, When I have time to read it. But, to 
tell the truth, it takes me a good hour to get 
through the City Intelligence. And the racing, 
too, that always interests me ; but I don’t think it 
is so exciting as the Stock Exchange. 

Brown. Ho more do I. By the way, is there 
anything good in the correspondence line in your 
paper ? 

Smith, The usual sensational recess subjects. 
Some of the letters are too good for the general 
public ; they must have been; written in the 
office. 

Brown, I daresay. And perhaps these sketches 
of places away from Town are also written in 
London ? 

Smith, Hot a bit of it ! I happen to know that 
the papers spend thousands and thousands upon 
obtaining information in every quarter of the globe. 
Bogus articles are things of the past. 

Brown, Only fancy ! And all this expense for 
nothing in the recess I When no one reads the 
papers ! 

Smith, Yes, and when there ’s nothing in them ! 
[They resume perusal of their papers until inters 
rupted hy a tunnel. Curtain, 


next station, and disappears in the darkness, — I can only pick up a 
word or half a sentence here and there, and, in a general way, 
wonder why^ they become so earnest and emphatic about the most 
ordinary topics. For an English listener, however, it is an excellent 
lesson in colloquial French ; only I cannot help wishing that they 
womd take the “ tempo ” just a little slower, and that their tone were 
not necessarily up to concert pitch, in order to keep itself well above 
the running accompaniment of railway-wheels, which seems to fit all 
modes of counting from two to sixteen in a bar. At last the train 
stops, the malogue becomes jerky, our companion salutes us politely, 
wishes us bon voyage^^ and descends. 

After departure, I ask Daubutet, “ Who is your friend F ” as I 
should like to know the reason of Daubutet not ha-ving introduced 
once resolves all my douhts and difficulties on the 
subjert : It IS simply, Heaven knows! He is a nice fellow. I have 
AA.' He rushes to the window. 

Hi . m . Guard ! Conducteur ! The Conducteur appears, and 
„ S® Y® descend^ at the next station, and, after that, in 


. « - - — ,.-'7 . J.11C vyvuuuuieur appears, ana 

mtoms us that we descend at the next station, and, after that, in 
another five minutes we shall be at Eeims. 

-^d so we are, Eeims at last! Hot brilliant is Eeims on this 
dark night. There are several omnibuses and other vehicles waiting- 
to take the very few passengers who alight from the train, and who, 
it appears, as a rule, prefer to walk. Having no baggage beyond a 
few bags and a small portmanteau which travel with us in our com- 
partment, and which the porter can wheel on a truck, or indeed 

stones to tLsX?’ ^ rattling over the 

ODE TO A BAEOMETEE. 

I {By a Troubled Tapster . ) 

I TAP you early , tap you late, The end— whatever you may say 

vain • jg w^et ^ 

Weget-whateyeryowmaystate— ’Twas wet in June, and in July 
Much ram* [sing YTet too * ^ 

Tbe WoodMcker of wMoli foofi In August it is wetter. Why, 
He’er tapped Trust you? 

Halfsoperastently, Smce Spring Barometer, you false old chap, 

. I’ve rapped You bore I 

Tour fam fdse dM day hy day, I ’m no Woodpecker’ and I ’ll tap 

■^dyet Ho more! 


THE BRITISH ASSOCIATIOH. 

Oh, Sir, I read the papers every day, 

To amuse myself and pass the time away ; 

But they ’ve got so hard to follow that they simply beat me hollow 
"With the learning and the culture they display ; 

And they wouldn’t be so hard if those 

good people down at Cardiff 

Would but be a shade more careful 


what they say. ^ 

The President’s address, I think, will 

My intellectual organ till it cracks : 

The Assooiation^British isn’t wanted to 

Wear the motley, nor to run a race in 

But ’twas getting awkward rather when [ - | fl 

my youngest asked his father 
What the President impliedh)/ parallax. W 

The money market often puzzles me ; & 

I ’ve no notion what the Punding Loan 
may be ; 

In the sales of com (Odessa), jute and sago, I confess a 
Sort of feeling that I ’m very much at sea ; 

But couldn’t the reporter keep this science rather shorter. 
Or at any rate provide us with a key ? 


aUEER QUERIES. 

House Decoration. — ^What am I to do under the following cir- 
cumstances? I took a house a year ago, and painted the outside 
scarlet, with gold facingp,” to remind me— and my neighbours— 
•i' > ^l^Hy connected with the Army, my deceased 

wire s half-brother having once held some post in the Commissariat. 
X am leaving the house now, and my landlord actually insists on my 
scraping all the paint off ! He says that if any bulls happen to pass 
the house, they wiH be sure to run at it. Am I obliged to yield to 
tills ridiculous caprice ? — Lover of the Picturesque. 




ALL-ROUND POLITICIANS. SIR RICHARD. 

Mr. Pundi’s FarUamentary Artist reads in the Facers that Sir Mchard T does not iniend to Stand for Farliarmd again 1 
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SEASIDE ASIDES. 

{Paterfa,nilias in Korth Cornwall,) 

Oh I how delig^htful now at last to come 
Away from town — its dirt, its degradation. 
Its never-ending whirl, its ceaseless hum. 

(A long chalks better, though, than sheer 
stagnation.) 










For” whafcould mortal man or maid want more 
Than breezy downs to stroll on, rocks to 
climb np, 

Weird labyrinthine caverns to explore ? 
(There ’s nothing else to do to nil the time 
np.) 

Tour honest face here earns an honest brown. 
Yon ramble on for miles ’mid gorse and 
heather, 

Sheep hold atnletic sports upon the down 
(Which makes the mutton taste as tough as 
leather). 

The place is guiltless, too, of horrid piers, 
And likewise is not Christy-Minstrel tooney ; 

Ko soul-distressing strains disturb your ears. 
(A G-erman band has just played “ Annie 
RooneyP) 

The eggs as fresh as paint, the Cornish cream 
The boys from school all say is “simply 
ripping,” 

The butter, so the girls declare, “a dream.” 
(The only baccy you can buy quite dripping.) 

A hap piness of resting after strife, 

Where one forgets all worldly pain and 
sorrow, 

And one contentedly could pass one’s life. 

(A telegram will take 7nehome to-morrow.) 


THE MANNERS OF OUR CHILDREN! 

(Fragment from a Tragic Farce, suggested by a 
Correspondence in a Da%ly Paper. ) 

Scene — The Sanctum of Paterfamilias. 

Enter to Mm Jackt, Ms eldest bom. 

Pater, (cordially). How are you, old chap ? 

Jacky. Yery well, thank you. Father. A.nd 
will you forgive me — ^is not “ chap” a trifle 
slangy ? 

Pater, (astonished) . Eh! what? 

Jacky. You were good enough to write to 
my Form Master after the Easter Yacation, 
complaining of my style. Consequently that 
worthy pedagogue has given more than usual 
attention to that part oi my education. 

Pater. Well, now you are home for the 
holidays I As for your Form Master— hang 
him and all his works 1 

Jacky. Are you quite sure that you are 
quoting correctly ? To the best of my belief 
the line goes, “hang him with his pen and 
ink-horn.” 

Pater. Eh ! what ? I don’t understand you. 

Jacky. Why, my dear Father, T naturally 








Canine Sacacity.— Numerous instances 

of this have been quoted in the Spec^ 
^ tutor and other 

papers. Oiu’ Toby 
B would like to be ih- 

formed how one clever 
dog would communi- 
another 
clever dog, if the 
former were in a 
^ hurry? The 

reply from a great 
▼ ^ authority in the K 9 

I yj BERRY,” is that “ the 

clover dog would 
either tailegraph or tailephone; but that, 

anyhow, in the strictest confldence, he would 
tell his own tail.” 


concluded that you were quoting from the 
Immortal Bard. You will nnd the passage in 
The Second Part of King Henry the Sixth, 
Act lY., Scene 2. 

Pater. What are you talking about ? 

Jacky. Why your misquotation. And will 
you forgive me— but do you not think it would 
sound better if you were to ask me— “ about 
what I was talking ” ? I might add that my 
Form Master and I 

Pater. Your “ Form Master and you.” 
Rot and bosh ! I should say 

Jacky (with a twitch of pam). Oh, my dear 
Father, more slang, more slang ! 

Pater, (getting very red). 
is ? What ’ s that to you ? You don’t pay for 
my education, do you? 

Jacky (quickly). Ho. If I did, I could not 
declare that I was satisfied with your progress ! 

Pater, (indignantly). You little prig, I 

Jacky (calmly interrupting). Pray do not 
excite yourself. I am onl^ doing my duty. 
I am merely attempting to mstruct those less 
polished than myself. Surely I may regard 
such an action with satisfaction? 

Pater, (furious). You shall go back to 
school at once ! 

Jacky. I am afraid that that is scarcely 
practicable. If you wiU refer to the slip that 
accompanied my school-bill, you will notice 
that the Yacation does not cease until the 
20th of September. 

Pater. And a nice school-bill ! Why they 
charged everything as an extra ! 

Jacky. Surely such a matter is scarcely 
within my province ? According to statute, 
my dear Father, you are bound to provide for 
me until (if my memory does not betray me) 
I reach the age of sixteen. As I am now five 
years younger than that limit, it is clearly 
your duty to support me. 

Pater. Why, Sir, you are insupportable ! 

Jacky (smiling). I see — a joke — very good ! 
But, my dear Sir, do you think it quite dignified 
to make so small a jest in my presence ? It is 
calculated to lessen my respect for you. 


Pater. Well I never! 

Jacky. Never what ? You have not com- 
pleted the sentence. 

Pater. Sir, you are an insolent young puppy I 
Jacky. I am forced to contradict you — ^in 
justice to yourself. You cannot be willing to 
let me regard you as a dog ? 

Pater, (after a pause). Well, the sooner you 
get back to the school the better. 

Jacky (promptly). I have no doubt youax’e 
right, my dear Father ; and, as I take a sincere 
interest in your welfare, I would respectful^ 
suggest that you should accompany me. It 
must be patent to us both that you are lacking 
in polish. 

Pater, (losmg his patience). You young 
cub I I win give you the soundest thrashing 
you ever had in your life \ 

Materfamilias (interposing). Oh, you cruel 
man I What has the poor child done ? 

Jacky (loith ready tact). Nothing, dearest 
Mamma, except to take after his kind, clever 
and accomplished Mother I 
[^Scene closes in upon a family group not 
entirely free from domestic complications. 

THE SURREY ABC. 

A is for Abel, who can certainly block well ; 
B stands for Bowley, and Beaumont, and 
Brockwell ; 

C is the Captain, John Shuter his name ; 

D is the Devotion he gives to the game : 

E is the Ele- ^ _ 

ven, deser- - [ ^ 

vedly great; ^ 

F is the Funk / I \ \ ^ 

which their / • 

bowlers ere- | 

G stands for ' ® 

George— ♦ xw/# 

our 0 n ly ^ 

G E 0 R 0- E ^ ^ 

Lohmann; * 

H for young Henderson, valiant young 
foeman. 

I is the Innings, beloved of the gapers ; 

J is the Jargon they put iu the papers. 

K is for Key, the accomplished Dark Blue; 

L is for Lockwood, who bowls a bit too ; 

M is for Maurice, his other name Read ; 

N poor old Nottingham, beaten indeed, 

0 IS the Oval, the home of the crowd ; 

P the Pavilion, the seat of tho proud. 

Q, is the Ouestiou, ‘ ‘ Oh, Umpire, how’s that ?” 
R is for Gentleman Read, who can bat. 

S stands for Sharpe, it will pay you to 
mind Mm ; 

T is the Trouble they wore put to to find him ; 
U thoir United attempts — ^hard, to beat them ; 
Y the Yain efforts oft made to defeat them. 
W represents Wood at the wicket ; 

X is tho Xcellent style of their cricket, 
y ends the county, not played out in a hurry. 
Z stands for Zero, a stranger to Surrey ! 

A Genuine Regret.— The French Admi- 
ral had one regret 

« iii kaving Albion’s 
hosnitablo shores, 
and that is that ho 
didn’t go up to 
London and get a 
taste of a real City 
Savory at a Munch- 
mg House banquet. 
He wouldn’t have 
found Tho Albion 
“perfidious” in the 
matter of “turtle 
and line living,” — 
which was Mrs. R.’s description of the Pha- 
risee. Their French leave is up, and they’re 
! on sail or return. 
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SOME CIRCULAR: NOTES. 

Chapter III. 

Heims — Night — Streets — Afrrwal — Lion d' Or — Depression — Land~ 
fady — Boots — Cathedral — Loneliness — Bed, 

It is just ten o’clock.^ Eeims seems to be in bed and fast asleep, 
except for the presence in the streets of a very few persons, official 
and unofficial, of whom the former are evidently on the alert as to 
the movements, slouching and uncertain, of the latter. 

Wq drive under ancient Roman Arch; Dattbinet tells me its 
history in a vague kind of way, breaking ofE suddenly to say that I 
shall see it to-morrow, when,^ so he evidently wishes me to infer, the 
Roman Arch will speak for itself. Then we drive past a desolate- 
looking Museum. I believe it is a Museum, though Daxtbiket’s 
information is a trifle uncertain on this point. 

We pass a theatre, brilliantly illuminated. I see posters on the 
wall advertising the performance. A gendarme, in full uniform, as 
if he had come out after playinar Seraeant Luvv in Robert Macaire, 


wall advertising the performance. A gendarme, in fuU uniform, as 
if he had come out after playing Sergeant Lupy in Robert Macaire^ 
is pensively airing hi mself under the/afat?e, but there is no one else 
within sight, — ^no one ; not a eocher with whom Sergeant Lupy can 
chat, nor even a gamin to be ordered off; and though, from one 
point of view, this exterior desolation may argue welL for the business 
the theatre is doing, yet, as^ there is no logical certainty that the 
people, who do not appear outside a show, should therefore necessarily 
be inside it, the temple of the Drama may, after aU, be as empty as 
was Mr, Crummies* Theatre, when somebody, looking through a hole 
in the curtain, announced, in a state of great excitement, the advent 
of another boy to the pit. 

^ And now we rattle over the stones joltingly, along a fairly weU- 
lighted street. All the shops fast asleep, with their eyelids closed, 
that is, their shutters up, all except one establishment, garishly 
lighted and of defiantly rakish appearance, with the words Cafe 
Chantant written up in jets of gas ; and within this Cafe, as we jolt 
along, I espy a dame du comptoir, a weary waiter, and two or three 
second-class, flashy-looking customers, drinking, smoking, perhaps 
arguing, at all events, gesticulating, which, with the low-class 
Fren^imen, comes to much the same thing in the end, the end pro- 
bably being their expulsion from the drinking-saloon. Where is 
the chantant portion of the cafe f I cannot see,— perhaps in some 
inner recess. With this flash of briJlianoy, all sign of life in Reims 
disappears. We drive on, jolted and rattled ^over the cobble stones 
— (if not cobble, what are they? Wobbler)— and so up to the 
Lion d* Or, 

I am depressed. I can’t help it. It is depressing to be the only 
prisoners in a black van ; I should have said passengers,” but the 
sombre character of the omnibus suggests “Black Maria;” it is 
depressing (I repeat to myseR), to be the only two passengers driving 
through a dead town at ni^-ht-time, as if we were the very personifi- 
cation of “the dead of night” being taken out in a hearse to the 
nearest cemetery. Even Daubinet feels it, for he is silent, except 
when he tries to rouse himself by exclaiming “Caramba!” Only 


when he tries to rouse himself by exclaiming “Caramba!” Only 

twice does he make the attempt, and 

then, meeting with no response from i ^ 

me, he collapses. Nor does it relieve ^ 

depression to be set down in a solemn ' , 'iii ' ('►! Ilii 

courtyard, lighted by a solitary gas- ' li' mI 

lamp. This in itself would be quite 'l'' i 

sufficient to make a weary traveller I mW 

melancholy,^ mthout the tolling of a 

announce^our arri- 

lengthy young man • j* 

of^ unwakefulness, 

have gone to bed at , hi ’M 1 

nine), and drowsily 

expresses a wish to ' ‘(ft* ' 

be^nformed^for he 

troubk to examme 

himself) whether 

we have any^luggage ; and this sense of depression becomes aggra- 
vated and intensified when no genial Boniface (as the landlord 
used invariably to be styled in romances of half a century ago) comes 
forth to greet us with a hearty welcome, ^ and no buxom smiling 
hostess is there to order the trim waiting-maid, with polished 


candlestick, “to show the gentleman his room.” And, at length, 
when a hostess, amiable but shivering, does appear, there is still an 
absence of all geniality ; no questions are asked as to what we might 
like to take in the way of refreshment, there is no fire to cheer us, 
no warm drinks are suggested, no apparent probability of getting 
food or liquor, even if we wanted it, which, thank Heaven, we 
don’t, not having recovered from the last hurriedly- swallowed meal 
at the railway buffet en route, ^ Yes, at the “ Lion d’Or ” at Reims, 
on this occasion, hie et nunc, is a combination of melancholy cir- 
cumstances which would have delighted Mark Tapley, and, as far 
as I know, Mark Tapley only. 

“ On an occasion like this,” I murmur to myself, having no one 
else to whom I can murmur it confidentially, — ^for Datjbinet, ha-vdng 
a knowledge of the house, has disappeared down some mysterious 
passage in order to examine and choose our rooms, — “there is, 
mdeed, some merit in being jolly.” 

Dattbinet returns. ^ He nas found the rooms. The somnolent 
boots will carry our things upstairs. Which of the two rooms will I 
have? They sjcq ensiiite, I make no choice. It is, I protest, a 
matter of perfect indifference to me ; but one room being infinitely 
superior to the other, I select it, apologetically. Daitbinet, being 
more of a Mark Tapley than 1 am, is quite satisfied with the 
arrangement, and has almost entirely recovered his wonted high 
spirits. 

“Very good. TreshienJ Da! Petzikoff! Pedadjoi! I shall sleep 
like a top. Bo7i soir ! Buono notte J Xarascho ! Blass the Prince of 



Wahes ! ” and he has disappeared into his bedroom. I never knew 
a man so quick in unpacking, getting into bed, and going to sleep. 
He hasn’t far to go, or else Morpheus must have caught hi-m en 
route, and hypnotised him. I hear him singing and humming for two 
minates ; I hear him calling out to me, “All right ? Are you all 
right?” and, once again invoking the spirit of IZhr/c Tapley, 
aU the joviality I can into my reply as I say, through the waU, 
“ Q,uite, thanks. Jolly ! G-ood-night ! ” But my reply is wasted 
on him ; he has turned a deaf ear to me, the other being on the piUow, 
and gives no sign. If he is asleep, the suddenness of the collapse is 
almost alarming. Once again I address him. No answer. I continue 
my unpacking. All my portmanteau arrangements seem to have 
become unaccoimtably complicated. 3 pause and look round. Cheer- 
less, The room is bare and lofty, the bed is small, the window is 
large, and the one solitary bougie sheds a gloom around which makes 
unpacking a difficulty. I ]du11 up the blind. A lovely moonlight 
ni^t. In front of me, as if it had had the politeness to put itself 
out of the’ way to walk up here, and pay me a visit, stands the 

Cathedral, that is some of it ; but what I can see of it, au clair 

de^ la lune, fascinates me. Jt is company, it is friendly. But it is 
chilly all the same, and the sooner I close the window and retire the 
better. Usual difficulty, of course, in closing French window. After 
a violent struggle, it is done. The bed looks chilly, and I feel sure 
that that stuffed, pillow-like thing, which is to do duty for blanlcet 
and coverlet, can’t be warm enough. 

Hark ! a gentle snore. A very gentle one. It is the first time 
I ever knew a snore exercise a soothing effect on the listener. This 
is decidedly soporific. It is an invitation to sleep. I accept. The 
Cathedral clock sounds a carillon. It plays half a tune, too, as if 
this was all it had learnt up to the present, or perhaps to intimate 
that there is more where that comes from, only I must wait for 
to-morrow, and be contented with this instalment, I am. Half 
a tune is better than no tune at all, or vice versd: it doesn’t 
matter. When the tune breaks off I murmur to myself, “To be 
continued in our next;” and so— as I believe, for I remember 
nothing after this— I dpze off to sleep on this my first night in the 
ancient town of Reims. 


von. CT. 
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And it ’s ‘wns than I oonld ’aye emagined. 
But wot I funk most is them Fines ! ! ! 
Fine Me — if I make a mistake, as, perhaps, 
eyfen Bumble may do ! 

That is turning the tables a twister! More 
powers ? Ah, well, that might do. 

But increase my great “Eesponsibilities,’* 
give them Ratepayers a chance 
Of a calling me hover the coals I Won’t this 
make my hold henemies dance ? 

I never did like that Hygell, a pompous and 
nose-poking minT — 

A sort of a female Poll Pry, with a heye like 
an ’ork or a lynx : 

But the making me Sanit’ry ” too— oh, I 
know wot that means to a T, 

She ’s cock — or say, hen — of the walk, and 
her sanit’ry slave ’ll be Me I 
Oh, I fancy I see myself sweeping the snow 
from the streets with a broom, 

Or eg)lorin’— with fingers to nose — some 
efnuvious hunderground room I 
Or a-trotting around with the dust-pails 
when scavengers chance to run short ! 
Oh, just wonH the street-boys chyike me and 
’ousemaids of Bumble make sport ? 
Disgustin’ I But there Rxtcboe stands with 
his dashed Memyrandum. A look 
In his hejre seems to tell me that he too enjoys 
bringing Bumble to book. 

As the Times— 1 ’m serprised at that paper I — 
most pleasantly puts it to-day. 

My friend Bones the Butcher too I Moses ! 

wot would my old parlour-chum say 
If he saw me a nailing a Notice — ^but no, 
that ’s too horrid a dream. 

I must be a ’aving a Nightmare, and things 
eannot be wot they seem. 

I could do with mere Laws— bye or hother- 
wise— Hacts, jest like Honours, is easy. 
But this Memyrandum of Ritchie’s queers 
Bumble, and makes him feel queasy. 
Can’t pertend as I don’t hunderstand it, it ’s 
plain as my nose, clear as mud. 

J’m responsible for— say Snow-clearing ! It 
stirs up a Beadle’s best blood I 
And when they can Fine me for negligence, 
jest like some rate-paying scrub — 

Oh I Porochial dignity’s bust ! I must seek a 
pick-up at my Pub ! \t>oes so. 



A MODEST REQUEST. 

“I HEAR YOU ’re SO CLEVER AJBOUT ZbNANA WORK. WILL YOU SHOW ME 

Stitch ? ” 


THE 


^^PIEST-CLASS^^ TEAYELLING 

Made Easy, ly Paying a Third-class'* Fare and a small addUional Tijg. 

(By One who has Done It,) 

1. Arrive at station in four-wheeler, accompanied by lots of super- 
fluous rugs, wraps, air-cushions, and pillows, (&o., and if your do- 
mestic arrangements permit of it, two young ladies and one middle- 
aged one, who should assume an anxious and sympathetic mien. 

2. On your cab drawing up, stay with a gentle forbearance the 
rush of the ordinary attentive porter, and request him, as if you had 
something important to communicate, to send you “the guard of the 
train” by which you propose to travel. On the appearance of this 
official, who will not fail to turn up, you will now appeal to one of 
your three female assistants, the middle-aged one for choice. Placing 
vour case, as it were, in her hands, she '^1, in a half -sympathetic, 
half -commanding tone, address the official somewhat as follows : — 
“This gentleman, who is travelling to Barminster, and is going 
third-class (she makes a point of this), is, as you see, a great invalid, 
and he will require (this with a certain sense of being understood to 
mean a handsome tip) a carriage to himself.” If said with a certain 
self-assurance, involving a species of lofty wink, this will probably 
be understood in the right sense by the ofacial in question, and will 
be probably met by some such assurance as— “ The train is very Ml, 
Madam, but I will do my best for the gentleman, and can ensure 
him, I think, a compartment to himself, at least, as far as Bolohester, 
where I leave the train. But I will explain the matter to my suc- 
cessor, and I have no doubt that he will be able (this also with a 
significant wink) to ensure the gentleman’s seclusion. You are, I 
think, four ? If you will follow me, and take my arm, Sir, I think 
we shall be able to manage it for you.” 

3. Enlist the assistance of several attendant porters, regardless of 
apparent outlay, who have been fairly let into your secret, and are 
prepared to, and in fact absolutely do, empty a third-class com- 


partment already packed with passengers for Barminster, who retreat 
awe-stricken at your approach. 

4. Immediately on taking possession of your carriage, recline the 
whole length of the five seats, faced by your three sympathetic and 
anxious-miened female companions. Be careful to give each of the 
assistant porters certainly not less than sixpence apiece in ostentatious 
fashion. Do not, however, as yet administer the shilling, or perhaps, 
eighteenpence you purpose giving to the original guard of the train 
who is to hand you over to the omcial who will have charge of you 
after Bolchestyr. 

5. You will possibly have a mauvais quart d?heure before 
departure, for though your guard, in hopes of the remunerative fee, will 
have carefully locked you in, he will not be able to prevent the cal- 
culating and more or less unfeeling British public, who, composed of a 
party of nine, are looldng for as many places as they can find 
together, from discovering that you have six vacant places in your 
carriage, and directing the attention of other railway officials, not 
initiated into your secret agreement, to this circumstance. You 
must therefore be prepared for some such curt brutality as, “Why, 
look ’ere, Emma, there’s room for ’arf-a-dozen of us ’ere ! ” or, “ I ’m 
sp:e ’e needn’t be a sprawlin’ like that, takin’ ’arf the carriage to 
’isself,” a rebuke which your feminine supporters resent in their 
severest manner. You are, however, at length saved by the inter- 
position of your guardian angel, who sweeps away the party of nine 
unseated ones with a voice of commanding control, as much as to say, 
“This isn’t your end of the train; besides, can’t you see the poor 
gentleman’s pretty weU dying? ” And he does hurry them ofl, and 
pack them in somewhere or other, but whether to their satisfaction 
or not, it is easier to hazard a guess than faithfully to record, 

6. Bolchester is reached, and you are formally mtroduced to your 
final guarding and protecting angel, who rapidly takes in the situa- 
tion, and^ by an assiirance that he will see to your comfort, this, 
accompamed by a slightly perceptible wink, leaves you in happy 
expectation, which the result justifies, of reaching your destination 
umnvaded. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. Y. 

Scene — Upper deck of the Bhme Steamer, Konig; Wilkelm, some^ 
ichere heticeen Bonn and Bingen, The little tables on deck are 
occupied hy English, American, and German tourists, drinking 
various liquids, from hock to Bilsener leer, and satin'^ veaU 
cutlets, Mr. Cyrus K. Trotter is on the lower deck, discussing 
the comparative merits of the Kew York hotels with a fellow 
countryman. Miss Maud S. Trotter is seated on the after- 
deck in close conversation xcith Cuxchard. Podbury is perched 
on a camp-stool in the forte ard part. Near him a British 
Matron, with a red-haired son, in a green and black blazer, and 
a blue flannel nightcap, and a bevy of rabbit-faced daughters, 
are patronising a tame Gerjnan Student in spectacles, who speaks 
a little English, 

The British 3Iatron. 

—chief city, you know. 


1*0;^. Oh, you ought to see London; it’s our capital 
)w. Yery grand— large — four million inhabitants ! 
[With pride, as being in some^ way responsible for this, 
A Babbit-faced Daughter [tcith a simper), duite a Httle world! 

\^She looks doivn her nose, as if in fear of having said something a little 
too original. 

The Germ, Stud, No, I haf not yet at London peen. Yen I Till pedder 
Englisch learn, I go. 

The Blazer, You read our English books, I suppose ? Dickens, you 
know, and Homer, eh? About 
the Trojan War — that’s his Scsi 
work! 

The Stud, [Ollendoi'ffically), I 
haf not read Diogins i but I haf 
read ze bapers by Bigvig, Zey are 
vary indereshtin, and gurious. 

A Patriotic Young Scot [to an 
admiring Elderly Lady in a black 
mushroom hat). Eh, but we just 
made a pairrty and went up Auld 
Drachenfels, and when we got to 
th’ tope, we danced a richt gude 
Scots reel, and sang, “ We^re a‘ 
togither an’ naebody byP conclud- 
ing-just to show, ye ’U 
understan’, that we were 
loyal subjics— wi’ “ God 
Save W Queen,^^ The 
peasants didna seem just 
to know what to mak’ of 
us, I prawmiso ye ! 

The Black Mushroom, 

How I wish I ’d been one 
of you ! 

The Young Scot [can- 
didly), I doot your legs 
would ha’ stood such 
wark. 

[Podbury becomes rest- 
less, and picks his way 
amo7ig the cainp-stools to Cui- 
CHARD and Miss Trotter. 

Podbury (^o himself). Time I 
had a look in, I think. [Aloud.) 

WeR, Miss Trotter, what do you 
think of the Ehine, as far as 
you ’ye got ? 

Miss T. Well, I guess it ’s nayi- 
gable, as far as Tve got. 

Podb, No, but I mean to say — 
does it come up to the mark in the scenery line, you know? 

ifiVss T, I cannt answer that till I know whereabouts it is they 
mark the scenery-line. I expect Mr. Culchard knows. He knows 
pretty well everything. Wonld you like to have him explain the 
scenery to you going along ? His explanations are viirry improving, 

I assure you. 

Podb, I daresay ; hut the scenery just here is so flat that even 
my mend’s remarks won’t improve it. 

Culch, [producing his note-hook ostentatiously), I do not propose 
^5.^^‘tempt it. No doubt you will be more successful in entertaining 
Miss Trotter than I can pretend to he. I retire in your favour. 

71 T scribbles, 

Jfoab, Is that our expenses you’re corking down there, Cuichard, 
eh? ^ 

Cxilch, [with dignity). If you want to know, I am ‘‘corking 
GOTO, to adopt your elegant expression, a sonnet that suggested 
itself to me. 

Podh. Muck letter cork that up, old chati— hadn’t he, Miss 
lEOTiEE r glances at her for appreciation. 



Miss T. That’s so. I don’t believe' the poetic _spmt has mneh 
chance of slopping over so long as Mr.fPoDBUiiT is around. You 
have considerable merit as a stopper, Ifc. Podbtot. 

Podb. I see; I’d better clear out tiH the poetry has all gurgled 
out of him, eh? Is that the idea ? . 

Miss T. If it is, it ’s your own, so I guess it ’s a pretty good one. 

[Podbury shoulders off, 
Culch, [with his pathetic stop on),^ Iwish inadinore of your divine 
patience ! Poor fellow, he is not without his good points ; but I do 
And him a thorn in my flesh occasionally, I ’m afraicL ^ 

Miss T, Well, I don’t know as a thorn in the flesh is any the 

pleasanter for having a good point. i t u t.* 

Culch, Profoundly true, indeed. I often think I could like him 
better if there were less in him to like. I assure you he tries me so 
at times that I could almost^wisli I was back at work m my depart- 
ment at Somerset House ! •, x- x t 

Miss T, I daresay you have pretty good times there, too. Isn’t 

that one of your leading dry goods 
stores ? 

Culch, [pained). It" is not ; it is 
a Grovernment Omc^ and I am in 
the Pigeonhole and Docket Depart- 
ment, with important duties to dis- 
charge. I hope you didn’t imagine 
I sold ribbons and calico over a 
counter ? 

Miss T, [aonliguously). Well, I 
wasn’t just sure. It takes a pretty 
bright man to do that where 1 come 
from. 

All Old Lady [who is sitting 
next to Podbury, and readmg a 
home-letter to another Old Lady), 
“ Dear Maria and dear Madeline 
are close by, they have teken very 
comfortable lodgings in Marine 
Crescent. Dear Madeline’s frame 
is expected down next Saturday,” 
Second Old Lady, Madeline’s 
frame! Is anything wrong with 
th^oor girl’s spine ? 

First Old Lady, I never heard 
of it. Oh, I see, iVs flanci, my 
dear. Caroline does write so ille- 
gibly. [Coiitinuing,) “XJm— nm, 
—suppose you know she will be 

maimed ” (perhaps it is her 

spine after aU — oh, married, to be 
sure), “very slowly” (is it slowly 
or shortly^ I wonder ?), um— urn, 
“very quiet wedding, nobody but 
dear Mr. Wilkinson and his 
hatter.” 

Second 0, L, The idea of choos- 
ing one’s hatter for one’s best man! 
I ’m surprised Maria should allow 
it! 

First 0, L. Maiha always was 
peculiar- still, now I come to look, 
it’s more like “brother,” which is 
certainly much more suitable. 
[Continuing,) “She will have 
no-no bird’s-marks ...” (Now, 
what does that— should you think 
that meant “ crows-feet” ? Oh, 
no, how stupid of me — bridesmaids, 
of course !)—“ and wiR go to the 
otter a plain guy” — (Oh, Caroline reaRy is too . , . . ) — “to the 
altar in plain grey ! She has been given such quantities of pea-nuts ” 
(very odd things to give a girl! Oh, presents! um)— “Not 


Cyrus K. Trotter discussing New York Hotels. 


settled yet where to go for their hangman” — (the officiating cle:^y- 
man, I suppose— very flippant way of putting it. I must say ! It ’s 
meant for honeymoon, though, I see, to be sure !) &c., &c. 

Culch, I should Rice to be at Nuremberg with you. It would be 
an unspeakable delight to watch the expansion of a fresh young soul 
in that rich mediseval atmosphere ! 

Miss T, I guess you ’R have opportunities of watching Mr. PoD- 
burt’s fresh young soul under those conditionsj any way. 

Culch. It would not he at all the same thing — even if he— but 
you do thin^ou ’re coming to Nuremberg, don’t you ? 

Miss T, Well, it’s this way. Poppa don’t want to get fooling 
around any more one-horse towns than he can help, and he ’s got to 
be fixed up with the idea that Nuremberg is a prominent^European 
sight before he drops everything to get there. 

Culch, I wiR undertake to interest him in Nuremberg. Fortu- 
nately, we are aR getting ofl at Bingen, and going, curioudy enough, 
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to tlie same Hotel. [To himself*) Confouiid that follow Podburz, 
Here He is again ! 

Podh* [to himself as he advances)* If sHe ’s canning on witH tHat 
fellow, CuLCHARD, to pi'OYoke me, I’ll soon sHow Her How little I — 
[Aloud.) I say, old man, Hope I ’m not interrupting you, but I just 
want to speak to you for a minute, if Miss Trotter will excuse us. 
Is tHere any particular point in going as far as Bingen to-nigHt, eH ? 

Culch* [resignedly). As mucH as tHere is in not going fartker tHan 
somewHere else, I sHould Have tHougHt. 

Podh. ‘Well, but look Here— wHy not stop at BacHaracH, and see 
wHat sort of a jjlace it is ? 

Culch, You forget tHat our time is limited if we ’re going to stick 
to our original route. 

Podh. Yes, of course ; mustn’t waste any on tHe RHine. Suppose 
we pusH on^ to Maintz to-nigHt, and get tHe RHine off our Hands 
tHen? [With a glance a^mss Trotter.) THe sooner I’ve done 
witH tms steamer business tHe better! 

Miss T. Well, Mr. Podburt, tHat ’s not a vurry complimentary re- 
mark to make before me 1 

Podh. We seen so little of one anotHer lately tHat it can Hardly 
make mucH difference— to either of us — can it ? 

Miss T. Now I call tHat real kind, you ’re consoling me in advance ! 

The Steward [coming up). De dickets dat I kaf nod yed seen! 
examining Culcharb’s coupons). For Bingen— so ? 

Culch. I am. THis gentleman gets off— is it BacHaracH or Maintz, 
PODBURY ? 

Podh. [sulkily). NeitHer, as it Happens. I ’m for Bingen, too, as 
yoii won’t go anywHere else. ^ THqugH you did say wken we started, 
fcHat tHe advantage of travelling like tnis was tHat we could go on or 
stop just as tHe fancy took us ! 

Culch. [calmly). I did, my dear Podbury. But it never occurred 
to me tHat the fancy would take you to get tired of a place before 
you got tHere ! 

[as he walks forwards). Hang tHat fellow ! I know I shall 
punch His Head some day. And SHe didn’t seem to care whether I 
stayed or not. [Hopefully.) But you never tell with women! 

[He returns to his camp-stool and the letter-reading Old Ladies. 


A SONG IN SEASON. 

’Twas the autumn time, dear love, 

THe English autumn weather ; 

And, oH, it was sweet, it was Hard to beat 
As we sailed that day together ! 

It was cold when we started out, 

As we noted with sad surprise ; 

And the tip of your nose was as blue, I suppose, 
As the blue of your dear, dear eyes. 

We sailed to Hampton Court, 

And the sun Had burnt us black'; 

Then we dodged a shower for the Half of an Hour, 
And then we skated back ; 

Till the weather grew depressed 
At the shifting state of its luck, 

And the glass, set fair, gave it up in despair, 

And much of the lightning struck. 

We sat on the bank in the storm. 

In the steady faU of the snow. 

In the stinging Hail and the Howling gale, 

And the scorching sun, you know ; 

We sat in it all— yes, all ! 

We cared for no kind of weather — 

WHat made us so mad was the fact that we Had 
THe whole of the kinds together. 


ROBEErS EUTURE. 

My kind Amerrycain aquaintanoe— I musn’t call Him frend tho’ 
He is so werry free and social with me, for I Hopes I knos my 
propper place — ^Has giwen me a long acount of His week at Brighton. 
It seems as He was in grate luck, for it was Brighton Race Week, 
and ke is good enuff to say that, whatever diffrent opinyons the men 
of other countries may find in regard to the warious customs and 
manners of our grate but raytner rum nasHun, they aR agrees, 
with one acord, tkat a English race- course is the prettyest and 
nicest tking of the sort that the Hole world can show. I rayther 
thinks as He dr opt kis money there, but it couldn’t Have bin wer^ 
much, for it didn’t Have the least effeck on His good temper. It 
seems as He got interdooced to some sillybrated pusson who rites in 
ers and seemed to kno everythink, but wot He wanted to kno was 
coud tell Him what caused His werry bad indijesHun, to which I 
at once replied, without a moment’s HesitasHun, that it was prob- 


bcrbly owing to his being, wicH He told me He was, a sort of relasHun 
of a real Common Councilman of the Grand old Citty of London ! at 
which He larfed quite Hartily,‘;and said, ‘\Bravo, Mr. Robert, that ’s 
one to you! ” 

He arterwards arsked me for the werry best place to go to, where 
He coud Have jest about a few Hours quiet refiecksHun all to Hisself 
without not nothink to disturb Him j so I sent Him to Marlow, 
gentlemanly Marlow, if you please, with a letter to my old friend 
Bill the Fisherman, and there, He told me arterwards, He Had sicH 
a luvly day of it as He never rememberd Having afore. He sat 



for fours ours in a luvly Punt, in a bewtif ool drizzlin rain, with lots 
of fish a biting away, but He was much too much engaged to pay the 
least atensHun to ’em, and there wasn’t not noboddy to bother kim ; 
so He sat there, and tkort out about the most Himportentest ewent of 
His life ; and when I waited upon Him at the Grand Hotel” arter- 
wardsj I don’t thinlc as I ewer seed a reel Gent, as He suttenly is, in 
such jolly good sperrits. So, seeing How werry successfool I kad 
been, I wentured to say to Him,— “ And now. Sir, if you wants to 
see gentlemanly Marlow in quite anotHer aspic, and one that 
estomsHes and delites all as sees it, just take the 9*45 train from 
Paddington next Sunday, and, drectly you gets there, go at wunce 
to the Lock, and there, for ours and ours you will see sitcH a sight 
of most ravishing bewty, combined with Helegance and Hart, as praps 
no other spot in all the Hole world can show ! Why, Sir,” I said, 
“ every time as the full Lock opens its yawning gates, at the com- 
mand of one of the principel nofficers of the Terns Conserwancy, 
you will think of the Gates of Parrydice a Hopening for a exoursHun 
of Hundreds of the most bewtifooUest Angels as ginerally Hves 
there ! ” “ Why, Mr. Robert,” says the Amerrycain, “ your Heu- 
thusiasm xcites my curosity, and I ’ll suttenly go, and,” He 
added, with almost a blushing smile, “I rayther thinks as I’ll take 
a companion with me.” 

And off He went on the foUering Sunday, and didn’t git back 
tni seven o’clock to dinner, and His fust words to me was, — 
“ Mr. Robert, you didn’t in the least xagerate the bewty of the 
scene as you sent me for to see — ^it was as strange and as lovely as a 
Faery Tail ! I wasn’t at all surprised to see what Swells there was 
among ’em, and what werry particklar attentions they paid to ’em, 
cos I reklek How My Lord Rangbule Churchill sleeted that par- 
ticklar spot, on Henny particklar fine Sunday, to seek that werry 
welcome and much wanted change from His sewere Parlementary 
dooties, as He used wen He were ere among us to rekquire, for I 
guess as there ain’t sitcH a sight to He seen not nowHeres else so 
well caMated to brighten a pore feller up who ’s jest about done 
up with reel Hard work.” I didn’t quite understand what made 
my Amerrycain smile quite so slily as He finished His rayther long 
speech, Hut He most certenly did, and then set to work at bis dinner. 

He arterwards told me as How as He means to pay a wisit, when 
the season begins, to oui* new Hotel at Monty Carloj sumwHeres in 
France, and try kis new system at the Tables, and if be suckseeds, 
as He knows He shall, He will, praps, sum day tell me His secret, 
and then I shall Have to ask my gentlemanly Manager Here to let 
me Have a few weeks there, and then I shan’t want to do any more 
waiting ! WHat a prospeck ! Robert, 





COUNTRY-HOUSE PETS. 

ThA Moming’Room at Glm-Limity Castle^ after Lunch, Mr, Belamy Tally is si/nging Hi tiddley hi ti, hi, U, hi ! 

The Ikcchess. **How oletee aitd amusin’ your Friend, Mr. Whatshisname i^\— T abby, isn’t it? So (^od-iookin and 

GENTLEMANLIKE TOO ! QuiTE A GODSEND ON A RaINT DaY LIKE THIS, WHEN ALL THE MeN ARE OUT SHOOTIN OR FiSHIN , OR SOME- 
; BUT WHAT ’S SO NiCE ABOUT HIM, HE DOESN’T MIND BEIN’ ASKED WITHOUT HIS WiEE. THOSE SORT OF 

Persons so often expect their "Wives to be asked too, and that ’ s such a Bore, you know 1 

H&r Grace, “Yes ; how Sensible of him ! I must get him to come to us at Brasenosb Towers ! 


THE CANADIAN “SEARCH-LIGHT.” 

(A Song of Sincere Sympathy.) 
Air — ‘‘ The Slave in the Dismal Swamp," 

In dark feus of tlie Dismal Swamp 
The Search-Light sends its ray I 
"What is that hideous oozy tramp ? 


Push on, hrave hearer of piercing Light, 
Through pestilential gloom, 

Where crawls the spawn of Corruption’s night I 
Deal out, stout searcher, to left and right, 
The cleansing strokes of doom. 

That fair lithe form in that fleet frail bark 
Is a comely Nemesis, 

Before whose menace ’tis good to mark 


What creatures crawling ’midst jungle damp reptile dwellers in dens so dark 

Cl J_Ll _ J! O — 


Scuttle from light away ? 

Revealing radiance shine, oh shine, 

Throng black bayou and brake, 

"Where Imotted parasites intertwine, 

And through the tangles of poisonous vine 
Grlideth She spotted snake. 

"Where hardly a human foot would pass, 

Or an honest heart would dare 

The quaking mud of the foul morass, [grass. 

With rank weed choked, and with clotted 
Fit for a reptile’s lair. 

They dread the light, do those dismal things, 
Its gleam they dare not face. 

Their snaky wnthings, their bat-like wings, 

Their quaking menace of fangs and stings 
Make horror of the place. 

All things should be so bright and fair 
In a land so fflad and free ; 

But the Searcn- Light layeth dark secrets 
bare, 

And shows how loathsomeness builds a lair 
In a land of Liberty. 


Driven with growl and hiss. 

The saurian huge and the lizard slow. 

Foul shapes of ruthless greed, 

And the stealthy snake of the sudden blow. 
An owl-like shrink from the Search-Light’s 
glow, 

Or fly with felon speed. 

Corruption’s spawn must be chased and slain. 
Scourged from the wholesome earth. 

It clingeth else like the curse of Cain. 

Smite, smite like flail upon garnered grain, 
These things of bestial birth I 


Old Doggerel Be-dressed. 

{Aftei* reading certain Critimsms on certain IToveU 
ists, certain CommenU on those Cnticime, and 
certain Rejoinders to those Comments,) 

Little novelists have little critics, 

Like little gnats, to bite ’em ; 

Those little critics have lesser critics, 
And so ad infinitum ! 


LINES BY A LEWISHAM WITLER. 

The Penn is mightier than the sword— 

Of any Red-llad whipster. 

I said he ’d win — doubted my word ; 

But I ’m the 0. K. tipster. 

Rads roughed on me and called me “ Bung; ” 
I ’ve bunded them up— a corker— 

At the result their heads they hung. 

They whip the W itler ? W alker ! 

We ’re the -pENN-holdcrs. For their man 
That One-Six-Nine-Three nicked him, 
Witlers warmed up “ Old Warmingpan; ” 
Penn gave him odds, and licked mm. 

“ "V^iRadom” did its duty— game ; ^ 

Eads jeered it ; that ’s their mania. 
Lewisham ? No, we ’H change the name, 

And can it— PENN-Sylvama ! 

Tip by a Tort. — The Star, talking of 
“'Hodge’s Political Salvation,” says that 
Mr. Gladstone has given the Liberal country 
programme in a sentence. I will give it in a 
word. It is aU “ Hodge-podge I ” 

TJnattractiyb Combination.— I f a young 
woman is “fast,” and uncommonly ugly, 
wouldn’t she make a great mistake were she 
to combine the two qualities, and be “ fa»t- 
’idious”? 

Name foe a Certain Section of the 
Illustrated Press.— The Nude Journalism. 
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THE COaiTETTEIOP THE PEEIOD. 

Tott TOwed you loved me, but your eyes 
Said just the same to dozens, 

The music of your low replies, 

Was heard by several cousins. 
Ff^ive me if I could not cope^ 

With charms so comprehensive ; 

And scarce believed a love whose scope, 
Was really*too extensive. 



The fashion of the age you^U say, 

But I Ve a predilection 
For girls who in the olden way 
Retain one man^s affection. 

You favoured me with witching smiles, 
You gave me frequent dances ; 

But other men that i wished ndles 
Away, enjoyed your glances. 

Man loves as men loved in old times, 
And as in legends hoary, 

We celebrate a maid in rhymes, 

Is that too old a story ? 

But still man loves one girl alone. 

And flies when he discovers— 

That she he thought was all his own. 
Has half a dozen lovers. 

You sighed and said that you felt hurt, 
And prettily you pouted. 

When anybody called you flirt, 

A fact X never doubted. 

And yet such wheedling ways you had, 
Man yielded willy-nilly ; 

And half your swains were nearly mad, 
And all of us were siUy. 

Youth’s first illusions fly apace, 

And now one man confesses 
He scarcely can recal your face, 

Or colour of your dresses. 

And whether you were false or true. 

Or what fate followed after. 
Remembrance only keeps of you 
The echo of your laughter. 


Provebbiax Prater for a Pauper - 
HATiNd Bumble.— Q-ive me neither poverty 
nor Ritchies ! 


A CREDITABLE INCIDENT IN 
THE NEXT WAR. 

(An Ad'ocmce Sheet from Mr, Tunch^s JProphetic 
Eistory of Europe.) 

[“Italy is bound to maintain abroad the appear- 
ance of a great and licb. country, while at home 
she ought to conduct herself as if in straitened 
circumstances.”— Eaper.'\ 

The Italian Army had been completely 
victorious. There was but one drawback^ to 
the entire satisfaction of the Commander-in- 
Chief — one of his favourite Generals was 
under arrest, and was being tried by court- 
martial. The accused had refused the assist- 
ance of Counsel, and had insisted upon 
pleading “ Guilty.” 

“But,” urged the Commander-in-Chief, 
“you surely nave some excuse. To sack a 
private house belongingtoyourown country- 
man was unpardonable. It was an aimless 
piece of Yandalism! For your own reputa- 
tion— for the sake of your ancestors — on 
behalf of your descendants— some explana- 
tion should be afforded.” 

“ Surely this is no time for levity,” mur- 
mured a Warrior- Journalist, who was sus- 
pected of combining with the duties of a hero 
the labours of a Special Correspondent for a 
Roman journal. 

“Do I look like a jester?” asked the 
Prisoner; and then he added, “My brave 
compaxiions, it is for the honour of our 
country— to conceal her poverty from the 
sneers of foreigners— that I carry with me 
the secret of my action to the family vault. 
Press me no further — see, I am ready for the 
firing-party ! ” 

There was nothing further to be said, and 
the little procession made its way to the 
Barrack S<g^uare. The Prisoner shook hands 
warmly with his Judges, and with the 
weeping soldiery who were to act as his 
executioners. “I will give the words of 
command myself. Ready — ^present ” 

“Stop!” 

An aged man had approached the group. 
He was out of breath with running. The 
firing-party paused, and lowered their rifles. 

“Do not listen to him!” shouted the 
Accused. “And if he wOi not desist, shoot 
him too— shoot us both.” 

“You exceed your duties, Sirrah,” said the 
Commander-in-Chief^ with some severity — 
for discipline was strict in the Italian Army. 
“ It is for me to command, not you ! ” The 
Prisoner lowered his head at the just reproof, 
and then his superior ofiicer continued, “ Why 
do you ask us to desist ? ” 

‘^Because the Prisoner is innocent. He 
acted from the best of motives. I was the 
proprietor of the shop he sacked, and I (for, 
after all, I am-apatr-iot}^demand his pardon ! ” 

“You!” exclaimed the Commander-in- 
Chief. “ Surely you ought to be the last to 
urge such a plea. We do not know what 
your shop contained, but presume that the 
contents was your property.’’ 

“You are right in the presumption,” 
acq.uiesced the aged man; “but these docu- 
ments will show that he was right, from a 
military point of view, to sack my shop.” 

The Commander-in-Chief hastily glanced 
at the papers, and with a thrOl of pleasure, 
ordered his favourite General to be released. 

“This mystery must never be revealed,” 
he murmured. And it never would, had not 
the hero-journalist printed the story. Thus 
it was that the tale became international 
property, Now it is known all the world 
over that the General sacked a shop to obtain 
the arms and accoutrements of the Italian 
Army. But it is still (comparatively) a 
secret that the proprietor of the establish- 
ment carried on on the premises the business 
of a pawnbroker I 


COMPULSORY GREEK; 

Or, Byron tip to Date. 

(A British Bofs Vie\o on (t Burning Question.) 

Compulsory Greek ! Compulsory Greek ! 

Though “burning Sappho loved and sung,” 
Why in Greek shackles should they seek 
To bind the British schoolboy’s tongue ? 
Eternal bores, that Attic set, 

But, heaven be thanked, we ’ll “ chuck ” them 

“ The Scian and the Teian Muse ” 

Ruled us as tyrants absolute ; 

Now even pedagogues refuse 
To stodge us with such stale old fruit. 

Why should the SiANLEY-dowered West 
Make the Anabasis a test ? 



They teach us about Marathon, 

But what is Marathon to me ? 

TeH me of fights still going on, 

Men “rightly struggling to be free ; ” 
Nay, I find interest much more brave in 
The miR ’twixt Thingummy and Slatin. 

Oh, feed me not on mythic lore. 

But Science and the modern Fact, 

Teach me Electric Fires to store, 

The difference ’twixt “Bill” and “ Act.” 
Why should a Cockney care a “ cuss ” 

For Homer or for JEschyltjs ? 

For who are they ? But what art thou, 

My Country ? On thy fertile shore 
The heroic lyre is tuneless now; 

To scheme for dividends, dig for ore. 
These are the things we hold divine, 

Not Homer’s long-resounding line. 

If you would make a splendid^name 
Amidst a lucre-loving race, 

You must be in god Mammon’s game. 

And hustle for a foremost place. 

What do we want with poets here ? 

For Greece a snub, for Greek a sneer ! 

Must we still pore’’o’er classic text 
Because our simple fathers said 
It made “ a gentleman ” ? What next ? 

Let the dead languages stay dead I 
Hooray for Fact and Rule of Three ! 
Compulsory Greek is fiddle-de-dee. 

Place me on Stock Exchange s steep 
With nought to do but seR and buy 
To Bull and Bear we need not keep 
Our classics up ; that ’s aR my eye. 

Ho 1 for the Factory, Mart, and Mine 
The toils of Greek our souls decline. 




THE POOR OVERWORKED PARLIAMENTARY OFFICIAL TRIES TO ESCAPE FOR A HOLIDAY WITHIN HIS OWN COUNTRY. 
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SOLOMON PELL IN ALL HIS GLORY. please Sir, yussii^I mean, bo. Sir, to W it, 

A Bvikensian Dream, at Plymouth. “ yet the Bar gets all the hononrs, and most^of the emolu- 

meats, whilst the Blue Bag, too often, is sent empty away. Is it 
Hot ! oned Mr. Solomok Pell, in the tones of a severe Stentor. just ? Is it judicious ? What says once again the Plymouth oracle ? 
The small Boy with the Big Blue Bag responded promptly with a “ ‘I ask whether it is wise or prudent on the part of the State to 
deferential Yussir.” , , leave unnoticed and disregarded the higher aspirations and ambitions 


wnen we remember tne importance of the work daily intrusted yearnings beyond bills of costs. Let ^em be gratified, Boy I ” 
to Solicitors (Jm^or^an^, and the amount of industry (QwiYe “Oh, please Sir, yussir; let ’em! Immediately—if not sooner, 

50 .0, judgment [Exactly /), learning (I believe you .'), and integrity Sir I ” 

( Why, cerfnHy !), it involves, and the responsibility which is neoes- “ By the State— with*a capital SI If a soldier may carry a Field 

sarily incurred by them in advising, not only in public and political Marshal’s baton in his knapsack, why, why should not a Solicitor 

matters, but in all the details of [private transactions, the dealings carry a Baronetcy in his Blue Bag ? ” 

with property, and matters affecting not only the purses, but the “AndEkker answers, ‘Why?” Sir.” 

honour and reputation {Ah! ! !), of the members of the community “I beg your pardon, Boy, it is the Times, not the Echo, which so 

( Well, and pointedly put. Boy and when we remember, in addi- answers. The Times says 

tion, what a powerful and (on *“ They (Solicitors) are the 

the whole) respected body they . guardians of our dearest (yes, 

are {I should think so !) — a dearest) interests, the 

body, too, consisting not Tn confidants of family secrets, 

merely of a “fortuitous con- the arbiters in family con- 
course of atoms ” [I should troversies, and not infre- ; 


> gratified, ! 


( Well, and pointedly put. Boy and when we remember, in addi- answers. The Times says 
tion, what a powerful and (on 

the whole) respected body they , 

are (J should think so!) — a 

merely of a “fortuitous con- 

course of ^ atoms ” [I should ^ 

say not, indeed! Fancy me 
being a ” or /or- 

with the Bag)— each going his 
own way, and seeking his own 

a ^mere * sentence, a* sinu- 

ous s^uence of ^ words, a ^ - 

exercise in adjectives, it ’cuts 

the record and takes the cake. 

But look, Boy, at the sound common-sense of it ! Since the famous, “ I ’ll place it in tl 

if flattering, remarks— concerning Mel— of my late friend, the ‘ I ’fi have this t 

ex- Lord-Chancellor, who said — nay, swore, that ‘ the country 'We may n 

ought to be proud of me,’ I have met with no observations But— isn’t 

concerning our Profession which so commend themselves to my yew ‘ dignities 

judgment.” 

“ Oh, please Sir, yussir, right you are. Sir! ” jerked out the Boy === 

with the Bag. r tv 

“ Eight Mr. Melmoth Walters is,” corrected Mr. Pell, severely. FEOM Di 

“ I knew it would come. Boy, and it A«i. Though it has taken Mbs. SHELDOisr is hack : 

time, it has taken time. Listen yet further, and don’t fidget with. Were she only a man 

, TT ^ n x-L j. -j. • XI- j i. x XI- ox X As it is, there are some 

I contend {He contends!) that it is the duty of the State to accustomed to ca 

provide due recognition of merit in ^e ranks of a Profession which adventure 

has been set apart {Dedicated, as it were,^ like a— like a—sort of a Through such perils ] 

scapegoat — ahem ! no, not that, exactly, either, but— a'— you know, »s to come 

Boy. you know !), and regulated {Just a leetle too much, perhaps) by Merely known to us i 

it, from which so much is expected, and to which so much is 

confided,’ „ . 

“Splendid! My sentiments to a touch! Sir, that Blue Bag is a ^ Motto for tm OPFOipiKT 
Temple of Sacred Secrets, and should be a sMne of Open Honour, is good news ! (But what wil 
{Must make a note of that for my next speech at the Forum !) * Sir “ 

Solomon Pell ’ would not sound badly, eh. Boy ? ” The Cheapest Insurai 


quently the custodians of the 
honour and the good name of 




Kii- 




k fonou^and the good name of 

did we let out the Secrets S 
the Blue Bag, the contents 
of ^Old Sack, 

colour’d son of a gun,’ Saint 
Medard * cut into slits on the 
' would be 

think, wotsomedever^! ’’ 

come, Boy ! In Mr. William 
MELMora Walters’s speech I 

true, does not receive’ in any 
|reat measi^e those 

beh^, ^nor 

fact would increase the con- 
Mence^ or the respect of its 

chent^be. Pm sige. ^E ^ ove 

_ der what Mr. Ipickwick^s 

opinion of Mr. Walters’s 

speech would have been, and 

' that of the Wellers, father 
and son ! [Sings, 

I ’ll place it in the hand of my Solicitors ; 

I ’ll have this thing put right. 

We may make money. 

But — ^isn’t it funny !— 

Few ‘ dignities ’ Solicitors delight! ” 

[Left considering it 

FEOM DAEKEST AFEICA. 

Mrs. Sheldon is back from her travels abroad. 

Were she only a man, we should hail her as manly ! 

As it is, there are some who, in wishing to laud. 

Are accustomed to call her the feminine Stanley. 

But now this adventurous, much-daring she 
Through such perils has gone, and so gallantly held on, 

In time that ’s to come Mr. Stanley may be 
Merely known to us aE as the male Mrs. Sheldon ! 

Motto for the Offonents op Capital Punishment.— No noose 
is good news ! (But what will grim Lord Grimthorfe say ?) 

The Cheapest Insurance Ofdce must be the Fee^nix, 
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STORiCULES. 

n.— The BACK-YiE-ff-. 

t. ft. H. 

ms in quite a small way of business, and no one would have expected 
him to baye any change for an}d:Mng. I was sitting on a ^^stio stile, 
with, a Greek temple and some wilted Spirseas^n ^e haokgro un^ 

room, busy, splash- 
ing liquids about, 
and reminiscent. I 
still beheve that he 
thought the time of 
waiting would seem 
shorter to me if he 
tahked. The whole 
place seemed to si^- 


gest financial 
eulties, and smelt of 
chemicals. 

‘‘You remember 
the Punyer case?’* 
he asked. His voice 
sounded thin and 
far-off through the 
closed door of the 
dark room. 

I did. Punyer 
had been a cashier, 
and had absconded 
with rather more 
than the usual 
amount. 

“Wen, I had 
some debugs with 
Punyer. . As a 
cashier he was cer- 
tainly dishonest, but as a man? he was absolutely reliable, and 
nothmg would induce him to break his word. I know that to be a | 
fact from my personal experience of the man ; indeed, it was through 
me that he was identified— or, rather, through one of my photographs.** 
“ReaUy?** 

“ Yes, On the day that he absconded, a four-wheeler drove up to 
this house. The driver got off, and sent a message up to the studio 
that a gentleman in a cab outside wished to speak to me. So,^ of 
course, I went out. Inside the cab I found a man wearing a thick 
green veil. He explained to me that his face had been injured in a 
railwaY accident, and that he could not allow it to be seen by any 
one. He wanted me to photograph the back of his head. He knew 
that the request was unusual. ‘ But,* he said, pathetically, ‘ my few 
friends have got to know the back of my head, just as they know the 
faces of others who are— who are less unfortunate than myself. The 
doctors tell me that I have not long to live, and my friends are eager 
to have some slight memento of me.* I was much moved, and I 
agreed to photograph him at once.** 

‘ ‘ The man was Punter ? ** 

“ Of course. The photograph of the back of his head turned out 
admirably — clear and full of character.*’ 

“ But why did he get photographed at all ? ** 

“You shall hear; it all came out afterwards. I have alreadj 
told you that Punyer, in his private capacity, was a man of his 
word. It appears that he was engaged to a Miss Miranda Bude. 
Indeed, it was to her that I was to send the photographs when they 
were finished. He had promised her that he would haye his photo- 
graph taken for her on his birthday; and the day on which he 
absconded happened to he his birthday. He could not break his 
promise. What was he to do ? At first he disguised himself as far 
as he could ; he shaved off his luxurious beard and moustache ; he 
had Ms long fair hair closely cropped and stained black. But there 
was on his face one certain mark of identification which he could not 
alter nor remove. It was a slight scar, extending diagonally across 
Ms forehead ; when he was a child he once fell into the fender, and 
the mark had remained ever since. At last the bright idea occurred 
to him, that he might have the back of Ms head photographed instead 
of Ms face, and so keep Ms promise to Miranda. It was really a 
brilliant idea. For there was absolutely nothing in the view of the 
back of Ms head by wMch he could be identified.’* 

“ But you told me just now that he actually identified by your 

photograph.’* 

“ So he was ; — ^I was just going to explain. I was sitting in my 
stu dio o ne day, toucMng up the photographs of the back- view of 
PuNYESR, when in came a detective from Scotland Yard, From his 
appearance, a detective was tlie last thing on earth that you would 
hive taken Mm to be.** 


that in the detective stories,” I said, 
“ If you tMnk I ’m making this up 

“Ho, no,— not at all. Go on.” , ^ x -u j ^ 

“ Well, he told me Ms business, and I at once snowed him one ot 
the photographs, telHng him under what circumstances they were 
takem He examined it carefully. ‘ Ah ! * he said, if I only could 
prove that tMs was Punyer, I should be able to complete my case, 
and my advancement would be certain. In my own mind I am 
convinced of it, but at present I cannot prove it. Punyer had a 
scar on Ms face. It was like Ms devilish cunning to have only the 
back of Ms head photographed ! * Ho was j.ust leaving, when sud- 
denly a new idea seemed to flash across Mm. He seized^ the photo- 
graph, and rushed across to the mirror. You know that if anything 
IS written backwards, you can read it by holding it up to a looking- 
glass. So, of course, the detective, by holding up the photograph of 
the hack- view, saw the full-face refieoted. The scar showed just 

above the green veil, and consequently •” 

At this point the hoy returned with my change. The photograi)her 
had locked himself into the dark room, ^d I could not get at him ; 
the law gives a man no redress under such 'circumstance's, and so 1 


came away. 

I might have got over the story, t 
afterwards, was sixpence short, and 


erhaps ; but my change, I fonnd 
that is not so easy to forgive. 


^ ENTERTAINMENT.^^ 


[“ People of tMs high class (Koyal Highnesses, &c.) ai'e said to * entertain ’ 
visitors, out that is an inversion of the actual fact ; their object is to be 
entertained. And quite right too. Nothing can surely be more delightful 
than to have one’s house full of friends at will, and then be able to turn them 
out at a moment’s notice (as a life-boat gets rid of superfluous water) by that 
simple mechanism of a Cnamberlain. When the Social System attains its 
acm6, all of us will havo a Chamberlain and be entertained.**— Jambs Payn.] 

ITost {concerning Guest ) : — 

The twenty-first day, and no signs of a budge ! — 

And it isn’t for want of “ suggestion.” 

I begin to suspect Hospitality ’s fudge, 

Meaning — ^mutually ruined digestion ! 

He is such a bore, and his wife is so fat, 

And as fond of her bed as a dormouse. 

My girls say— in confidence — she is a cat ; 

I *m sure he ’s a prig and a poor-mouse. 

I fancied he *d “ irffluenoe,” which he might use 
For Dick, our third son, who *s a duffer. 

It doesn’t come off, and I really refuse 
In Dick’s interests longer to suffer. 

Payn *s right, and a Chamberlain would be a boon. 

Ah ! I know so precisely what Payn meant. 

What! Be entertained— by one’s guests ? I *d as soon 
From a locust-swarm seek— Entertainment ! 

Guest {concerning JECost ) : — 

Hab I He wants to get rid of us, currish old cub ! 

But, although it *s by no means amusing, 

My only alternative now is the Club. 

Confound Mrs. Jones for refusing 
McMungo’s “ invite” into Scotland. She thoxiglit 
This crib was as swell, and more cosy. 

She hoped, too, to meet that young Maonus McNAUemT, 

WTio once seemed sweet on our Rosie. 

We’re bored to extinction, and Bioaas is a “fools ” ; 

If we *re late down to brealefast, he snorts at ns. 

He worries our lives out with pic-nics and shoots. 

And will flourish Ms Clarets and Ports at us. 

My wife likes her ease and her breakfast in bed ; 

1 hate cellar- swagger and scurry. 

Entertainment indeed ! We *re as lumpish as lead 
When we ’re not on the whirl or the worry. 

But turn out to-morrow, my Blog os ? No. not me, 

Though I Icnow what your “ little hints *^ signify. 

Your “ dear Dick ” forsooth I Such a noodle as he 
The title of “ duffer ” would dignify 
You *ve given up hope about him, and so now 
' You would have us “ make room.” Not precisely ! 

Till the Tenth, when we *re due at Dunclackct, somehow 
* “ The Doldrums” will do pretty nicely. 

Payn ’s right. With ‘ ‘ high rank and no manners,” a man 
His guests may “ evict ” at Ms pleasure ; 

But Bloggs— till he hits on some “ Chamberlain ” plan— 

Must leave ’em to flit at their leisure. 

I made up my mind when I oame to this place ; 

For a month, at the least, to remain meant. 

Though now my amusement at Bloggs *s wry face 
Is nearly my sole “ Entertainment.” 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. ! 

Chapter IY. 

Reims — Solemnity — Relief— En voiture—Roliteyiess— Calling— Calves 
— Caves — Sta^'ting — Cocher — Duet, 

Seen" the Cathedral. Grand. As I am not making notes for a 
Guide-book, shall say nothing* about it. “Don’t mention it.” I 
shan’t. Much struck by the calm air of repose about Reims. So 
silent is it, that Daxjbinex’s irrepressible singing in the solemn court- 
yard of the Hotel comes quite as a relief. It is an evidence of life. 
Tlds Hotel’s exceptional quietude suggests the idea of its being con- 
ducted like a prison on the silent system, -with, of course, dumb- 
waiters to assist in the peculiarly clean and tidy salle d manger. 

“Petzikoif ! Dlass the Prince of Wailes ! ” sings out Daubinet, 
whose Marh^TapleyAikQ spirits would probably be only exhilarated 
by a lonely night in the Catacombs. Then he shakes hands with me 
Yiolently. In Prance he insists upon shaking hands on every 
possible occasion with anybody, in order to convey to his own 
countrymen the idea of wha,t a thorough Briton he is. 

“ Voiis avez euvotre cafe? Eh hien alors — aliens! pour passer 
chez mon ami Yesqtjier,” says Daubinet, at the same time signal- 
ling a meandering fly - driver who, having^ pulled up near the 
Cathedral, is sitting lazily on his box perusing a newspaper. He 
looks up, catches sight of Da^dbinet, nods, folds up the paper, sits 
on it, gives the reins one shake to wake up the horse, and another, with 
a crack of his whip, to set the sleepy animal in motion, and, the animal 
being partially roused, he drives across the street to us. Daubinet 
directs him, and on we go, lumbering and rattling through the town, 
meeting only one other whose driver appears infinitely amused 

at his friend having obtained a fare. Some chafi passes between 

them, which to me is unintelligible, and which Daitbinet professes 
not to catch, but I fancy, whatever it is, it is not highly compli- 
mentary to our coche7''s fares. In one quarter through which we 
drive, they are setting up the booths and roundabouts for a Fair. 

“ They can’t do much business here,” I observe to my companion. 

“ Immense ! ” he replies. — “ But there ’s no one about.” 

“ There will be,” he returns. “ Manufacturing town— everybody 
engaged in business. 

Bell rings— Caramba ! 

—out they come, like 
the cigarette - mak ers 
in Carinenf Here he 
hums a short musical 
extract from Bizet’s 
O pera, then resumes— 

“Town’s all alive — 

then, after dinner, 
back to ^ business — 
evening time out to 
play, to cafh^ to the 
Fair! God save the 
OlTEEN ! ” 

“But there’s no- 
thing doing at night, as we saw when 
wc arrived yesterday,” I observe. 

“ No,” says Datjbinet ; “ it is an early 
place.” Then he sings^ “ If you [re wa- 
king”— he pronounces it “whacking’/— 

“ call me early, mothair dear ! ” finishing 
up with a gay laugh, and a guttural ^ 
ejaculation in Russian; at least, I fancy fr , . 
it is Russian. “Ah! voild!^' We have pulled up before a very 
clean-looldng and handsome The carriage-gates are closed, 

but a side- door is immediately opened, and a neat elderly woman 
answers Daxjbinet’s inquiries to his perfect satisfaction. * VESQU^R 
est chez lui. Entrez dom!^^ We enter, profoundly saluting the 
porteress. When abroad, an Englishman should never oi^it the 
smallest chance of taking off his hat and bowing profoundly, no 
matter to whom it may be. Every Englishman abroad represents 
“ All England ’’—not the eleven, but the Enghsh character pneraUy, 
and therefore, when among people noted for their politeness, he 
should be absolutely remarkable for his ^ courteous manners. As a 
rule, to which there can be no exception taken, never lose any 
opportunity of lifting your hat, and making your most polished bow. 
lliis, in default of linguistic facility, is umversally understood and 
appreciated in all civilised countries. In uncivilised countries, to 
remove your hat, or to bow, may be taken as a gross outrage on 
good manners, or as signifying some horrible immorality, in which 
case the offender would not have the chance of re peating his well- 
intentioned mistake. But within the limits of Western enlighten- 
ment to bow is mere civility, and may be taken as a preface to con- 
versation ; to omit it is to show lack of breeding and to court hostilil^?'. 
Therefore, N.B. Rule in travelling— to everybody. And tins, 
by the way, is, after all, only Sir Rertinax Macsycoplmit s receipt 
fo^etting on in the world by “ boo’ing and boo ing. 

We pass through a courtyard, reminding me of the kind of oourt- 



yard still to be seen in some of our old London City houses-of- 
Dusiness. This, however, is modernised with whitewash. Here 
also, it being a Continental court-yard, are the inevitable orange- 
trees in huge green tubs placed at the four corners. _ A few pigeons 
feeding, a blinking cat curled up on a mat, pretending to take no 
sort of interest in the birds, and a little child playing with a cart. 
Such is this picture. Externally, not much like a house of business ; 
but it is, and of big business too. We enter a cool and tastefully 
furnished apartment. Here M. Yesq,TjTEE receives us cordially. He 
has a military bearing, suggesting the idea of a Colonel en retrace. 

I am preparing compliments and interrogatories in French, when 
he says, in good plain English, with scarcely an accent— 

“Now Datjbin’et has brought you here, we must show you the 
calves, and then hack to breakfast. Will that suit you? ” 
“Perfectly.” I think to myself — why “calves”? It sounded 
like “ calves,” only without the “ S.” Must ask presently. ] 

M. Yesqtjiee, begs to he excused for a minute; he will return j 
directly. I look to Daubinet for an explanation. “We are, then, 
going to see a farm, I presume ? ” I say to him. “ Farm ! ” exclaims 
Datjbiket, surprised. ‘ ‘ Que voulez-vous dire, mon cher f ’ ’ — ‘ * Well, 

didn’t Mister— Mister ■” “ Yesqitieii,” suggests DATJBmET. 

“ Yes, Mister YEsquiEB — didn’t he say we were to go and “ see the 
eelvesf—C^ est d dire I translate, in^despair at Daxjbinet’s utterly 
puzzled look, “ que nous irons avec lui d la ferme pour voir les veaux 
—the calves.”— ‘ Ha! ha! ha!” OS goes Daubdtet into a roar. 
Evidently I ’ve made some extraordinary mistake. It flashes across 
me suddenly. Owing to M. Yeschtier’s speaking such excellent 
English, it never occurred to me that he had suddenly interpolated 
the French word caves” as an anglicised French word into his 
speech tome. This accounts for his suppression of the final consonant. 

“ Ah ! ” I exclaim, suddenly enlightened ; “I see— the cellars.’’ 

Rouni my ?” cries Daijbinet, still in ecstasies, and speaking 
Russian or modern Greek. “ Da I — of course — c^est qa — nous allons 
voir les caves— the cellars— where all the champagne is. Earrascho ! ” 
At this moment M. YEsqmEB. returns. He wiU just take us 
through the offices to his private rooms. Clerks at work everywhere. 
Uncommonly like an En^ish place of business : not much outward 
difference between French clerks in a large house like this and 
English ones in one of our great City houses ; only this isn’t the 
City, but is, so to speak, more Manchesterian or Liverpoolian, mth 
the immense advantage of being remarkably clean, curiously quiet, 
and in a pure and fresh atmosphere. I don’t clearly understand 
what M. VEsauiER’s business is, but as he seems to take for granted 
that I know all about it, I trust to^ getting Daxjbinet alone and 
obtaining definite information from him. Are they Y esqxtier’ s caves 
we are going to^see? “No,” Dattbinet tells me presently, ^lite 
surprised at my ignorance ; “we are going to see les caves de Rop- 
perie—RoTT & Co., only Co. ’s out of it, and it’s all Pobp now.” 

“Now then, Gentlemen,” says the gerant of Popp & Co, “ here /s a 
voiture. We have twenty minutes’ drive.” The Popp-Manager points 
out to me all the interesting features of the country. Datjbinet 
amuses himself by sitting on the box and talking to the coachman. 

“ It excites me,” he explains, when requested to take a hack seat 
though, by the way, it is in no sense Daitbinet’s metier to 
“take a back seat,”— “it excites me— it amuses me to talk to a 
cocher. On ne pent pas causer avec un vrai cocher tous les jours.” 



And presently we see them gesticulating to each other and tall^g 
both at once, Daubinet. of course, is speaking English and various 
other languages, but as httle French as i^ossible, to the evidgit bewu- 
derment of the driver. Daxjbinet is perfectly happy. Petzikoft 1 
Blass the Prince of Waeles ! ” I hear him bursting out oooasionaJLLy. 
Whereat the coachman smiles knowingly, and flicks the horses. 
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4.1. ^l*-® .WdkIs (acting as locum tenons for iter Clerk of 

me W earner, wno, sick of nis own unseasonaWe work, was off to 
g)®nd his annual holiday with Mr. Robert Louis Stevenson in the 
Paciiio Isles), received the^desperately damp, dishevelled, blown-ahout. 
a heart-broken Princess Aoeicultura at the door of the Cave. 

4! you are again ! ” she cried, “ once more in the Cavern 

ot the Winds ! And tins time you have brought two of my sons 
w i polluting to the South Wind and the 

West Wind,^ who were blowg away at the Princess like bellowsy 
blends of Blizzards, Cloud-bursts, Tornadoes and Tritons. 


Oh,^ do for pity’s sake, stop them!” cried AGBictrLTXJRA, 
struggling hard to keep herself and her garments together. “It 
seems as though the heavens have become one vast sluice, that keeps 
pouring down water, as my predecessor, the Prince, put it, I 
have not a dry thread about me. Please put them in their Bags — 
ao— -whHst I have a little talk with you about them, and the 
mischief they have been doing.” 

Two prolonged chuckles, a deep stentorian one and a sharp 
staccato one, came from the two Bags already hanging to the wall 
of the Cavern, from whence subseq^uently protruded the round ruddy 
lorm of the ISTorth and the pinchea figure of the East Wind. 
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“ Ho ! ho ! ho ! chortled the Horth Wind, choking:ly. 
“ Who says I do all the damage ? ” 

“ He ! he ! he ! ” sniggered the East Wind, raspingly. 
“ Who is the pickle and spoil-sport now^ I should like to 
know ? ” 

“ Shut up ! ” said the Mother of the Winds, sharply. 
“ And as to you two,’^ she added, turning to the South 
and West Winds, “if you don’t stand still and give an 
account of yourselves, I ’ll pop you into your respective 
Bags in the twinkling of a hundred-ton gun ! ” 

“Why, who is she^ that she should call us over the 
clouds ? ” cried the two Winds, stopping their blowing 
a bit, and pointing to the Princess. 

“She is my guest,” said the old woman ; “ and if that 
does not satisfy you, you need only get into the Bags. Do 
you understand me now ? ” 

W ell, this did the business at once ; and the two Winds, 
in a breath, began to relate whence they came, and what 
they had been doing for nearly three months past, 

“We have been spoiling the English Summer,” they 
said. 

ThaVs nothing new,” muttered the Mother of the 
Winds. 

IsnH it, though— in the way tee done it?” cried 
the two, triumphant^. “Why, those two Boys over 
yonder, uniting their flatulent forces, could not have done 
better— or worse. Ho ! ho ! ho ! They made last winter 
a frozen Sahara. TVe^ve made the present summer a 
squashy Swamp ! The winter was as dry as the dust of 
Eameses, The summer has been as wet as old St. 
Swithin’s gingham. We soaked June, we drenched 
July, and we drowned August. We squelched the 
strawberry season, reducing tons of promising fruit to 
flavourless pulp, and the growers to damp despair. 
Whooosh ! ! What a wetting we gave ’em ! ! ! As soon 
as the Cricket Season started, so did lae ! Didn’t we just ? 
We simply sopped aH the wickets, and spoilt all the 
matches, either keeping the cricketers waitiu^ in the 
pavilion or slipping about on sloppy slithery turf. Con- 
sequently, the Cricketing Season has been a sickeniug 
sell. We ‘watered down’ the ‘averages’ of all the 
‘ cracks.’ S. W. was too many for W. G-. (G-eace, of 
Gloucester), and W. W. ^ve the other W. W. (Bead, of 
Surrey) a fair doing ! We followed ‘ The Leviathan ’ 
in particular about persistently, till he must be real glad 
to ^take his hook ’ to Australia. Wherever he was play- 
ing, from Bennington to Clifton, we combined our 
forces, swooped down on him, and simply washed him 
out I” 

“ Wanton wags ! ” said the Mother of the Winds, re- 
proachfully. 

“Ea-<A«r.'” yelled her promising offspring in chorus. 
“ But that ’s not all, is it, S. W. ?— itj^W. W. ? We 
mucked up Lawn Tennis, soaked Henley Kegatta, nearly 
spoilt the German Empekoe’s visit, ruined all the alfresco 
functions of the Season— slap !— flooded Society out of 
London, only to deluge them in their flitting till they 
wished they were back again, intensified the Influenza 
Epidemic, and ” 

“Oh! stop, stop ! moaned the Old Woman. “ Those 
Boys yonder will burst— with jealousy. But what 
have you been doing to the Princess Aoeictjltuea 
here?” 

The two broke into a spasmodic duo of delight and dis- 
dain. “Why look at her?” they cried. ‘^Doesn’t she 

qrvAqlr ■Pm* 

“I rephed Ageictjlttjea. “And I charge this 
pair of Pernicious Pickles with planning— and to a large 
extent effecting— my Destruction I Hay, Hops, Cereals, 
Root-Crops, Fruits and Flowers— all ruined by these 
roystering rascals. They ’ve done more incurable mis- 
chief in three supposed-to-be Summer Months than those 
much-maligned Boys over yonder did all the Winter. 
They’ve had it aU their own way the Season through, 
ay, as much as though they ’d nailed the weathercock to 
S.W., and knocked out the bottom of Aquarius’s water- 
pot. And I call upon you, 0 Mother of the Winds, to 
pop them at once into their respective Bags, sit upon them 
till they are choked silent and still, and then hang them 
up to dry — ^if dry such watery imps can— for at least six 
months to cornel” 

How whether the Mother of the Winds gave ear to the 
prayer of the poor Princess AaEicuLTUEA, and imposed 
upon the Two Winds the punishment they richly deserved, 
the sequel must show. 

# # * # * * 



SIGNS OF BREEDING. 

(Fide Correspondence in the Daily Telegraphf) 

Little Biriks agrees with Lord Byron that Breeding shows itself in the Hands^ 
and complacently sur'oeys his own. 

“ Bosh 1 ” says Blokbe. “ Beebdino shows itself in the Eae, and 

NOWHERE ELSE 1 " 


MOEE MESSAGES FEOM THE MAHATMA. 

1. I AM Boot Hoomibooo-. There are more things in my philosophy than were 
ever dreamed of in heaven or earth. You are Poonsh. You are a Thrupni 

but you are not a Mahatma. Be a Mahatma, 
and save your postage expenses. Biit^ you must 
be discreet; and you must be exceeding vague. 
A Mahatma is nothing if he is not vague. You 
must also be elusive. Can you elude ? It is no 
light matter to prove one’s spiritual capacity by 
materialising a cigarette inside a grand piano. 

2. Your reply to my letter is soulless and sceptical. 
How can you ask me, 0 Poonsh, what I am trying 
to get at ? I ask nothing from you. ^ It would be 
to your advantage rather than mine if you printed 
my poem on the Re-incarnation of Ginan Bittas, 
entitled The Soul’s Gooseberry Bush. And if you 
will only be a Mahatma, or a disciple, I will gladly 
let you have the serial rights in that great work. 
What do you mean by saying you do not want 
to And cigarettes in your neighbour’s piano? 
Think it over again, and you will see the beauty 
of it. You are a Thrupni, but surely you 
have some spiritual needs. 

3. You say that you do not want ^ poem, and you ask me if I have no 
further attractions to offer. I am EToot Hoomiboog, and I have kept the 
greatest attraction for the last. If you will only join us, you may And a few 
newspapers who wiR discuss you. You may see the question whether you are a 
fool or a knave debated in the correspondence columns. Think of the glory of it 1 

4. What ? you won’t ? Well, I am surprised ! 


The (Etoopean) World and its Wife. —Europe — says an oracle— is 
“ Wedded to Peace.” Possibly. And Europe, doubtless, does not exactly desire 
a divorce. But Europe has to pay pretty heavily—in armies and fleets, &o.— 
for Peace’s “maintenance.” 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

ISD. TI. 

Scene — Garden of the Hotel Victoria at Bingen^ commanding a 
view of the Mhine and the vine-terraced hills^ which are bathed 
in tcann afternoon sunlight. Tinder the mopheaded acacias^ 
CcLCHAED and PoDBURY are sitting smoking. At a little dis- 
tance from ihem^ are a Young Married Couple^ whose honeymoon 
is apparently in its last quarter. 

The Bridegroom {lazily^ to Bride^ as she draws another chair to- 
tcards her for afoot-rest). How many more chairs do you want ? 

Bride {without looking at him), I should think you could spare me 
one — ^you can har^y sit on three at once ! 

\After this interchange of amenities^ they consider themselves 
absolved from any further conversational efforts, 

Bodb, {to Ctjlch:., resuming a discussion), I know as well as you 
do that we are booked for ITuremherg ; but what I say is — that’s no 
earthly reason why we should go there I 

Culch, Ho reason why you should go, unless you wish it, cer- 
tainly. I intend to go. 

Bodb, Well, it ’s beastly selfish, 
that’s all! I know why you ’re so 
keen about it, too. Because the 
Trotters are going. 

Culch, {colouring). That ’s an 
entire mistake on your part. Miss 
Trotter has nothing to do with it. 

I don’t even know whether she ’s 
going or not— for certain. 

Bodb. Ho, but you ’we a pretty 

f ood idea that she though. And 

know how it will be. You’ll be 
going about with her all the time, 
and I shall be shunted on to the 
old man ! I don’t see it, you know ! 

(CuiiCH. remains silent. A pause, 

PoDBTTRY suddenly begins to search 
his pockets,) 1 say— here ’s a pretty 
fix! Look here, old fellow, doosid 
annoying thing, but I can’t find my 
purse — ^must have lost it somewhere ! 

Culch, {stoically). I can’t say I ’m 
surprised to hear it. It ’s awkward, 
certainly. I suppose I shall have to 
lend you enough to go home with — 
it ’s aU I can do ; but I ’ll do that 
with— er — ^pleasure. 

Bodb. {staring). Go home ? Why, 

I can wire to the governor for more, 
easily enough. We shall have to 
stay nere till it comes, that ’s all. 

Culch, And give up Huremberg ? 

Thank you! 

Bodb. I rather like this place, you 
know — sort of rest. And we could 
always nip over to Ems, or Homburg, 
if it got too slow, eh ? 

Culch, If I nip over anywhere, I 
shall nip to Huremberg. We may 
just as well understand one another, Pobbtjrt. If I’m to pro- 
^de money for both of us, it’s only reasonable that you should 
be content to go where I choose. I cannot, and wiB not, stand these 
perpetud interferences with our original plan; it’s sheer restless- 
ness. Come with me to Hnremberg, and I shall be very happy to be 
your banker. Otherwise, you must stay here alone. 

•n J 7 T .^1 -i. . anc? crosses 

Bodb. Oh, that s it, is it ? But look here, why not tit up whether 
we go on or stay ? 

Culch, Why should I “tit up,” as you call it, when I’ve already 
to go. When I once decide on anything, it ’s 

The Bride {to Bridegroom^ without enthusiasm). Would you like 
me to roll you a cigarette ? " 

Bridegroom {mth the frankness of an open nature). Hot if I know 
it. I can do it better myself. 

Bride {coldly), I see. 

\Another silence., at the end of which she rises and walks slowly 
cmay , pausing at the gate to see lohether he intends to follow. As 
he does not appear to have remarked her absence, she walks on. 

I say, those two don’t seem 
to hit It off exactly, eh ? Seem sorry they came I You ’H be glad to 
dear, old ieUow, that we needn’t separate after all. Just found mv 
pnrse in n^ trouser-pocket I ^ 

Culoh. Better luck thau you deserre. Didn’t I tell you you 
snould have a special pocket for your money and coupons ? T.iTrA 



“ Good Heayens, it — ^it ’s gone ! ” 


tMs— see. {He opens Ms coat.) 'With, a buttoned iap, it stands to 

reason they mws^oe safe I i n i i* i i 

Bodb, So long as yon keep it buttoned, old chap, "“Which you don t 

seem to do ^ 

Culch. (annoycfi). Pshaw! The button i_s a trifle too {feels 

pocket, and turns pale). Good Heavens, it it s gone , 

Pc JA The button? 7 j \ r^ a-l* 

Culch, {patting himself all over icith shaking hands). Everything i 
— money, coupons, circular notes ! They — they must have fallen 
out going np that infernal Hiederwdd. {Angrily.) You tccw/c? insist 
on going ’ 

Bodb, Phew ! The whole hag of tricks gone I Yon ’re lucky if you 
get them again. Any number of tramps and beggars all the way m). 
Shouldn’t have taken off your coat— very careless of you! {He 
grins . ) 

^ Culch, It was so hot. I must go and inform the Police here— I 
may recover it yet. Anyway, we — we must push on to Huremberg, 
and I ’B telegraph home for money to be sent there. lou can let me 
have enough to get on with ? 

Bodb, With aB the pleasure in life, dear boy— on your own con- 
ditions, you know. 1 mean, if I pay the piper, I call the tune. 

How, I don’t cotton to Huremberg 
somenow; I’d rather go straight 
on to Constance ; we could get some 
rowing there. 

Culch, {pettishly). Bowing be 

{recollecting his helplessness). Ho ; 
imt just consider, my dear Pobbuey. 
I assure you you ’ll find Huremberg 
a most delightful old place. Y^ou 
must see how bent I am on going 
there ! 

Bodb. Oh, yes, I see that. But 
then I’m not, don’t you know — so 
there we are ! 

Culch. {desperateh/). WelL I’ll — 
I ’ll meet yon half-way. I ’ve no 
objection to— er— titting up with you 
—Huremberg or Constance. Come ? 

Bodb, You weren’t so anxious to 
tit up just now — but never mind. 
{Broducing a mark.) How then, 
Emperor — Constance. Eaglo— Hu- 
remoerg. Is it sudden death, or 
best out of throe ? [Jfb tosses, 

Culch, Slid {The coin falls 

with the Emperor uppermost. ) Best 
out of three. 

\lle takes coin from Pobbtiry 
and tosses, 

Bodb. Eagle ! we ’ro even so far. 
{He receives coin.) This settles it. 

[He tosses, 

Culch. Eagle again! How mind, 
PoBBURY, no going back after this. 
It must be Huremberg now. 

Bodb. All right ! And now allow 
me to have the pleasure of restoring 
your j)ocket-book and note -case. 
They did fall out on the Hiederwald, 
and it was a good job for yon I was behind and saw them drop. You 
must really be more careful, dear boy. Ain’t you going to say 
“ta” for them? 

Culch. {relieved), I ’m— er— tremendously obliged. I really can’t 
say bow. — {^Recollecting himself.) But you need not have taken 
advantage of it to try to do me out of going to Huremberg — it was 
a shabby trick ! 

Bodb, Ob, it was only to get a rise out of you. I never meant to 
keep you to it, of course. ^ And I say, weren’t you sold, though? 
Didn’t I lead, np to it beautifuBy ? {He chuckles!) Score to me, eh ! 

Culch. {with amiable sententiousness). Ah, well, I don’t grudge 
you your little joke if it amuses you. Those laugh best who laugh 
last. And it’s settled now that we ’re going to Huremberg. 

[Miss Trotter and her father have come out from the Speise- 
saal doors, and overhear the last speech, 

Mr. Trotter [to Culchard), Your friend been gettin’ off a joke on 
you, Sir ? 

Culch, Only in his own estimation, Mr. Trotter. I have nailed 
him dovm to going to Huremberg, which, for many reasons, I was 
extremely anxions to visit. ( Carelessly.) Are we likely to be there 
when you are ? 

Miss T,1 guess not. "We ]ve just got onr mail, and my cousin, 
Uharlet Van Boobeler, writes he ’s having a real lovely time in the 
Engadine — says it’s the most elegant locality he ’s struck yet, and 
just as full of Amurreans as it can hold ; so we ’re going to start out 
there right away. I don’t beBeve we shall have time for Huremberg 
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this trip. Father, if we ’re going to see about checking the baggage 
though, we d better go down to the depot right now. [TAe?/ pass on^ 
{with a very blank face and a feeble whistle), f'ew-fitty- 

ntty-ntty-fa-di-fee-fee-foo ; few After all, Podrtjet, I don’t 

know that I care so much about ITuremberg. They — they say it ’s a 
good deal changed from what it was. 

Podb. So are you, old chap, if it comes to that. Tiddledy-iddlety- 
i^io-l^^Pty-doodle-oo ! Is it to be Constance after all, then ? 

Culch. {reddening). Er — I rather thought of the Engadine — more 
bracing, eh ?— f ew-feedle-eedle-oodle 

Podb. You artful old whistling oyster, I see what you ’re up to ! 
But it’s no go; she don’t want either of us Engadining about ^ter 
her. It’s Charley Yan Stickintheotd’s turn now! 'We’ve got 
to go to Nuremberg. You can’t get out of it, after gassing so much 
about the place. When you ’ye once decided, you know, it final J 
^ Cidch. {with dignity). I am not aware that I wanted to get out of 

I merely proposed in your (Podbury suddenly explodes.) 

What are you cackling at noio ? 

Podb. iiciping his eyes). It’s the last laugh, old man,— audit’s 
the best 1 

[CuLCHARB walks away rapidly, leaving Pobbtjry in solitary 
enjoyment of the joke. Podbury’s mirth immediately suh- 
sides into gravity, and he kicks several unoffending chairs 
icith quite uncalledffor brutality. 

A ‘‘KNOT”ICAL STORY OF DRURY LANE. 

{Told by our aged Salt, with a taste for the Dibdin Drama.) 


What, not remember it! Not the scene on Wapping Old Stairs 
and Mr. Charles Glenney in the Merchant Service, and Miss 
Millward the Ward of Count Gurney Delaunay! Not remem- 



Waenee. ‘‘But I don’t,” put in his superior officer, Captain 
William Luug Ternon, “ and I order that man to be carried on 
board! ” and there was not a dry eye amongst those present, except, 
perhaps, amongst the heartless “Press Gang,” who, having to write 
notices for the daily and weekly papers, were naturally eager to see 
what “In the Fo’ castle” and ^‘The Deck of the Dauntless were 
like. And these they did see in the next Act of this really capital 
Drama. And here came in a scene that wiH long be remembered to 
the honour of the British Navy and the National and Royal Theatre, 
Drury I^ane. There came a mutiny, with the misguided Glenney 
at the head of it. Said Captain William Lugg Yernon, after it 
was quelled, “We can’t spare a man, and so I shall have Mr. 
Glenney flogged.” “ Don’t do that,” cried Lieutenant Warner ; 
“he is my brother and my friend, although he has given me a 
oner, owing to a misunderstanding. Captain, may I appeal to^ these 
men, and ask them in stirring language, to tight the foe.” ^ “You 
shall,” replied his superior officer; “and, by arrangement with Mr. 
Henry Pettit, I will see that ‘ Pule Britannia ’ is played softly 
by an efficient orchestra while you are speaking to them.” “A 
thousand thanks ! ” cried the eloquent Warner ; and then he let 
them have it. He told them that the enemy were waiting for them 
— ^that they had left Brest for the purpose of engaging^ in a flrst-class 
naval engagement. He pointed out that the other ships of the Fleet 
were on their way to the scrimmage. Would the gallant Dauntless 
be the only laggard?” “No!” shouted the now-amenable-to- 
naval-discipline Glenney, and with the rest of the malcontents, he 
asked to be led to glory, it was indeed stirring to see the red-coats 
waving their hats on the tops of their bayonets, and the Blue 
Jackets brandishing their swords. In the enthusiasm of the 



moment, the entire ship’s company seemed to have lost their heads, 
and cheers came from the deck, and the auditorium equally. It was 
a moment of triumph for everyone concerned I Everyone ! And 
need I say anything more ? Need I tell you how it came right in 
the end ? How Miss Millward (who was always on the eve of being 
married to someone) did actually go thro ugh a civil ceremony (the 
French were polite even in the days before Waterloo) with the Count, 
which, however, .failed to count (as an old wag, with a taste for 
ancient jests, observed to a brother droll), because the Gallic noble- 
man got killed immediately after the ceremony? Need I hint that 
Mr. Glenney was falsely accused of murder, to he rescued at the 
right moment by the ever-useful and forgiving Warner ? Need I 
say that Mr. Henry Pettitt was cheered to the echo for his 
piece, and Sir Augustus Druriolanus for his stage management ? 
No, for other chronicles have given the news already ; and it is also 
superfluous to describe the fun of those excellent comedians. Mr. 
Harry Nicholes and Miss Fanny Brough. AU I can say is, if you 
want to see a good piece, well mounted, and capitally acted all 
round, why go to Old Drury, and you wLLl agree with me (and the 
old wag with a taste for ancient jests) that Sir August-us might add 
September, October, November, and December to his signature, as 
A iSailor^s Knot seems likely to remain tied to the Knightly 
Boards until it is time to produce the Christmas Pantomime, So 
heave away, my hearties, and good luck to you I 


Songs eor the Pro, and Con. Theosophical Controversialists. 
— “ AU round Mahatmas, '‘'‘He ’5 a jolly good Chela ! ” “How, 
Brothers, Row I ” and “ Why did my ‘ Masters ’ sell mef^^ 




''NOTHING BUT THE TEUTH." 

A Scene very freely ada;pted from “ The Critic f 

Enter Mr. Pmcir, First Commissioner of 
Police, Inspector, and Constables. 

Commissioner, Obi yery yaliant Con- 
stables: one is tbe Inspector himself, the 
others are ordinary P. C.’s. And now I hope 
yon shall hear some better lan^nage. I was 
obliged to be plain and inteUigible in my 
manifesto, because there was so much matter- 
of-fact ground for remonstrance, and eyen 
chiding ; but still, ’i faith, I am proud of my 
men, who, in point of fact, are fine fellows. 

^ Mr. F. Unquestionably ! But let us 
listen-— unobserved, it so it may be. 

Inspector. How’s this, my lads! 'WTaat cools 
your usual zeal, 

And makes your helmed valour down i’ the mouth ? 
"Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame 
"Whose reddening blaze, by civic spirit fed. 

Should be the beacon of a happy Town ? 

Can the smart patter of a Bobby’s tongue 
Thus stagnate in a cold and prosy converse. 

Or freeze in oathless inarticulateness ? 

No ! Let not the full fountain of your valour 
Be choked by mere official wig^ngs, or 
Tour prompt consensus of proffigious swearing 
Be checked by the philanthropists’ foaming wrath, 
Or high officialdom’s hostility ! 

Mr.F. There it is, Mr. Commissioner; they 
admit yomr by no means soft impeachment. 
Commissioner. Nay, listen yet awhile ! 

1st P, C. No more! — the freshening breeze of 
I your rebuke 

I Hath filled the flapping canvas of our souls ! 

And thus, though magistrates expostulate, 

taJve hands and raise their irunoheons. 
And hint that Ananias dressed in blue, 

We ’ll grapple with the thing called Evidence, 

And if we fall, by Heaven I we ’ll fall together ! 


Inspector. There spoke Policedom’s genius ! 
Then, are we all resolved ? 

All. We are— all resolved. 

Inspector. To pull— and swear— together ? 

All. To pull — and swear — ^together. 

Inspector'. All? 

All. All ! 

Mr. F. Nem, con. Egad! 

Commissioner. Oh, yes! When they do 
agree in the Force, their unanimity is won- 
derful ! 

Inspector. Then let’s embrace this resolution, 

and “ Keep it with a constant mind— and now ” 

[Kneels. 

Mr. F. What the plague, is he going to 
pray? 

Commissioner. Yes — hush! In great 
emergencies-^on the Stage or in the Force — 
there ’s nothing like a prayer in chorus. 

Inspector. “ 0 Mendez Pinto I ” 

Mr. F. But why should he pray to Mendez 
Pinto? 

Commissioner. Oh, “the Knight, Pinto- 
Mendez Feedinando,” as Poe calls him, is the 
^telary genius of Bards — and Bobbies! 

Hush! 

Inspector. If in thy homage bred 
Each point of discipline I ’ve still observed ; 
Swearing in squads, affirming in platoons ; 

Nor but by due promotion, and the right 
Of service to the rank P. 0. Inspector, 

Have risen ; assist thy votary now ! 

Ist F. C. Yet do not rise— hear me ! [Kneels. 

Aiidme! ■Zne0li. 

Andme! [XmeU. 

. swear- and pray— all together ! 

All. We swear ! ! ! 

Behold thy votaries submissive beg 

That thou wilt deign to grant them all they ask, 

Assist them to accomplish all their ends, 

Md sanctify whatever means they use 
To gain them 


Mr. F. A very orthodox nnd harmonious 
chorus. Their “ tuttV^ is perfeedion. 

Commissioner. Vastly wcdl, is’t not? Is 
that well managed or not? Is the “thin 
Blue line” well disciplinod or not? Have 
you such absolute perfection of “ alltogetluT- 
ishness”^ on your lyric stage as the Force 
voluntarily maintains — in its own interests, 
and obedient to its own peculiar esprit dc 
corps f 

Mr. F. [with significance). Not exactly I j 


MANY HAPPY ItKTUIlNS! 

{Funch to Madame La K'puUique.) 

[^‘Tho Bepublic attains its majority to-morrow 
(Sept. 4). It is the first Government Hinee the 
Bevolution w!iich has had a twenty-first birth- 
day.”— iV/c Times.] 

Dear Madam, “ Perfidious Albion” proffers 
The best birthday wishes good feeling can 
shape ! 

A snap of the fingers for cynical scoffers I 
A fig for the framers of venomous jape. 
May Peace and Goodwill be your lasting pos- 
session, 

Your proud “Valour” tempered by “years 
of discretion ! ” 

Hygeia off tee Scent.— -It is stated that 
even the charms of a champagne luncheon 
tailed to attract more than one out of twenty- 
four members of the Hy^^ienic Congress in- 
vited to test the merits of sewage-farms by 
ocular — or should we say nasal demonstra- 
tion. Perhaps the missing three-and-twenty 
thought thatiu this case, at least, Mrs. Mala- 
DEOF would be both correct and pertinent in 
saying that “ Comparisons are odorous ! ” 








“NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH.” 

IirsPECiOE. “NOW SWEAR! AT.T. TOGETHER!” Constables. ‘‘WE SWEAR!!” 
Me. Punch (aside). “ DEAR ME, SIR EDWARD ; WHEN THEY DO AGREE, THEIR UNANIMITY IS WONDERFUL 
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ROBERT’S ROMANCE. 

I H.iTE been so bothered for coppys of my 
Romanse, as I read at the Cook’s Swarry some 
time back, that I have detiimmined to publish 
it, and here it is. In coarse, all rites is reserved. 

Robert. 



THE MYSTERY OF MAY FARE. 

(By One Behind the Sbens.) 

Chapter I. — Despare ! 

It was Midnite ! The bewtifool Countess of Belgraviee sat at the 
hopen winder of her Boodwar gazin^? on the full moon witch was jest 
a risinff up above the hopposite chimbleys. Why was that evenly 
face, that princes had loved and Poets siUybrated, bathed in tears ? 
How offennad she, wile setting at that ho^n winder, washed it with 
Oder Colone, to remove the stanea of them tell tail tears ? But all 
in wane, they wood keep running down that hewtifool face as if 
enamelled with its buty j and quite heedless of how they was a 
spiling of^ her new ivory cuUered sattin dress that Maddam Elise’s 
yung ladies had been a workin on up to five a clock that werry 
arternoon. 

She had bin to tbo great ball of the Season, to be washnpped as 
usual by the world of Pashun, hut wot had driven her home at the 
hunerthly hour of harf-parst Eleven ? Ah, that cruel bio, that 
deadly pang, that despairin shok, must he kep for the nex chapter. 

Chapter II . — The JEelopemeant ! 

Seated in the Housekeeper’s own Room at the Book of Surrey’s 
lovely Manshun, playfoolly patting his fatted calves, and surrounded 
by his admiring oirkle, sat Charles, the ero of my Tale. Charles 
was the idle of that large establishment. They simply adored him. 
It was not only his manly bewty, tho that mite have made many an 
Apoller envy nim. It was not only his noUedge of the world, tho in 
that he was sooperior to menny a Mimber of Parlyment from the Sister 
Oil, but it was his stile, his grace, his orty demeaner. The House- 
keeper paid him marked attenshuns. The Ladies Maid supplyed him 
with Sent for his ankerchers. The other Footmen looked up to him 
as their moddel, and ewen the soUem Butler treated him with respec, 
and sumtimes with sumthink else as he liked even better. The 
leading Gentlemen from other Doocal establishments oharfed him 
upon his success with the Fare, ewen among the werry hiest of 
the Hobillerty, and Charles bore it all with a ^ood-natured larf that 
showed off ms ivory teeth to perfeeshun. Of course it was all in 
fun, as they said, and prohberly thort, till on this fatal ewening, the 
noose spread like thunder, through the estonished world of Fashun, 
that Charles had heloped with the welthy, the middle-aged, but 
still bevrtifool, Marchioness of St. Bendigo. 

Chapter IIT—The Dewell 

The pursoot was rapid and sucksessful, and the Markiss’s challenge 
reyther disterhed the gilty pair at their ellegant breakfast. But 
Charles was as brave as he was fare, and, having hired his fust 
Second for twenty-live francs, and made a few other erangements, he 
met his hantigginest on the dedly field on the foUering day at the 
huherthly hour of six hay hem. Charles, with dedly haim, fired in 
the hair f but the Markiss being bald, he missed him. The Mar- 
kiss’s haim was even more dedly, for he, aperiently, shot Ms rival 
in Ms hart, for he fell down quite fiat on the new-mown hay, and 
dishcullered it with his blud ! 

The Markiss rushed up, and gave Mm one look of orror, and, 
throwing down a £1000 pound note, sed, “that for any one who 


brings Mm two.’^ and, hurrying away to his Carridge, took the next 
train for Lnndon. Charles recovered Msself emediately, and, 
pocketing the note, winked Ms eye at the second second, and, giving 
Mm a hundred-franc note for hisself , wiped away the stains of the 
rouge and water, and returned to breakfast with Ms gilty parrer-mour. 

Chapter lY—The Dnd, 

The poor Markiss was so horryfied at his brillyant sucksess, that 
Charles’s sanguinery corpse aunted his bed-side, and he died within 
a munth, a leetle munth, as Amlet says, of the dredful ewent, and 
Charles married Ms Widder. But, orful to relate, within a werry 
short time Charles was a sorrowin Widderer, with a nincum of 
sum £10,000 a year ; and having purchased a Itallien titel for a 
hundred and fifty pound, it is said as he intends shortly to return to 
hold Hingland ; and as the lovely Countess of Belgravier is f ort- 
netly becum a Widder, and a yung one, it is thought quite posserhel, 
by them as is behind the seens, like myself, for instance, that before 
many more munce is past and gone, there will be one lovely Widder 
and one andsum Widderer less than there is now ; and we is all on us 
ankshushly looking forred to the day wen the gallant Count der 
Wennis snail lead Ms lovely Bride to the halter of St. George’s, 
Hannower Squeer, thus proving the truth of the Poet’s fabel,— 

‘‘ The rank is but the guinny’s stamp. 

The Footman ’s the man for a’ that.” 


WHERE ARE OUR DAIRYMAIDS ? 

A Song of Vanished Summer. 

[“ "WTiat has become of our Dairjinaids ? ^^—Nmspapei' Quedion.'l 
Air — “YAe Dutchman's Little Dog.^'^ 

0 WHERE and 0 where is our Dairymaid gone ? 

0 where, 0 where can she he ? 

With her skirts cut short and her hair cut long, 

0 where, and 0 where is she ? 

Well, Summer is gone, and so is’the Sun, 

And farming is nought but a bilk. 

When our Butter is Dutch, and our Cheese is Yank, 

Why, why should they leave us our Milk ? 

Our brave dueen Bess, as the Laureate says,* 

Might wish that a milkmaid were she ; 

Whilst Matjdien in Walton’s huoolical days 
Could troll forth her ballad with glee. 

But, alas 1 for the days of the stool and the chum, 

And the imllcing-pails brass- bound and bright ! 

There is much to do and but little to earn 
In the Dairy, once Izaak’s delight. 

How Companies deal with the lacteal yield. 

And churns clank o’ night at Vauxball, 

Who dreams with delight of the buttercup ’d field, 

Or Dun Suke in her sweet-smelling stall ? 

Milking tbe Cow, and churning the milk 
Made work for the maids long ago. 

But possible Dairymaids now dress in silk, 

That's where onr Dairymaids go. 

Ah I Dolly becomes a mechanical drudge, 

And Sally— a something much worse. 

Through cowslip- pied meadows to merrily trudge 
Won’t fill a maid’s heart, or her purse. 

The meadow at eve and the dairy at morn, 

And a song— from Krr Marlow— between, 

Would fire a fine-dressed modern Maudlin with scorn, 

And move modish Molly to spleen. 

The Dairymaid’s true “ golden age” is long fled 
With Summer, and pippins ana cream ; 

Like little Bo-Deep and Boy-Blue^ it is dead, 

Save as parts of a pastoral dream. 

0 where and 0 where is onr Dairymaid gone ? 

0 where, and 0 where can she he ? 

Well, they make cockney shop-girls of Phillis and Joan, 

And I guess that they make such with she ! 

* “I would I were a milkmaid 

To sing, love, marry, churn, brew, bake and die.” 

Tenn yson’s Qtieen Mary. 

A Matter oe Corset —At Sydenham, Ontario (it is stated), the 
Corset has been declared to be “ incompatible with Christianity ! ” 
If some of our fasMouahle dames uttered their innermost feelings, 
they would doubtless reply, “ So much the worse for— Christianity,” 
It is so obvious that many modish Mammas care much more for their 
daughters’ bodices than their souls. 
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THE GUZZLING CURE. 


[Sir Dyob Duokwobth, m a letter Tn:itten to a Vegetarian Correspondent, says, “ I believe in the 
value of animal food and alioholic drinks for the best interests of man. The abuse* or misuse of either is 
another matter.’’] 



0 PLUiiP Head-Traiter, I have 

read [vTites ! 

"WTiat ^ worthy Bucewoeth 
And that is why 1 ’ve swiftly sped 
To where yonr door invites. 

1 kept my indigestion down 
Of old, by sheer starvation ; 

But now no longer shall I frown 
On food assiimlation. 

I pledge him in your oldest port, 
This medical adviser, 

For vainly elsewhere might he 
A cheerier or a wdser. [sought 
He bids me speedily return 
To ordinarjr diet — 

A sage prescription !— and I burn 
To chance results, and try it ! 

I ’ ve lived on air ; on food for Lent ; 

On what some Doctor calls 
“ Nitrogenous environment ” — 

A fare that quickly palls. 

I ’ll eat the chops I once did eat ; 

All care and thought I banish ; 
And with this unexpected treat 
My old dyspeptics vanish. 


What though they warn me that at first— 
It may be merely fancy— 

The stomach ’s sure to try its worst 
In base recalcitrancy ? 

When half-starved gastric juice is set 
To cope with dainty dishes, 

The outcome — one may safely bet — 
Won’t be just what one wishes. 


This earth is rich in chemists’ shops, 
With doctors it abounds, 

Who, if I feel the change from slops. 
Will take me on their rounds. 

So, scorning indigestive ache, 

I count each anxious minute ; 

Oh, waiter, hurry up that steak ! 

My happiness is in it. 


ANNALS OP A WATEEING -PLACE 

THAT “HAS SEEN ITS BAY.” 

I no not know when Torsington-on-Sea’s day precisely was, or, whether indeed its day 
has yet dawned, but I was sent there by my medical adviser as being “ the very •place’''* for 
me, it being ^ delightfully quiet,” nine miles from a railway station, wbioh apparently 
means in plain English twenty-four hours behind the rest of this habitable globe, and 
generally stranded in the race for every conceivable comfort or necessity vrith which an 
age of Co-operative Stores and Electric Lighting has made one comfortably— perhaps too 
comiortably — ^familiar. Judging, however, from the fact that Torsington-on-Sea consists 
maimy of a pretentious architectural effort consisting of six-and-thirty palatial sea-side 
residences, twenty-four of which are let in sets of furnished apartments to highly respect- 
able families, and twelve of which appear, from want of funds, to have stopped short in 
their imancy many years ago at the basement, showing a weed-covered foundation of what 
might, had the over-sanguine capitalist not overshot the initial mark, have proved as fine 
a sea-side terrace on the South East Coast as the weary cockney 
eye could well hope to light upon, it would be including the 
fact that there is but one policeman to protect the lives and 
properties of the inhabitants and strangers of Torsington-on- 
Sea, by day and by night, and a town band (with a uniform) 
of five, of which two-fifths are, I was going to say “ armed ” 
with cymbals, triangle and with big and side drums, it would 
be more reasonable to suppose that Torsington-on-Sea had 
seen its day, and that vmat glories it ever had may be 
regarded as having departed vdth the vanished years. 

Beyond the stock recreation afforded by the militarily- 
apparelled Town Band of five, whose repertoire appears to be 
confined to a sad and serious opening march, a rather lugubrious galop, and a couple of 
valses and a quick-step Polka, which evidently owe their origin to the genius of the Con- 
ductor, the entertainment offered by Torsington-on-Sea must be further sought for from a 
donkey-chair, the donkey attached to which has many a long year ago lost w;hat it ever 
possessed in the shape of “spirit,” a cast-off Nigger Minstrel, with a concertina that is 
somewhat out of order, and a lovely “public-house” tenor, who is heard only after dark, 
but with a voice so sweet and true in tone, that one wonders how it is that instead of 
thrilling the High Street of Torsington-on-Sea for possibly the few halfpence he picks up 
in that rather unappreciative thoroughfare, he is not simultaneously rushed at and eagerly 
caught up by the leading impressarios of all the continental opera-houses in Europe ! 

Then there is the daily arrival of the “coach,” for such is the faded yeUow omnibus 
styled, that meets the London train from Boxminster, which pulls up with a fiourish at 
the “ Three Cxolden Cups.” There is seldom anything brought by this noteworthy convey- 
ance, unless it be a package or parcel for Mr. Dunstabie, the one highly respectable 
tradesman in the town. Dunst.\ble’s is the emporium par excellence where anything, from 
a patent drug down to the latest new novel, can be ordered down from Tovra. There is 
a tradition that old Geohge the Thibb, when passing through Torsington in the year 



1793, stopped at Dunstable’s for some boot- 
laces, and, jpatting the grandfather of the 
present proprietor on the head, said, “ "What ! 
what ! none in stock ! Then I think we 
must have some of these pretty curls instead.” 
Anyhow, that is given as the reason for the 
style and title of ‘^Dunstable’s Library 
and Heading Room,” which it has enjoyed 
without dispute from the commencement of 
the present century to the present day, ^ 

I came here, as I said, by the advice of 
my medical adviser, to “pick up.” How far 
Torsington-on-Sea has helped me to do this, 
I must deal with subsequently. 


IGNORANT BLISS. 

At noon through the open window 
Comes the scent of the new-mown hay, 

I look out. In the meadow yonder 
Are the little lambs at play. 

They are all extremely foolish^ 

Yet I haven’t the heart to hint 
That over the boundary; wall there grows 
A beautiful bed of mint. 

For a little lamb 
Will run to its mam, 

And wfid say “ 0 ! dam,” 

At a hint, however well intentioned. 
When the awful name of mint is men- 
tioned. 



At the close of day the burglar comes 
For to ply his gentle trade. 

I fondly gaze on his jemmy, and 
Grow timid and quite afraid. ^ 

I wouldn’t for kingdoms have him know 
That my neighbours of titled rank 
Went abroad on a sudden last night and left 
Their jewels at Coutts’s Bank. 

For a burglar bold 
Grows harsh and cold 
When he finds he ’s sold, [ing 

And his burglar’s bosom heaves at know- 
That the sell of a swag isn’t worth the 
stowing. 

I ’m a poet— you may not know it. 

But I am and hard up for “ tin,” 

So I ’ve written these clever verses 
And I hope thej; ’ll get put in. 

Yet Life is an awful lottery 
With a CTuesome lot of blanks. 

And I wish the Editor hadn’t slips 
That are printed “ Declined with Thanks.” 
For it ’s rather hard 
On a starving bard 
When his last trump card 
Is played, and he wishes himself bisected 
When his Muse’s lays come back— re- 
jected ! 
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STORICULES. 

— Tbe Dear Old Lady. 


post. You had better write down your name and address to give 
him. I ’ll guarantee to the collector that it will be all right.” 

The Old Lady overwhelmed him mth thanks. Slowly and 
laboriously she wrote the name and address on the piece of paper in 
which the ticket was folded. All happened just as the Stoclcbroker 


Theke were three of them in the railway- carriage. One was a which the ticket was folded. All happened just as the Stoclcbroker 
Stockbroker; one was a Curate; one was an Old Lady. They had had foretold. The Ticket- collcotor was vei’y well satisfied and very 
been strangers to each other when they started ; but it was near the much amused.^ ^ i . • 

end of the journey, and they were chatting pleasantly together now. Tom was waiting for her at the terminus, and took charge of her 
One coifid see that the little Old Lady was from the country ; she at once, 
was e 3 :c[uisitely neat and simple in appearance; there was an air of Ah! ” said the Stockbroker to the Curate, when she had gone. 


was exquisitely neat and simple in appearance; there was an air of “ Ah! ” said the Stockbroker to the Ci 

primness about her ‘‘ that’s my notion of a dear Old Lady.’ 

' ‘ ' which one rarely sees “Everything about her was so characteristic,” answered the 







in a city product. Curate, admiringly. 

She carried a big Neither the Curate nor the Stockbroker had the advantage of 
bunch of hedgerow hearing what the dear Old Lady said to Tom that afternoon, 
flowers. She seemed “ It came off just beautifully, my boy. ^ Not that I blame them, 
to be a little nervous mind you,— how were they to know that it was a ticket which I 
about travelling, and didn’t give up last year, and that I hadn’t even taken a ticket at all 
still more nervous to-day ? No, I don’t blame them. As for the address, I put the 
about encountering same address that was on the label of the Curate’s bag, only 1 altered 
the noise and con- The Rev. Charles Marlinghurst to Mrs. Marliistgiturst. And 
fusion of the great the Stockbroker guaranteed that I should send either the ticket or 
city. She had asked the money. So he ’ll have to pay up ! Oh, my word ! My gracious 
the Stockbroker and word, what a treat! ” 


Curate a good many 'i’Jie dear Old Lady eJiuokled contentedly, 
questions about the Tom also chuckled. 

sights that she ought The Stockbroker subsequently relinquished to a great extent his 
to see, and how much habit of remarking upon his own marvellous intuition, enabling him 
she ought to pay the to read character at sight ; the Curate preached a capital sermon on 
cabman, and which the deceptivcncss of man, and when he said man he meant ^voman. 

were the best shops. - 

“ Not but what Tom 

wiU look after me,” TO A TOO-ENGAOmO MAIDEN, 

she explained; t i n-. -r, , . , 

“ Tom ’s a very good I thinb: you should know I ’ve been put out of humour 

son to me, and he ’ll ^ something I hear very nearly each day. 

he waiting on the ^®wn like ours, as you know, every rumour 

platform for me. And ^ V®*® in a truly remarkable way. 

such a hoy as he muck to hope for that women Avon’t prattle, 

was too when he was I y ^ enraged 

younger! Fruit ! When I find that a part of their stock tittle-tattle 
!rhere wasn’t' any- that we — how X laugh at the thought ! — are engaged, 

tiling’ Though you don’t even claim to bo reckoned VvUV 


The dear Old Lady chuckled contentedly. 


that boy 

s. <%/ wouldn’t do to get it 

V / ^ J ] !. \ ’ Bk —any kind of mis- 

/ ''/’•f ‘ ■' « chief.” She grew 

/ ' ,/ '' ' \ ' M garrulous on the sub- 

‘ ' ■ • “ • ' jectof ToM’sinfancy. 

The two men answered her questions, and listened amusedly to her 
chatter. Occasionally they interchanged smiles. Presently the train 
got near to the station just before the terminus. The Curate warned 
the Old Lady that the tickets would be collected there. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, “for telling me. Then I must be 
getting my ticket ready. I ’ve got it quite safely. Such a lot of 
money it did seem to pay for a ride to London ! But Tom would have 
me come. He never forgets his old Mother. ” She undid her reticule 
and took out her purse ; she undid the purse and took out a folded 
paper ; she unfolded the paper and took out the ticket. Then she 
put the paper hack in the purse, and the purse back in tbe reticule. 
She held, the ticket gingerly between two fingers of her cotton-gloved 
hand, as if it were a delicate fruit, and she were afraid of rubbing 
the bloom off it. 

“What a refreshing contrast to our city ways!” thought the 
Stockbroker. 

Sow characteristic ! ” thought the Curate. 

“ My word ! there ’s one of my hair-pins coming out,” said the Old 
Lady, suddenly. The hand which held the ticket fiew to the hack of 


W ' * 









TO A TOO-ENGAGING MAIDEN. 

I tbcinb: you should know I ’ve been put out of humour 
By something I hear very nearly each day. 

In a small to'v^ like ours, as you know, every rumour 
Oets about in a truly remarkable way. 

It is too much to hope for that women Avon’t prattle, 

But I candidly tell you, Ldo feel enraged 
When I find that a part of their stock tittle-tattle 
Is that we— how I laugh at the thought !— are engaged. 

Though you don’t even claim to bo reckoned v 
as pretty, ^ ^ 

You are not, I admit it, aggressively plain. 

You dress pretty well, and your talk, if not 
^tty, [positive pain. 

As a rule doesn’t give me much 
You will one day ho rich, for your L 

prospects are “healthy,” 

Yet as Beauty and Kiches do not 
malce np Life, 

Why, were yon as lovely, as Yenus, ly 

as wealthy ' [my wife. - pmf 

As Croesus 1 wouldn’t have ^ou for 

Are you free altogether from blame in the matter— 

I’m resolved to be frank, so it ’s useless to frown— 

Have you not had a share in the mischievous chatter 
Which makes our “ engagement ” the talk of the town ? 
When some eager, impertinent person hereafter 
Shall inquire of its truth, and shall ask, “ Is it so ? ” 
Instead of implying assent by your laughter, 

Would you kindly oblige me by answering, “ No” ? 

I recognise freely your marvellous kindness 
In allowing your name to be linked with my own. 

Maybe it is only incurable blindness 
To^ your charms that ccmpels me to let them alone. 

But if with reports I am stul to be harried, 

I ’ve thoroughly made up my mind what to do ; 

Just to settle it all, I shall shortly he married, 

I shall shortly he married, but not — not to yon. 


Lady, suddenly. The hand which held the ticket fiew to the hack of Maybe it is only incurable blindness 

her head, to put the hair-pin right. ^ ^ To your charms that ccmpels me to let them alone. 

T j , 7^®^’ ^ ® ammation died out of the Old But if with reports I am stUl to be harried, 

Lady s face. She seemed utterly aghast and horror-stricken. She I’ve thoroughlv made up my mind what to do : 
an umntelfigihle interjection. ^ Just to settle it all, I shall shortly he married, 

ti matter, Ma am ? asked tbe Stockbroker, I shall shortly he married, but not — not to yon. 

“ My ticket’s gone ! I was puttmg that hair-pin right, and the ! 

ticket slipped out of my fingers, and dropped down the back of my 

neck between my clothes and-and myself. What shall I do when “Who Breaks Pays.”— “ In some large restaurants,” says the 

V JJ J . 1 I the girls engaged have to pay for the breakages 

Ine Ornate bius^d violently. ^ In his boyhood s days he had put which occur in the course of carrying on a business in which they 

hallpenmes down the hack ot his neck and jumped im and down are not partners.” If the maxim at the head of this paragraph 

f region of ius boots. He had only were strictly and impartially enforced, such exacting employers 

ju^ checked himself m the act of advising the Old Lady to get up would have to pay pretty smartly for certain “breakages” which 

X* 1 j carrying on of a business in which they consider thev 

otockb^ker was more practical, and soon consoled her. He Jiav® no concern— breakages, to wit, of the girls’ health, spirits, and, 

was a season-tioket-holder, and knew the coUeetor. He would ex- of ten, hearts ! uoax u, i auu, 

plain it to the man. Yon ’U be able to get tbe ticket again, you — 

D Exst ”-The Congros. 

^ ^0:^-Ee^ctea Co^^oationa or Contributions, wbetiier Ml, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Hetnres of any description, writ 
SoM ^be no w^tidi aceompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Hope, Cover, or WrapV lo thid rule 
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Wliat boots it thus to question ? for thon Am, 
And still sbalt be ; but never eanst be still, 
Destined at midnight thus to play thy nart. 
And when all else is silent to be shrill. " 

Yea, as 1 lie all sleepless in the dark, 

I love not those who housed thee in the Ark. 


“AS GOOD AS A BETTER.” 

Dh. Andrew Wilson (in ‘ ‘ Science Jottings, ” in the Illustrated London Hews] 
dares disparage Golf “ as an ideal game for young men,” venturing to advocate 
the preferential claims of fogeyish Cricket, and even of futile Lawn Tennis — 

“ 0 Scots, wha hae wi’ BALroun teed.’^ 

What wull^ ye say to this disloy^, slanderous, sacrilegious Andy ? He hints 
that Golf is a mere modish fashion — even a Jin de siecle fad ! ! I How many 
perfervid and patriotic Scots will 

“ Condemn his soul to eternal perdition 
Tor his theory of the — National Game ? ” 

^ says ‘ ‘ you hit a ball and walk after it, and manoeuvre it into ajhole.” Eugh ! 
Such icy analysis would make Billiards a bore, and resolve ‘ ‘ Knuchde-down ” 
into nonsense! “It is not [Golf is not 1) a proceeding ['proceeding^ quotha 1) of 
which youths and young men should grow enamoured.” As though, forsooth, 
Golf were a sort of elderly Siren luring limp and languorous youths into ille- 
gitimate courses; a passke Delilah, whose enervating fascinations sapped the 
virile vigour that might be dedicated to “that noblest of sports,” Cricket, or 
even that “ much better game,” Lawn Tennis ! I ! 

Surely the devotees of the GoH-cultus, the lovers of the Links, wdll be 
doTO like a “ driver ” upon Dr. Wilson. Oh, Andy, Andy, between you and 
your ‘ brither Scots” there is henceforth “a great Golf fixed” I 


A Cricket Paradox. 


OFF DUTY. 

The Daily Qvaphie^' Weatlier^Yoimg’ Woman gets 
her “ Swidays out, ' * 


Though true without questioning, yet all the same, 

It’s a trifle perplexing to know 'what it means— 

That the counties that hate most to lose in a game 
Would be pleased very much at your giving them Beans"’ 


SILENCE AND SLEEP. 

[Lines 'written at Cock-cro'w.) 

Night-time and silence 1 O’er the brooding hill 
The last faint whisper of the zephyr dies ; 

Meadows and trees and lanes are hushed and still, 

A shroud of mist on the slow river lies j 
And the taU sentry poplars silent keep 
Their lonely vigil in a world of sleep. 

Yea, all men sleep who toiled thi’oughout the day 
At sport or woik, and had their fill of sound, 

The jest and laughter that we mate with play, 

The beat of hoofs, the mill-wheel grinding round, 
The anvil’s note on summer breezes borne. 

The sickle’s sweep in fields of yellow corn. 

And I too, as the hours go softly by. 

Lie and forget, and yield to sleep’s behest, 

Leave for a space the world without a sigh, 

And pass through silence into dreamless rest ; 

Like a tired swimmer floating tranquilly 
Full in the tide upon a peaceful sea. 

But hark, that sound ! A^ain and yet again I 
Darkness is cleft, the stricken silence breaks, 

And sleep’s soft veil is rudely rent in twain, 

And weary nature all too soon awakes ; 

Though through the gloom has pierced no ray of light, 
To hail the dawn and bid farewell to night. 

Still is it night, the world should yet sleep on, 

And gather strength to meet the distant morn. 

But one there is who, though no ray has shone, 

Waits not, nor sleeps, but laughs all rest to scorn, 
The demon-bird that crows his hideous jeer, 

Restless, remorseless, hateful Chanticleer. 

One did I say ? Nay, hear them as they cry ; 

Six more accept the challenge of the foe : 

From six stretched necks six more must make reply. 
Echo, re-echo and prolong the crow. 

First shrieking singly, then their notes they mix 
In one combined cacophony of six. 

Miscalled of poets “ herald of the day,” 

Spirit of evil, vain and wanton bird, 

Was there then none to beg a moment’s stay 
Ere for thy being Fate decreed the word ? 

Could not Asclepias, when he ceased to be. 

Take to the realms of death thy tribe and thee ? 


Wigs on the (Sea) Gheen !— Some Frenchman (we are told by The Gentle- 
'woman) has done Ladies a good turn by inventing a Bathing Wig, which 
keeps the hair dry without making the fair bather look “ a fright.” Hooray 1 
Sabrina herself might shout for such an invention, which even the Nereids need 
not despise. Dizzy once sarcastically referred to certain “Bathing W(h)igs,” 
but they were of another sort. Not even the most adventurous Tory could 
“ steal the clothes” of our latter day “ Bathing Wigs.” 



“Fine Salmon you ’vb got there, Boulter Sixty-eive Pounds, my 
Lord ! Shall I send it Home to your Lordship ? ’ — “ Well — er — look here ! 
Just out me Half a Pound out of the Middle there, and give it me in 
A Piece of Paper!” 


VOL. -CT. 
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There is no reason that I am aware of, why I shoidd he— hut (fower- 
THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. ing his voict) don’t you think we had better wait till we are alone to 

lfo.m ^S.^Oh, "bright. I’m not parti(^at least. WeU, I’m glad 

Scene — A Second’- Class Corny aHment on the line between IVurzhurg yQn you know, that ’s all. ^ 7. ^ • zj. • *17 

and Nuremberg, Podbtjry has been dull and depressed all day^ becomes silent again — but his face or^htensvmoly, 

not having recovered from the parting with mss Teotter. First T, T* {to Second Do,), See that field there? That^ sjobaoco, 

CuLCEAED, on the contrary^ is almost ostentatiously cheerful, iJiath, . i i* /mi . 

PoDBUET is intensely anxious to find out how far his spirits are Second T. T, What they make their penny smokes ot. [I he train 
genuine^ but — partly from shyness^ and^ partly because some of a station,) What funny engines they do^ aye ere . I expect 

their fellow travellers have been English — he has hesitated to guard ’ll be wanting to see our billy etts again next. It s bad 

introduce the subject. At lasty however ^ they are aloney and he g^g to be with the passports. I Ve ^eard—mind yer, I don t 


is determined to have it out on the very first opportunity, 

Culchard, Abominably slow^ train, this SehnelUzug, I hope we 
shall get to Nuremberg before it’s too dark to see the general effect. 


as it used to be with the passports. I ’ve ’eard—mind yer, I don’t 
know ’ow much likeli’ood there is in the assertion— that they ’re 
going to brino- ’em in again. Most intricate they were about them. 
{To CuLCHAED.) Why, if you’ll believe me, a friend 0’ mine as ’ad 


.au get to iNuremoerg oeiore it s too aarit to see tnc scxicio-x oiLouu. | .. , ' . , . -rr. yj . • 

Fodbury, We ’re not likely to be in time for table (Thote— not that ; one-weU, they got ’is description down to a loter . 

J’ot peckish. (ir« sighs.) Woader whereabouts the-thejEOiTBES ■ ’is eye.— they put it down, and a pimple you d ardly notice— but 


’ardly notice— but 


have got to by now, eh ? r. ^ 

INe feels he is getting redy and hums the Garden Scene from 
^^FausV^ 

Culeh, {indifferently). Oh, let me see— just arriving at St. Moritz, 

I expect. Wonderful JiHliilijiilillll 1 

effect of colour, that is. W 1 1 I 

[Ife indicates the W esty 1 1 1 


down that w^nt ! , •!! xi. i jj. j -i. 

First T, T, It’s no use ’aving such things 11 they don’t do it 

T. (irrelevantly). I wish I ’adn’t ’ad that glass o’ peach 

wine where we changed 


lest part 0’ Box ’ 111 — ^ Culeh, {cordialhj), I 

and Ican’t say more for « me in mind 0’ the best part 0’ Box ’ 111 .” “very glad to hear 

it thm that/ ... say so. I was 

Second T, T, (« little man with a sandy fringe and boiledAoohing rather afraid you had taken a dislike— er— in that quarter. 
eyes). What I notice about the country abroad is they don’t seem to Fod(h. I?— is it likely ! I — I admire her awfully, you know, only 
’ave no landmarks, ^ she rather seemed to snub me lately. 

First T, T, {with a dash of fnendly contempt). What d’yer mean Culch, {with patronising reassurance), Q,uite a mistake on your 
—no landmarks— ? ^ part, I assure you, my dear fellow. I am sure she will learn to 

Second T, T, {with dignity), I mean to say, they don’t ’ave nothing appreciate you— er— fully when you meet again, which, I may tell 
to indicate which is Jack’s property, and which is Joe’s. you, will be at no very distant date. I happen to know that she will 

First T, T, Gro on— they ’ve as much as what we ’ave. be at the Italian Lakes early next month, and so shall we, if you let 

Second T. T, ^Ave they ? We ’ave fences and ’edges. I don’t see me manage this tour my own way. 
no^^ ^ere, P^raps you’ll point me out one ? ^ Fodb, {with surprise and gratitude), I say, old boy, I’d no notion 

Jarsi T, T, Tnere’s precious few ’edges or fences in the Isle 0’ you were such a nailing good chap! Nein, danky. {To the little 
Thanet, as you ’d know if you’ve ever been to Margit. Crippky who is cheerily inviting him. in pantomime, to drink from 


lanet, as you ’d know if you’ve ever been to Margit. ^ Cnpphy who is cheerily inviting 7 um, in pantomimey to drink from 

Second T, T, {loftily). I’m not talkin’ about Margit now, I’m his mug,) Cheeky little beggar. But do you really think anything 
talkin of ere, and I U trouble you to show me a landmark. ^ will — er — come of it, if we do meet her again — do you now ? 

T, T, Depend on it they ’ve their own ways of knowing Culch, I— ah— have the best reasons for feeling tolerably certain 
which is 00 s. 1 ^ ofit. [He looks out of window and smiles, 

Sepnd T, T, That s not what I ’m sayvtC , I’m sayin’ there ain’t Fodh, But that cousin of hers — Chaeley , you know — ^how about him ? 

it. L^hey argue the point at length, Cuhh, I put that to her, and there is nothing in it. In fact, she 

(^0 Culc]^ed). Then you really aren’t cut up— about practically admitted — {He glances round and lowers his voice,) I will 
7 1^?^ ^ T another time. That lady over there is looldng at us, and 

tuich, {with the reserve of a man who only wants to be pressed), I’m almost certain 



Todh, if slie is, slie don’t understand a word 

we ’re saying*. I want to hear all about Her, you know. 

Culch. My dear PoLBimr, we shall have ample time to 
talk about her while we are at Nuremberg together ■ it 
will be the greatest pleasure to me to do so as long as 
ever you please. 

Fodh. Thanks, old chap ! I ’d no idea you were doing 
all this, you know. But just tell me this, what did she 
my about me ? ^ 

Culch, {ynystified). About you? I really don’t recol- 
lect that she mentioned you particularly. 

Fodh» [puzzled). But I thought you said you’d been 
speaking up for me ! What did you talk about then ? 

Culch, Well, about myself— naturally. 

[He settles his collar with a vague satisfaction. 

Fodb, [Uankly). Oh ! Then you haven’t been arrang- 
ing to meet her ^ain on my account ? 

Culch. Good Heavens, no— what a very grotesque 
idea of yours, my dear fellow ! [He laughs gently, 

Fodb. Is it ? You always gave out that she wasn’t 
your style at all, and you only regarded her as a 
“ study,” and rot like that. How could I tell you would 
go and cut me out ? 

Culch. I don’t deny that she occasionally— er— jarred. 
She is a little deficient in surface refinement— but that 
will come, that will come. And as to “ cutting you out,” 
why, you must allow you never had the remotest 

Fodh. I don’t allow anything of the sort. She liked 
me well enough till— till jrou came in and set her against 
me, and you may think it friendly if you like, but I 
call it shabby— confoundedly shabby. 

Culch. Don’t talk so loud, I ’m sure I saw that woman 
smile ! 

Fodh, She may si^e her head ofE for all I care. [The 
train stops; the Cripple and all hut the Pale-haired Lady 
get out.) Here we are at Nuremberg. What hotel did 
you say you are going to ? 

Culch. The Baynscher-Hof. Why ? 

[He gets his coat and sticks^ (^‘c., out of the rack. 

Fodh. Because I shall go to some other, that’s all. 

Culch. [in dismay). My dear Podbury, this is reaUy too 
childish ! There ’s no sense in travelling together, if 
we ’re going to stay at different hotels I 

Fodh. I ’m not sure I shall go any further. Anyway, 
while I am here, I ;^refer to keep to myself. 

Culch. [with a displeased laugh). Just as you please. 

► me. I ’m afraid 


— 







Culch. [with a displeased laugh). Just as you please. 
It ’s a matter of perfect indifference to me. I ’m afraid 
you ’ll be terribly bored by yourself, though, 

Fodh. That’s my look out. It can’t be worse than 

& about with you and listening while you crow and 
about her, that ’s one comfort ! [The Pale-haired 
Lady coughs in a suspicious manner. 

Culch. You don’t even know if there is another hotel. 
Fodh. I don’t care. I can find a pot-house somewhere, 
I daresay. 

The Fah-haired Lady [in excellent English^ to Pon- 
BTmy as he passes out). Pardon me, you will find close 
to the Bahnhof a very goot hotel— the Wurtemburger. 
[PoDBiJBY thanks tier and alights in some confusion ; 
the Lady sinks hack^ smiling. 

Culch. [annoyed). She must have understood every 
word we said ! Are you in earnest over this ? (Pon- 
BXTRy nods grimly.) Well, you ’ll soon get tired of your 
own society, I warn you. 

Fodh. Thanks, we shall see. 

[He saunters off with his hag ; CuiCHAEB shrugs his 
shoulders^ and goes in search of the Bayrischer-Hof 
Forter^ to whom he entrusts his luggage tickets, and 
takes his seat in the omnibus alone. 


“ANGELS AND MINISTERS OF GRACE!” 

[“The London Correspondent of the Mmchester Guardian 
hears that certain ungallant Members of Parliament are threaten- 
ing at the beginning of next Session to make a forpaal protest 
against the wholesale admission of ladies to the precincts of the 
House.”] 

Unq-axlant I Yastly fine ! But when they’crowd 
The terrace seats, elbow us in the lobbies. 

Chatter and laugh, and care no more about 
(Elderly) senators than boys or bobbies ; 

Wny then. Sir, aR M.P.’s of nerve and nous 

WiR say that, though we love the babbRng beauties, 
The swarming of these “Angels in the House,” 

WiR simply play the devil with its duties I 




^‘NOS ET MUTAMUR IN ILLIS!” 

[International Feline Amenities.) 

Fair French EepuUican. “So YOir ’ave return from Paris ? How nil) you 
LIKE IT ? ” 

Lady Godim. “ Oh, PAS DS jrou !^— it is so altered for the worse ! For 

I CAN REMEMBER WHAT IT WAS IN THE DEAR OLD DAYS OF TEE EMPIRE ! ” 

Fair French Bepuhlican. “Ah, Miladi, is it NOT possible zat Paris may 
FINE YOU A LITTLE BIT ALTERED TOO ! ” 


STORICULES. 

lY.— A Reviewer’sIConfession. 

I AM extremely fond of sitting and looking on; but I do not care about taking 
part in an^^hing. There are some people who cannot even witness a cab accident 
without wanting to be the horse or the man who is sitting on the horse’s head. 
They walk round the prostrate animal and give advice ; and if they are aRowed 
to help in any way, they are quite happy, if such people watch a game of any 
sort, mey always wish they were taking part in it. I once went to a cricket- 
ground to eat luncheon, and I went with an enthusiast of this kind. We noticed 
that his attention seemed distracted, that he only repRed in monosyllables when 
we spoke to him, and that there was something on his mind. “I would give?” 
he exclaimed, at last— and it was the only remark that he had volunteered for 
half-an-hour— “Iwould give a year of my life for twenty minutes with that 
bowling.” He was evidently deeply affected. “ Why don’t they take him 
off?” he moaned. There were tears in his eyes, I do not quite understand 
that feeling. I can watch absolutely anything, but I never want to do more. I 
was not made to undertake principal parts — 1 can witness amateur theatricals 
without wishing to be the prompter. I re'dew novels, but I do not write them. 

The other day I watched a game of tennis. I had placed the lounge-chair in 
a safe and shady position. I had got a paper-knife and the third volume with 
me. Kie cat had followed me out of the hbrary, and sat down in a convenient 
position so that I coxRd scratch it gently behind the ear if I wanted to. ^ I was 
smoking a pipe that had just reached the right stage of maturity and, in some 
indefinable way, made life seem richer and better. Everything was weR 
arranged for the watching of tennis. - , , i t i 

There were two players— Bill, a young son of the house, whom I knew 
intimately, and Tommy, a boy of the same age, who had just come up from the 
Rectory. I had not seen Tommy before. ^ He was a nice-looking Rttle boy, and 
wore a black necktie in the coRar of his silk tennis-shirt. Bill is not good- 
looking ; he is red and freckled, and grins vastly. He was wearing rather 
unclean fiannels, and did not look quite so refined and deRcate as Tommy I 
compared the two boys, and thought that I preferred Bill. In the first game of 
the set. Bill, who pWs wonderfuRy weU, won easRy ; after that, my attention 
got fixed on that third volume. I turned down a corner of the page whenever I 
came across anything that was at aR conventional. I was^ reading the book for 
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' review, and my notice of it ■was to appear in The Scalpel on the 
following Saturday. It was, on the whole, a capital noyel, but it 
was by an author who had been, I thought, more successfiil than 
was good for him. He had been elected freely to the best Clubs. 
During the season he had gone everywhere. Many editions of his 


LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

Ho. IIL— TO POMPOSITY. 

My dear Pomposity, . , ^ 


juunng rne season ne naa gone every wnere. many eoixaons oi nis - .r. j 

book had been sold. He had acquired a little cult who said extrava- , , iti +1^71^1* I 

gant things about him in the literary papers. It is sickening to see wealthy brewer, ^ 

a man rfivfirpnnftd dnrine* bis liffitiTnft. T nnnld imaffinfi 'him tiosmff ^are not be more precise) of Belgraye Sguare. 1 on know as weU as , 


iman referenced daring bis lifetme? I conld imaeine bim posing 

before bis cult and being pleased ; even before I bad read a plge of I ® 

bis novel, I bad made up my mind to administer to bim a wholesome certainly obMure._ N^ody cpite tows bow to &st manaoed to 
corrective in the pages of The Scalpel I was rather sorry to find that ^ partner in the great concern which he now entirely^ ^ntrols. 

it was really a capital novel ; but it had enough faults for my purpose, JPa 

[ I had read for some time before I turned my attention to the game without which no tap-room ^d 

I again. When I did so, I was startled, for it was perfectly obvious tables can now be considered complete. Suddenly, however, coW 
that Bill was giving the game away. His nsual service is a little column of the daily pi ess oyeifiowod, as it wcio, with those 
^ like invisible Hghtmng with a hend in it ; he was now serving in a <> ^^^gic words : analytical chemists investigated the properties of 
modified manner, which he generally uses only when he is playing beverage, and one and pronounced it in higlilv technical i 

•JT *1 I ' 1 -y. . " . . o +/\ +rtir» -mr\fa hAn /a _ TAY.'m I n O onri Cl Tk AW _ A ATTA I ATM « a. 


J. juttu jLcau iUJL ouxuc tiluc ucjLuxe X uiuucu xity aoucjutwou. tu tue if axu.c - , , . .j f i r. -.1 

I again. When I did so, I was startled, for it was perfectly obvious tables can now be considered complete. Suddenly, however, coW 
that Bill was giving the game away. His nsual service is a little column of the daily pi ess oyeifiowod, as it wcio, with those 
^ like invisible Hghtmng with a hend in it ; he was now serving in a ® : analytical chemists investigated the properties of 

modified manner, which he generally uses only when he is playing beverage, and one and pronounced it in higlilv technical 
■with girls who are not his sisters. It was also ob^nous that Tommy, to contain more bone -forming and sinc\y- developing 

who looked very elated, fuHy believed that he was winning on ®le“aents than py other known beer. The poetry-and-beer-loving 

pubHc was fascinated by a series of memorable stanzas 


f / began, and it was 

^ illustrated by a flaring symboH(ml 

]l]T}f l~ n i~ \\ X i' -k id:i i the first a throng of gaunt and rn^rn 1 * 

V’ • ' * was obvious; the confiding pubHo Mum yH|| 

‘.’O-'- ."T. ^ drew it, and immense quantities of |/JHf 

Bulmer’s ale, almost simulta- KKIS 11111 
' '■ ' neously, and the result was that, in ||||^ W||B| 

•-> 0 ^-'. vV .v.li ij,.' - '“y a very short time, Bulmer might J||||r ||||||r 

Ms^ merits, and bad no idea that Bill ivas merely allowing bim fcofi S,“trio^bto tottioj iBL 

“ flu^r'^TOvedil^^® » MicS.%w\bS’k' tb^e^ to 

I ui.x,.. . tbe fact that Bijlmee bas made a 

knew that^to losing in beer that sbould inflate bim to so insufferable an extent P 
the Heetorv ■Rttt +a^a^+ Tommy had gone home again to Can it he that there is some mysterious property in the liquid itself, 

ought to he ’before he hea-an smokinc!? Qn? 7 +w T property which, having escaped even the careful investigation 

six was about the riffh/fo-A ^ thirty- of the analytical chemists, has pervaded the being of Bitimer, and 

^ was about the right age, and asted Bill why he hadlet Tommy has induced him to patronise the inhabited worW I thousrk so 


“ The hardy Briton loves good cheer, 
His mighty sinews never fail : 

^ Pour me,’ he ciies ‘ a draught of Boer, 
And let it be Pellucid Ale.’ ” 










M/. 


< particular,” said Bul, to bis matter-of-fact 

only I d never seen bim wear that kind of tie before. aTid T 


luced him to patronise the inhabited world*P I thougiit so 
Indeed I have lost myself in conjectures on this point. But I 


“only I'd never seen him wflTfbfltlrT-T^^Aff^AWAYA TT uuau nas lauen unaer your sway, ana tnat you, 

him -^hat he was doino- it for and I asked my dear Pomposity, direct his every movement, and inspire his 

died a few weeks bS so Ithou^htl eyery thought. How, the other night, when, as I say, 1 was dining at 

to make up for it ” ’ ^ iJught as well give him the set his ■table, Btjlmer was in one of nis most gloiious and vain-glorious 

raSeSdeSy.^^K two he dS?J!”?aid Bulmer to me, while he inserted his thumbs 

the triumph and pnde of Tommy * ‘ Pd^nnob^fq ’ imagining m the arm-openings of his waistcoats, and drummed an approving 
look at him," he added * ^ d punch his head as soon as tattoo upon his shining shirt-front, “my dear boy, I have always 

mat on earth for ? He thous-ht Bp ’ d wot, W r.^o^ v yotu friend, and nobody khows^it better than you. Many a 


“ He can't play^ny^mor^th^a^cow^ b^^ not^t” T baf-A f ^ ProVed it to vdu, and I can honesHy assure you l;iiat 

S^dTnat^^f miTon^^ -th^|-|s me^^^r^ 

won, and he thought he did." ^ ^ really I thanlced the great man deferentially, and assured him I was 

“ Aiyhow," I said, severeiv “it's a-mAnn +-n*Air+AT»rATTf + deeply sensible of his many kindnesses. But after he had turned 

anyone, just because he 's pleased ^thSmself when he malicious spirit prompted me, in spite of myself, to reflect 

to be." ^ mtummsen wnen iie s got a right upon the favours that Bulmer has conferred unon me. Were thev. 


<1 ^ thirty.” 

i> T K?- 1®^®^ ^ Bill.” 

“ Yes ” ^ papers ? ” 

“toe you going to praise it, or cut it up ? ” 

®lf°™S.to Sive it suob a — -weU, no, on second tboufrbts 
bebeve I bn going to praise it.’.’ And I did. ^noiignra, 


upon the favours that Bulmer has conferred upon me. Were they, 
alter all, so numerous and so great ? Was I, on the whole, so poor a 
worm as he imagined me to be ? Had he in fact made me what I 
am? These ■ungrateful thoughts chased one another through my 
perplexed brain, and I was forced to acknowledge to myself mat at 
the vario^ crises of my career the fairy form of Bulmer had been 
absent. Yet Bulmer is firmly convinced that I owe any modest 
success I may have attained and all my annual income to his 
beneficent efcorts on my behalf. And the worst of it is, that he has 
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a kind of top-heavy and overwhelming; good-natnre about him. He 
honestly means to be kind and genial where he only succeeds in 
irritating his perverse acquaintances. "Was Buliieh always thus? 
When he began on his small salary, did he patronise the omce-boy ? 
WTien he had learnt to spell, did he devote his first epistolary efforts 
to the^ pompous patronage of his parents ? I fancy I can hear liiTn 
declaring to his tottering father that a man so blessed in his son 
might well console himself for many a grievous disappointment, and 
the old man I am^ sure meekly accepted his son’s assurance, and 
joined with his wife in thanking providence for granting them so 
great a happiness. But Bulmee has different fashions of showing 
Eis^ superiority. I vdll do him the credit of saying that I do not 
believe him to be a Snob.^ He does not prostrate himself before the 
great, since he believes himself to be greater than they can ever be. 
But he knows that ordinary human nature is apt to be impressed by 
the appearance of intimate familiarity with persons of title. And 
Bhlmee therefore uses the Peers of his circle as instruments where- 
with he may belabour the minds of his humbler friends. 

“ The Marquis of Cheddae,” he will say, in a tone of grandeur, 
“ did me the honour to consult me about his furniture to-day, and I 
told him what I thought. The fact is her Ladyship has no taste, and 
the Marquis has less, but I arranged it all for them.” 

And I am certain that Buimee spoke the truth, but I am equally 
certain that it was unnecessary for ni-m to mention the subject at all. 
Yet little Kenkes, I know, went away persuaded that the aristo- 
cracy trembled at BuLiarEE’s nod, and that to know him was a privi- 
lege. Unfortunately Bulmee, with aU his good-nature, wearies me, 
I know I am not worthy to tie his shoe-string, but I am disposed to 
imitate Monteond, who, when he was told that he cheated at cards, 
replied, “ C^est possible^ Monsieur^ mats je uDaime pas qu^on me le 
and flung nis wine-glass in his accuser’s face. Cease, my dear 
POMEOSITY, to torment me by means of Bulmee. I may address 
you again, but, in the meantime, 

I remain, your humble Servant, 

Diogenes Eobinson. 


when they were beaten/ Vf and soldiers with ffon-lilce tenacity. 
Josephine subsequently died of visions at Malmaison to the soothing 
sound of soft music kindly supplied by a semi- concealed orchestra. 

CoNTEESATION ON A ROYAL (OLYMPIC) DiTOECE. 

Mrs, Markham, And now, dear little Prank, can you tell me 
why the Battle of Waterloo was lost ? 

Frank. Because, dear Mamma, it was removed from its resting- 
place in the Panorama close to Victoria Street. 

Mrs, Markham. That is a most intelligent reply, but I do not 
think you are quite right. I fancy the Battle must have been lost 
because, out of the couple of dozen or so of Prench soldiers who took 



A ROYAL (OLYMPIC) DIVORCE. 

{A Page from French History by Mrs.Marhham^ after W. G, Wilts.) 

And so, when Napoleon had won AusteifttZj he thought he would 
marry Marie Louise, Archduchess of Austria, although, as you 
know, he was already wedded to Josephine, his first wife. To effect 
this purpose, he sent his Minister of State, Talleyrand, and two 

comic Marshals, called 
Murat and Ney, to see 
the Empeess and explain 
to her his wishes; and 
this they did with so 
much effect that Her 
Majesty consented, and 
fainted on the spot. 
Whether the swoon was 
real, or in another sense 
a feint, is not known, 
because she was a mis- 
tress of deception. For 
instance, although she 
was nearly a negress in 
complexion, she man- 
aged, at the Palace of 
Fontainebleau, to appear 
in a fiaxen wig, and 
with all the appearance 
of a blonde beauty. 
Shortly after the Eioe- 
eoe’s marriage with his 
new wife, that lady 
called upon her prede- 
cessor, and behaved in 
such a fashion that 
Josephine was justified 
in calling her “vulgar.” 

Wills and Ways ; or, a Hand at Nap. ^ later, with the 

assistance of a British Dramatist, called W . G-. Wills (who had already 
made some alterations in the History of England for the benefit of 
Charles the First and Mr. Henry Irving), she managed to protect 
the baby King of Rome from 2. ballet mob in the Gardens of the 
Tuileries, and also to afford considerable assistance to her Austrian 
successor while that ‘ ‘ vulgar ’ ’ person was crawling up some stone steps. 
Later stiU, she contrived to have an affecting interview on the eve of 
the Battle of Waterloo with Napoleon himself, although it has been 
reported in some quarters that she had become defunct a ;^ear before 
the occurrence of that important victory. It was on this occasion 
that the Hero of Austerlitz gave a most valuable testimonial to the 
British Army, to whom he referred as “ buU-dogs who never knew 



Waterloo in Play ; or, the Charge of a Charger. 

part in the Victory in Wych Street, a considerable number had to 
be told off to see that Napoleon’s charger behaved himself. 

George, And yet, dear mother, after the performances, I myself 
saw the noble steed trotting most good-naturedly in rear of a 
hansom cab. 

Mrs, Markham, When you are all older, I wiR take you myself 
to examine the Model of the celebrated Battle in the Royal United 
Service Institution ; in the meanwhile, you may rest satisfied with 
the explanation I have afforded you. 

Mary, But mother, dear, do you not think that Napoleon and 
his Army may possibly have trembled at the red fire and the picture 
of carnage on the painted canvas, that, on the occasion under 
discussion, confronted them ? 

Mrs. Markham, It is not improbable ; and now, C4aeles, canyon 
tell me anything about Napoleon ? 

Charles, Yes, dearest Mamma. He was strikingly like Mr. Bolton 
the excellent Member of Parliament, who represents so ably a portion 
of St. Pancras, and had a curious and clever way of huggmg his 
elbows when his arms were crossed behind his back. 

Mrs. Markham. That was indeed the case, and I am glad to see 
that you have paid so much attention to historical accuracy. And 
you, Mary, what do you know about the Ladies-in-waiting upon the 
Empress Josephine ? 

Mary, That even in the direst straits they were fond of practical 
j^ng. One of them, for instance, on the eve of the Battle of 
Waterloo, finding a general’s uniform, that for some unaccountable 
reason was hanging up in an inn at Jenappes, assumed the costume, 
and, thus disguised, had a great deal of fun with her husband, the 
Marshal Augereau, who was then on his way to the front, with the 
avowed purpose of engaging the alHed armies of England and 
Prussia in mortal combat. 

Mrs, Markham, And you, Frank — what do you know of 
Talleyrand ? 

Frank. That there seemed to be some doubt about his proper title. 
Some called him “Monseigneur,” some “ Monsieur,” and some even 
“My shoe” and “My sheer.” 

Mrs, Markham. Well, my dear children^ you all seem to have 
been very observant, and let me hope that it A Royal Divorce does 
not exactly add to the reputation of Napoleon, Josephinb, Mr. 
Wills, or Marie Louise, it may yet fill the coffers of Miss Grace 
Hawthorne. 


Natal Note. — The Shibboleth of international courtesy in these 
days of big Iron-clad Fleets should surely be, “ May it please your 
Warships ! ” 


SoNGOE THE Sha:mpooed One (after Tennyson),— “Sweet after 
showers ambrosial (h)air ! ” 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 


‘ Mt little Bot, Si®, died when he was onlt Two Months old, tost after be 

HAD BEEN YaCOINATED.” “ HoW VERY SAD ! HaD HE BEEN BAPTISED?” 

“Yes, Sir; but it was the FAoamATiojsr as carried him off, Sir!” 


THE MODERN “BED DF PROCRUSTES.” 

[Procrxtstes, or “the Stretcher,” was the sur- 
name of one PoLYPEMON, a Greek “ gentleman of 
the road,” whose amiahle habit was to stretch or 
shorten the bodies of traTellers who fell into his 
hands, so as to make them of the same length as a 
certain bed of his upon which it was his wont to tie 
them.] 

To shorten the long, and to lengthen the short, 
May have made the Greek robber -chief 
excellent sport ; 

But the Stretcher’s strange pallet-rack seems 
out of date 

In the land of the free, ’neath a well-ordered 
State. 


Mbnippus told l^iEExrs,* that pet of the 
ladies, 

Equality perfect prevaileth in— Hades 
“Where all are alike.” Said Thersites. 
“forme 

That’s enough,” but heau Kireus could 
^ hardly agree 

With such levelling down to the churl who for 
shape 

In his strange second life chose the form of an 

For Thersites & Co., for the weakly and 
small, 

Who in free competition must go to the wall, 
* Lucian’s Dialogues oj- the Dead* 


The plan of Procrustes has obvious charms : 

“ Cut ’em down to our standard, chop legs, 
shorten arms! 

Bring us all to one level in power and pay, 

By the rule of a legalised Eight Hours Day ! ” 

So shouts Labour’s Lilliput — that is voice, 

And the modern Procrustes thereat must 
rejoice. 

“ No giants, no dwarfs I ” So say Browntno 
and Burt, 

But to “ raise the whole race ” can’t be done 


in a spurt. 

And while Nature provides us with genius 
and clown. 

There is nought to be gained by mere levelling 
down. 

So the plan of Procrustes, my boys, will not 
work, 

Or will benefit none save the sluggard or 
shirk. 

Oh yes, the bold buUy stands swaggering 
there 

With the axe in his hand, and his head in 
the air, 

Type of heedless Compulsion, the shallow of 
pate. 

Who man’s freedom would sell to a fetish of 
State. 

Self-help and joint effort, as Burt wisely said. 

Are better by far than— that comfortless bed. 

That new Little-Ease that free Labour would 
pack, 

On a sort of plank-pillow combined with a 
rack. 

“Come on, longs and shorts!” shouts Pro- 
crustes the New, 

“ Law shall lend us its axe, and its rope, and 
its screw 

I must make you all fit to my Bed standard- 
sized ! ” 

Ah ! Labour may well look a little surprised. 

“Fit us all to that cramped prison-pallot ! 
Oh lor! 

It may suit a few stumpies, but England 
holds more. 

Might as well fit us out with fixed ‘ duds ’ 
from our birth. 

Regardless of diiiorence in growth, or in 
girth. 

No! Snap- votes may be caught ’midst a 
Congress’s roar. 

But tool us all down to one gauge, mate ? 
Ohlor!!!” 


New Unionist Titan and Stentor in one. 

To pose as Procrustes may seem rather f un ; 
When it comes to the pinch of experiment, 
then [men. 

You may find that some millions of laoouring 
Of all sorts and sizes, all callings and crafts. 
The toilers by furnaces, factories, shafts, 

The thrall of the mine, and the swart stithy 
slave, * [wave. 

The boys of the bench, and the sons of the 
Are not quite so easy to “size up ” all round 
To that comfortless bed whore yqu’d have 
them all bound. 

As the travellers luckless who fell in the way 
Of the old Attic highwayman Theseus did 
slay. 

Though your voice may sound loud and your 
thews look immense, 

You may fall to the Theseus— of Free Com- 
mon Sense ! ^ [beguiles not — 

As Burt says— and his eloquence moves but 
On short cuts to Millennium Providence 
smiles not ! 


Appropriate Location.— “ Yes,” said a 
friend of the person they were discussing, 
“ he is a great traveller, and tells you some 
of the most marvellous stories.” “Where 
does he live ? ” was the question. And the 
very natural answer was, “ Oh, in some out- 
and-out-lying district,” 



PiOCKTiSTBS. “ NOW THEN, TOTJ FELLOWS ; I MEAN TO FIT TOTT ALL TO MX LITTLE BED ! ” Choktjs. “ OH LOB-E ! ! 
[“ It is impossible to establish umyersal uniformity of hours without inflicting very serious injury to workers .” — Motion at the veoent Traded Ootiffress.] 
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THE BIHER CRY OF THE OUTCAST CHOIR-BOY. 

BEE.A.K, break, break, 

0 voice, on my old top C ! 

And I would tbat my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me I 




0, well for the 
nshmonger’s 
boy 

That he 
shrieks his 
two notes 
above A.! 
0,well for the 
tailor’s son 
That he soars 
in the old, 
old way ! 

And the twelve-year chaps go on 
Up the gamut steady and shrill ; 

But, 0, for the creak of a la;ryi^ cracked. 
And a glottis that won’t keep still ! 



Break, break, break, 

0 voice, on my dear top C. 

But the swell solo parts of a boyhood £ed 
They ’ll never give more to me ! 


ANNALS OF A QUIET WATERING-PLACE 

THAT HAS “SEEN ITS DAT.” 

This is the nineteenth day that I have had 
my face glued to the window-pane watching 
for the promised “break” in the weather 
that is to enable me to get a little of the 
benefit of the sea-air of this place that my 
doctor assures me is “ to do such wonders for 
me in a week that I shall not know myself.” 
What it might do for me if I could only get 
hold of it, 1 can only guess, but the result 
of the persistent rain has been slowly but 
surely to empty the G-rand Esplanade, the 
drawing and dining-room floors of which 
announce on colossal cards that the whole 
twenty -four establishments are “to let,” 
with the result that all the recreation that 
Torsington-on-Sea affords has formed a sort 
of conspiracy to drive me mad with amuse- 
ment. 

^ The trombone of the town band steals a 
march on the rest, commencing as early as 
eight o’clock in the morning with a very 
powerful rendering of “ J/ who is 

succeeded in turn by the discarded Christy 
Minstrel with the damaged concertina. Then 
comes a Professor in black velvet spangled 
tights, who insists, spite my shaking my head 
at him dolefully through the drizzling mist, 
in going through a drawing-room entertain- 
ment for the amusement and edification of a 
Telegraph-oflice Boy, who has apparently only 
one message to denverj and it is to be pre- 
sumed finds time hang in conse<iuence a httle 
heavily upon his hands. Spite my menacing 
and almost fierce refusal to appear at my 
window, however, he has the hardihood to 
knock, and ask for a “trifie.” This, if I 
could only ensure that he would devote it to 
the purchase of a place on the coach to Bar- 
minster, I would gladly give him ; but knowing 
that it will only enable him to make an early 
breakfast of cold gin and bitters at the 
“Boar’s Head and Anchor,” I shake my fist 
at him, as much as to say, “lam feeble I admit, 
and do not, I dare say, look as if there were 
much fight in me! But, by Jove ! there is 
such a thing as the law, even, I suppose, at 
Torsington-on-Sea I You had best not tempt 
me too far, my fine fellow.” 

His reply to this is characteristic ; at least, 
I think so. Eor within twenty minutes the 
discarded Christy Minstrel, the Silvery- voiced 
Tenor, some performing dogs, the whole of the 
Town Band, the Man with the Bath-chair 


and general crowd of “loafers,” assemble 
opposite my dining-room windows, braving 
south-west wind (half a gale of it), and a 
general downpour, leaden sky, and indica- 
tions of “ being in” for “ another day of it.” 

I feel quite convinced that the Professor 
in velvet tights has rapidly whipped up the 
whole place with some such sentence as “Ho. 
27 013 the Grand Esplanade. Grive the Old 
Bloke there a taste. He wants waking up a 
bit!”^ 

I write to my Medical Adviser. One day 
is much lilie another here, I cannot say I go 
forward very fast. 1 admit the weather has 
been against me here; still, things might, 
I think, have been better. 

Take this, for instance, as a typical day 
for an invalid. ^ It is hardly the sort of place 
to “ pick up ” in ; at least, so it strikes me. 

9 A.M.— Am disturbed alter a windy night, 
which has threatened to blow the front of 
the house (one of the twenty-four command- 
ing a fine sea-view “both ways”) off, and 
in my first and only turn of refreshing sweet 
sleep, by; the Silvery-voiced Tenor, who per- 
sists, spite entreaties, requests, and finall y 
threats, to move a Httle further away, or 
curtail a singularly fiorid version of “ 
Poco,” under eighteen-pence. On, at length, 
threatening to send for the poHce if he de- 
clmes to desist, he meets the announcement 
with shouts of derisive laughter, a fact 
which, Mrs. Cobbles, m 3 r landlady, is kind 
enough to explain, indicates that “The 
PoHceman,” not retiring till half -past one 
that morning, he wiU not be available, even 
for a murder, before two o’clock in the after- 
noon. I compromise [the matter, therefore, 
by sending out sixpence to the Silvery- 
voiced Tenor, begging Mrs. Cobbles to 
give as heartrending a description as pos- 
sible of my exhausted condition, which 
has the^ effect of wringing from the Maeio 
of Torsington an expression of sympathy, 
and an intimation that he will finish “ Fra 
Foco ” round the corner. 

But ill news travels apace, and within ten 
minutes the discarded Christy Minstrel with 
the concertina that is somewhat out of order, 
and the Town Band (reduced to three), as ir 
by common con- 
sent, together 
with the man in 
black velvet 
spangled tights, 
a short walking- 
stick, wash-hand 
basin, and small 
square of carpet, 
draw up, as if by 
magic, before 
Mrs. Cobbles’ 
lodgings, and 
with the un-earning increment of Torsing- 
ton-on-Sea as audience, commence a simul- 
taneous matinee for my special benefit at 
twenty-five minutes and a half to ten. 

Mrs. Cobbles’ assurance that the poor 
gentleman has ‘ ‘ not closed his eyes all night ” 
seems only to stimulate them to further 
effort.^ As I feel that even twenty minutes 
of this recreation will certainly drive me 
mad, I beg Mrs. Cobbles to send the boy who 
comes to clean the boots and knives to disturb 
the One PoHceman in his first sweet slumber. 
If nothing else wiH stir him, he is to be 
informed that Ho. 34 on the Esplanade is on 
fire, or if that fails, he may throw in 33 and 
35 as well. In fact, he need not be particular 
as to facts, but ret%(,rn with the Policeman he 
must ! There is a good-sized crowd assembled 
on the Esplanade, but as I am attired in a 
scarlet fiannel dressing-gown, white night- 
cap, and am arguing me Act of ParHament 
with the deserted Christy Minstrel with some 
warmth, it may account for it. 



THE KING OE THE BEASTS. 

A Zoological EUgy, 

[Chables Jambach, the celebrated naturalist 
ana menagene-keeper, of St. George’s-in-the-East, 
died on September 6, at the age of 76.] 

The news on the town like a thunderbolt 
burst. 

The loss of the Season ’tis reckoned ; 

We mourned long ago for King Jambach the 
Eirst, 

How we weep for Eing Ja:mbach the 
Second. 

There ’s grief at the Zoo,''all the Lions bohoo, 
And the Elephants dolefully trum^t ; 

The Tiger ’s in tears, and the lonely Hoodoo 
With sorrow ’s as cold as a crumpet. 

He was seventy-six ; but to cross o’er the 
Styx 

At that age— for a Jambach— was prema- 
ture ; 

There are lots of young cubs who feel quite 
in a fix 

At the thought that he will not see tJiem 
mature. 

They howl with wide gorges to think that St. 
George’s 

Will see him no more — ah ! no, never ! 

He will not preside at their shin-of-beef 
orgies. 

Or nurse them through phthisis or fever. 
The travelling menagerie must wait an age 
’ere he — 

Jambach— will find any fellow. 

Babnum, ’tis well you are gone we can teH 
you ! 

Bison, old boy, do not bellow 
There quite so tremendously! Sad? Oh, 

^ stupendously 1 
So is the Ornithorhynchus. 

But don’t howl the roof off, your anguish in 
proof of, 

Or Kegent’s Park swells mad may think 
us. 

Yes, Mapupial Mole, we are “left in the 

But stillVe must think of our dignity. 
Animal sorrow from bardlings must borrow 
The true elegiac benignity. 

That Japanese pug I could willingly hug. 

He yaps out his grief so discreetly, 

And dear ArmadlHo knows how to sing 
“ Willow,” 

Like poor Besdemona^ most sweetly. 

My dear Fells Leo, I do feel that we owe 
A debt to the urban proprieties. 

Don’t shame yoimself, Ursa, but quite vice 
versa, 

You know how impressive caste’s quiet is ! 
But, Jambach! 0 Jambach! Woe’s 
stretched on no sham rack 
Of metre that mourns you sincerely ; 

E’en that hard nut o’ natur, the great AUi- 
gator, 

Has eyes that look red, and blink queerly. 
Mere “crocodile’s tears,” some may snigger; 
but jeers 

Must disgust at a moment so doleful. 

Por Jambach the brave, who has gone to his 
grave, 

All our sorrow ’s sincere as ’tis soulful ! 


Telling the Wasps. 

( With Acknowledgments to the Greek AtUhology 
and Mr. Andrew Lang,) 

Cynics, and ye critics cold, 

When the wasps return with Spring, 
TeH them that Thebsites old 
Perished in his fault-hunting. 

Perished on an Autumn night. 

How no more he ’H ban and bHght 
In the “ weekHes,” as of yore ; 

But the vaHey and the height 
Miss a biter and a bore ! 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 

Chapter Y. 

Fopperie — Noise — Quiet— Descent--^ Cerberus— Ficture— Catacombs 
Sensational — Stalactite — Surmises — Dreads — Foppy — Weird — 
Desertion — Lost — Terrors — Candle — Out ! 

Arrived ! These are the Tvorks that Popperie & Co. huilt. On a 
height, commanding fine panoramic view. Approach to the house 
and stores is through a fresh-looking garden, everything neat and 
trim. Ouite a surjjrise to find oneself suddenly among hundreds of 
casks and cases. Distant sound of carts and horses, of pulleys and 
cranks, of bringing in and sending out ; hut this sound is only a 
gentle hum— a murmuring accompaniment as it were; for, con- 
sidering the amount of work that involves a lot of noise throughout 
the day, except, perhaps, during the feeding hours, the note of 
this place is its air of quiet activity. There is, I remark, a curious 
flavour in the atmosphere, that causes me to smack my lips, quite 
involuntarily, as if tasting wine. Eemember somebody telling me, 
that the mere wine-laden atmosphere of the London Docks is quite 
enough to make anyone feel the worse for liquor, even though you 
do not touch a single drop in the vaults. We have not yet reached the 
vaults, but somehow there ’s something peculiarly exhilarating in the 
















knowledge that we are in the outer court of one of King Cham- 
pagne’s many palaces. Mem. Grand idea for a scene in a Drury 
Lane Pantomime. Yisit to Palace of Poppih the First, king of the 
Champagne country. Register copyright and suggest it to Sir 
Drury O’ Lands. ^ 

Daubinet has his hat in his hand and his overcoat over his arm. 
With his handkerchief he is mopping his fevered brow. “ Fiff ' ” he 
exclaims, “ Nor You don’t find it? Car amba. 

0 Champagnslii ! da Karascho ! 0 Maman ! Come on ! Here is our 
leader, le bon Yesquier ! Allons ! Mar chons ! Long to reign over 
us ! ’’—then as we move forward, Daubinet again bursts into song, 
as usual more or less out of tune. This time he favours us with 
snatches of “ God save the Queen ! ” and finally, as we enter a huge 
tunnel, and, as I judge from the steep inclme, ^e commencing 
our descent into the cave, I hear his voice behind me singing 
“ We ’re leaving thee in sorrow, Annie ! ” 

Darker and darker as we descend through this tunnel. Orpheus 
going to find EurydLce. No Cerberus about, thank goodness. 
Wonder if any rats or blackbeetles ? Ry the way, Cerberus would 
have been a nasty one for rats. Cerberus, with three to one on 
him (“Heads I win— tails you rats lose”), doing a match against 
time in killing rats, is a fine subject for a weird classical picture 
yet to be painted. What R.A. could grapple with so tremendous a 
composition? On returning to “ carp the upper air,” must menti^ 
the subject to Sir Frederick the Oreat. Cerberus would be a nasty 


one for rats to tackle. My ideas of anything alive underground 
generally associated with suchlike warmint. At last — out of the 
tunnel ! and now, I presume, in the caves. Here someone, gradually 
assuming a palpable form, emerges from somewhere out of a dark 
corner, and hands to each of us a long piece of wood about the length 
of a harlequin’s bat [note., pantomime again), only that this is an 
inch or so thick and quite two inches vnde ^ at one end, where 
presently a candle is fixed by an attendant sprite, — the slave of the 
tallow candle, — and the wand, so to speak, tapers off towards the 
handle. A propos of “tapers off’’ — the question occurs to me, 
later on, as we pass through labyrinths oi dark passages, where 
should I be in the case of “ taper off ” ? Beautiful title for sensa- 
tional story — “ Lost in the Catacombs.” 

Our trusty guide, M. Yesquier, is well ahead, and Paubinet 
follows closely at my heels. Thus we proceed, and if this order is 
preserved throughout, I feel that the sensational romance above 
mentioned will not be written, at least not on this occasion. We 
are in stalactite caverns ; I expect a subterranean ^ lake, — of still 
champagne of course, — and a boat ; strange silver foil and gold foil 
fisb ought to be swimming about, and the name of the subterranean 
lake should be Loch Foil, Loch G-old or Silver Foil, according to the 
material. No, nothing of the sort. It is all quite dry ; uncommonly 
dry ; atmosphere dry ; ground dry ; and, gradually, tlmoats dry. 
Probably, champagne also dry. But remembering what I have heard 
of someone else’s experience of Dock- visiting, which I presume is 
Rimilar to cave- visiting, I do not mention my sudden drought. I feel 
that, while down here, if I took one glass of champagne, my head 
first, and then my legs, might become unsteady, whereupon nothing 
would be more likely than for me to take the wrong toning 
and lose my companions ; if I did, what are the chances against my 
ever finding them again? Or if my legs failed me and I dis^peared 
between the casks, who would think of looking for me there r Then, 
years afterwards, in some specially and unaccountably good vintage 
year, when there would be a run upon these particular casks, my 
mouldering skeleton would be found, among the sawdust, between 
the barrels, and some purveyor of ballads would write a song 
whereof the burden would not be unlike that of the once popular 
“ Mistletoe Bough.*^ As I foUow my leader through the vaults all 
this occurs to me, as does also the ^propriately melancholy refrain 
of another old song or “catch,” “Down among the dead men let 
bim lie ! ” 

We are under the central dome of this Stalactite Champagne 
Cathedral dedicated to the worship of Bacchus. [Happy Thought — 
The Champagne country is the true “ Poppy Land.” I present tMs 
with my compliments to Mr. Clement Scott, whose pleasant articles 
in the Daily Telegraph on “Poppy Land” are, and will be, for 
some time to come, so deservedly poppylar on the North coast of 
Norfolk. When driving round and about Crome^ our flyman pointed 
out “ Poppy Land ” to me. Happy Thought.— hx future let this be 
known as "“Caledonia Up to Date, or the New Scott-land.”] A 
strange light descends from somewhere above, producing a blueish 
atmospheric effect. Weird, very. We are now in the Wine Demon’s 
Cave. More pantomimic effects : big demons and little demons at 
work everywhere : champagne demons with strange faces,— I should 
say “fizzes,” — moving about noiselessly : the only sound is that of 
the occasional irrepressible effervescence of youth, or a pop from a 
recalcitrant cork in a distant cell, and, in a mysterious all-pervading 
way, an accompaniment o? hammering. The lights and awful 
shadows of the scene recall to my mind Cruikshank’s grim illustra- 
tions to Ainsworth’s Tower of London. If these wild figures under 
this Central Stalactited Dome, these fearsome Troglodyto, were 
suddenly to join hands and dance round us, keeping a ’ Witches’ 
Sabbath,” I should not feel surprised. I might be considerably 
alarmed : but surprised, no. It would be in keeping with the scene. 


knows his way,” explains M. YEsquiER, “ and we shall meet him 
again above.” This sounds funereal, but, as an expression of 
Christian sentiment, hopeful. i . . -n • t 

Daubinet, mopping nis forehead, mutters something, in Russian 1 
believe, which sounds like “Preama.' Fascarry ! da padadidV^ 
which he is perhaps rendering into^ English when he says, G-o 
straight on ! Be quick ! All r-r-r-right ! ” . j t -u • 4 . 

Suddenly finding myself the only follower of our guide, I begm to 
realise to its full extent the loss of one who, up to now, has b^n my 
companion. I realise this one fact among others, but quite sufficient 
of itself, namely, that if I once lose sight of M. Yesouibr in 
this maze of caverns down in the depths below, I shall have the 
utmost difficulty in ever coming up to the surface again. Now we 
are walking on a line of rails. All at once I lose sight of M. Y ESOuniR. 
He must have turned off to the right or \&hr— which and I shall 
see his light in the distance when 1 reach the openi^ng into the right, 
or left, passage. • . . W^hat ’s that ? A shriek ? a howl ? 
afiash!— jBT/.' Id bas!^ and at a rapid pace out of the blackest 
darkness emerge two wine-demons on a trolly. I have just time 
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to reduce mjself to tKe smallest possible compass against the barrels, memoriam of my fortunate esc^e. A real pane (not coloured 
when the wine-demons brandishmg a small torch-nght have whizzed paper pretence) in a window would be an appropriate memorial. Or, 
past,— Ho! Ho! ’^—goblin laughter in the distance, as heard in at all events, I might give one small “light,” which, as recalling 
Kip Van Winkle^ and describea in Gabriel Grub — “Ho! Ho!” — that httle guttering, sputtering, candle, would be still more ap- 
and before I have recovered myself, they have vanished into outer propriate. i 


, and blacker darkness, and aU around me the gloom is gloomier than 
ever. 

“He.' Monsieur YESQUiEn!” I shout. I have taken a wrong 
turning ; that is, I have taken some turning or other to the right, and 
there is no sign of my guide. My fears have come true. My lore- 


” I shout. I have taken a wrong OUR BOOKING"OFFIOE» 


against the casks— “Htf, M. Yesquier!!”— 0 dear ! 

— “Home Sweet Home What was that negro melody that ^ ^^®sn 
now recurs to me as a sort of singing in my ears — “Home once 
more I Home once more ! Shall I ever see my home once more ! ! ” 

— ^A shout in the distance— or is it an echo— no! Is it YesqitieiiI 
I shout in return— then in the far distance I descry a light ... it A 

grows bigger. . . a shriek . . . a wild waving of a blazing garish torch, m 

and again_ I have to compress myself against the barrels as another ' || 
trolly whizzes past at fuU speed, carrying two cheerful-looking, nV.a 1 

and except for that one shout, silent demons. “ Hey trolly loUy ! ” ^ 

I cannot stay there— they have gone like a flash— and the obscurity 
is becoming oppressive .... Shall I retrace my steps ? It isn’t a 
question of “shall I,” — it is “ can 7”.^ Through how many 
turnings have we come ? IS'o — I should never find my way back 
again. Better push on. I shout again: desperately but ner- 
vously. There is not even an echo. And now my candle, which 
has been guttering and sputtering for the last few moments, 
is threatening dissolution. It is the beginning of the end — of the 
candle-end. If the candle goes out before I do — Heavens! but I 
must move very cautiously. What a sub;iect for a Jules-Yerne 
novel ! Ah^ how I should enjoy reading about it in a story! I But 
as a personal experience . . . Where am I ? Is it straight on ? or to 
the left ?— I think there is a left passage— or to the right ? I peer 
down in the hopes of seeing some evidence of life, at aU events the 
glimmer of a light, which may probably mean my guide. Ho ; not a i 

sign. Are there rats here ? If so . . . the candle-end is sputtering ® 
worse than ever ... it is flickering . . . "TOiat ’s to be done ? . . . I i ' 

shout “ Hullo ! ” at the top of my voice. Yes, at the top of my ^ 


„ , , ' . . &ALiiENNE**^°rendOTs’ his 

account of them all, and does it m a fresh and breezy style -which 
suits his pleasant subject admirably. There is a special charm too 
about the graceful lyrics which sparlde here and there in the pretty 
little volume. In fact Mr. Le G-allienne is an artist. I don’t say 


wuwwkw . MU UJU.VJ uuu ui iuv vuiUO. XCo. ttu uUt; LUiJ Oi HIV ' j.* j. i • i-T — nT . — ^ 

voice, but at the bottom of the caves. Then the question occurs to because he justly dislikes the qualification, 

me, of what use is it to shout in EngUsh ? Ho one wiU understand ® from ^mere^ para 

me. The candle-end is 



Nr^rS°VderrtLd OSCAB WihM has desisted for a space froSTmerlpImdox, and 
me. The oandle-erdh ’i? noticing it ?) Lord Arthur Savile's Crime, 

making a final struggle ^ Stones. (London, _ J. R. Osgoob, McIlwaine & Co.5 

for life. So must 1. ¥'^ say I ; tiie tag is old, but ’twill serve. If you want 

“m Idhas!" I shout j i read Lord AHhur Smile's Crime, the story of a 

“■with all my might and whom murder very properly presents 

main,” like the oaebrity 7 ? n even more violently, 

fka ..iri read Ihe Cantermlle Ghost, in which Oscar i?oes two nr tbroA KAttor 


S Tf tee old nur7errtai4 (?Ao<in whichOscAU goeVtwo or te^^rb^^^^^^ 

wlio him-nnA a than Mr. W. S. GtIEBERT. I am speciallv thankful to Oscar. WbAn 


who jumped into a thanMr. W. S. GipERT. I am specially thankful to Oscar. When 
quickset hedge as an „ on bumour bent, he doesn t dig me in the ribs and ask me to 
infallible remedy for ^ wonderfuUy funny dog he is going to be. He lets his 

blindness. Ho result. care of itself, a permission which it uses with great dis- 

I think of the man in Elease, Oscar, give us some more of the same sort, and 


I think of the man in riease, uscar, give us some more of the same sort, and 

the dungeon who was ^^^roduce me (mce raorc later on to the Duchess of Cheshire. 
eaten by rats. Well- t wintmues to be as delightful as she was in her sweet girlhood, 

kttowu case, but duite ^ ... „ , 

forget the gentleman’s constant 




■= ^ so really awful a situa- 

tion? So, once more I 
^ ^ shout with desperation 

ftp VoEGtpr^terea Nihil! 

^■u 4.-L^ j. ' t 1.1 1 , joy — “Philosophy is essentially the Voice of the Silence 

. ALMpftfTheMahalmis. 

It is DAramET. ■ He advances from somewhere, from an opeamg Brotherhood prodigious, 

tee existence of which I had never susnected uiremno , A babbie-ndden age might well rejoice 

“ Here ! TMs way 1 Far iei, mon !mi; jar iei! ” ^ litenof oftL' Htigions, 

And in another minute I am with him-f am out-and so is the 
eanrUe-e7id, .Ah ! I breathe again ! — 

nbcsAi^t yo^have ever seen these caves,” MEAN.’^~The English Churchman, who, on returning from 

^^®^her, repre- a-broad, puts all his surplusage of Swiss silver— ten and twenty 
walking.” Then looking at his watch, he into the offertory hag or plate. ' ^ 

adds, It IS time for breakfast. You must be hungry.” ^ ^ 

-k— • but oh I so grateful! If it weren’t so expensive, I Shakspeartr ^AnAPnm?.Ti\ Ann nmem T'nA-rvT 7 i« n'nr^ 


AUigeu i;uc gcuuxtjuiaju. 5 ° Th •' *^.7 *j-ao o aw. w u-o aaio wjutoLajun/ 

name. Political prisoner k^k k^^ companion, George Meredith s One of Our Conmero 7 's. 
probably whose offence to Switzerland with him, and was only left be- 

had been “ratting” — ^and at the inn when the Baron had to go by a new route lip a lofty 

so his punishment was lo make thi^ath known the Baron’s assent was neoes- 

made “tofitthe crime,” ® -iv liowever, to read one shilling 

as Mr. Gilbert’s i!fi7»;a7o Shilling Thrilling is by two authors, Walter 

used to observe. Why P^^^ock and Alexander Galt, and is called Between the Lines. A 
do such grimly comic title, as it enables the Baron to recommend everyone to read 
reminiscences occur to -A. clever sensation story for which the Baron, now 

me now, when I am in sea-girt home, ^anks the two clever ]^s who wrote 


more at present from The Baron de Book- 
Peah Castle, Bagievs Hest, jST.E. W. 


roRMS & Co. 


[ on,^ tne ra^ure !— there comes back to me— “ He, Id has ! Blass the 
Prince of Wailes ! ” 

It is Dadbinet. He advances from somewhere, from an opening, 
the ^istence of which I had never suspected. 

Here ! Tins way I Par iei, mon ami ; par iei ! ” 

And in another minute I am with him — I am out — and so is the 
candle-eiid. Am ! I breathe again ! 

k ^ believe, that you have ever seen these caves,” 

observes} M . VTr..<?OTTTTi!-R mnoflrr “-nrU^Ak J 1.1 * 
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THE WAITERS^ STRIKE. 

(At the Naval Exhibition,) 

The Grerman Waiter waxetK fat ; he grovrs exceeding proud j 
He is a shade more kicksome than can fairly he allowed. 

The British Press goes out to dine— the Teuton, they relate, 

Throws down his napkin lilce a gage, and swears he will not wait. 

Now there are many 
proverbs — some are 
good and some are 
not — 

But the Teuton was mis- 
led who cried, “Strike 
while the entree ’s 
hot!” 

Like readers with no 
book-marks, all the 
rebels lost their 
place, 

And vanished out of 
Chelsea in their dress- 
suits and disgrace. 

And I ’mtold that there 
were murmurings and 
curses deep and low 
In darksome public- 
houses in the road of 
Pimlico, 

And a general impression that it was not safe to cross 
The temper of that caterer, Mr. Mackenzie Boss. 

0 Waiter, German Waiter ! there are many other lands 
Where you can take your orealdng boots and eke your dirty hands ; 
And we think you ’ll have discovered, ere you reach your next address, 
That in England German Waiters aren’t the Censors of the Press. 


MABLOWE AT CANTEBBIJBY. 

‘I Keep u^ the Christopher I ” a recommendation adapted xtrhi et orhi 
which, quoting Mr, our Henry when speaking at Canterbury 
ought to have given after the unveiling of Kit Marlowe’s statue. 
We hope that the unveiling addi*ess will not ^rove unavailing, and 
that the necessary funds may soon be forthcoming for the completion 
of the work. For the present all that has been effected by the 
ceremony is to have given the Thnes and Telegraph opportunities for 
interesting leading articles at a very duB season when material is 
scarce ; also it has given the author of Tom Cobb and other remarkable 
plays a chance of writing to the Timee ; and finally it has broken in 
^on the well-earned holiday of the indefatigable and good-natured 
Henry. But there was one question not put by our Henry. 
It ought to have arisen out of the record of Marlowe’s interment, 
but didn’t. “The burial register of St. Nicholas, Deptford,’’ 
said the Times of September 16, “ contains the entry, * Christopher 
Marlowe, slain by Francis Archer, June 1, 1593.”’ The entry 
may be taken as veracious, although made by “a clerk of St. 
Nicholas.” ^Marlowe was a dramatist ; was Archer a dramatic 
critic? 


TWO WOBDS IN SEASON. 

(Nimbly dedicated to those eminent ContromrsialistSj Lord Qrimthorpe 
and Mr, TallacTc,) 

No. I. 

A LITTLE more grammar, a touch of the file 
To smooth the rough edge of his tongue and his style ; 

And some friends, who coidd soften his temper or cheek it. 

Might amend Baron Grimthorpe, who once was called Beckett. 

No. II. 

Some scorn for the faddists who ask us to hug, 

Not with ropes but with pity, the pestilent Thug, 

And some sense (of which Fate, it would seem, says ho shall lack,) 
Of the value of logic would much improve Tallack. 


Another Strike Threatened. — The advent of the brother of 
the reigning King of Siam threatens to cause embarrassment in some 
English houses where His Highness might expect to he received. 
Jbames has positively declined to throw open a door and announce, 
“ Prince Da3IR0NG- 1 ” “ Such langwidge,” he says, * ‘ is unbecoming 
and beneath Me— leastways unless it is remembered in the wages.” 



WHY SHOULD MEBIT WAIT? 

We have reason to beKeve that Sir Henry Edwards, whose stone 
image adorns a thoroughfare in Weymouth, will not long he left in 
^le ;^ossession of the honour of having a monument dedicated to him 
in Ms lifetime. In view of an interesting event pending in his 
family, it is proposed that a statue shall be erected to Sir Samuel 
Wilson, M.P., in the grounds at Hughenden. The project has so far 
advanced that the inscription has been drafted, and we are pleased 
to be able to quote it : — 

To Perpetuate the Memory 
of 

Sir Samuel Wilson, Kt., 

A good Husband, a kind Father, 

A great Sheep-Farmer. 

Twice elected to the Legislative Assembly of Victoria, 

He once sat for the borough of Portsmouth. 

He built Wilson Hall for Melbourne University, 

And bought Hughenden Manor for 
Himself. 

He introduced Salmon into Australian Waters, 

And married his Eldest Son 
To the Sixth Daughter of the 
Duchess of Marlborough. 

Of such is the Colony of Victoria. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Dear Miss Dollle Badeord,” writes the Assistant-Beader, “ I 
trust I am right in the feminine and unconjugal prefix; but, he 
that as it may, I wish simply to tell you that, at the mstigation of a 
lettered friend, I have spent a few moments very wisely m readiug 
your thin little hook of verse, A Light Load, (Elkin Mathews.) 
I feel now as if I had been gently di'ifting down a smooth broad 
river under the moonlight, when all nature is quiet. I don’t quite 
know why I feel like that, but I fancy it must he on account of some 
serene and peaceful quality in your poems. Here, then, there are 
sixty-four little pages of restfulness for those whose minds are 
troubled. You don’t plunge into the deep of metaphysics and churn 
it into a foam, but you perch on your little hough and pipe sweetly of 
gorse and heather and wide meadows and hri^tly-fiashing insects ; 
you sing softly as when, in your own words— 

gently this evening the ripples break 

On the pebbles beneath the trees, 

With a music as low as the full leaves make, 

When they stir in some soft sea-breeze. 

One of my “ Co.” says he always reads anything that comes in his 
way bearing the trade-mark Blackwood. His faith has been justified 
on carrying off with him 
on a quiet holiday, His 
Cousin Adair, by Gordon 
Boy. The book has all the 
requisites of a good novel, 
induding the perhaps rarest 
one of literary style. Coas in 
Adair is well worth know- 
ing, and her character is 
skilfully portrayed. As a 
foil against this high - 
minded, pure-souled un- 
selfish girl, there are 
sketched in two or three of 
the sort of people, men and A Puff to swell the Sale, 

women, more frequently met with in this wicked world. But Cousin 
Adair is good enough to leaven the lump. Gordon Boy is evidently 
a nom de plume that might belong to man or woman. My “ Co.” is 
inclined to think, from certain subtle touches, that he has been 
entertained through three volumes by a lady. 

Baron de Book-Worms & Co. 

What ’s in a Title ? 

(To the Author oj “ Violet Moses,^^) 

With a title so lucky (though luck’s aU my eye). 

Your book ’s sure of readers I ’ll wager my head. 

For not even a Critic will dare to reply, 

When he ’s asked to review it, “I’ll take it as re(a)d.” 


From the Latest Colwell-Hatchney Examination Paper in 
Foreign Languages por the Cake Scholarship. — Question, What 
is the feminine of Beau temps f Answer [immediately given), Belie- 
Wether. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. Till. 


andgiblers at him. This familiarity depresses him, and he moves 
away, feeling lonelier than ever,) 

On the Terrace of the Burg, Half an hour later. 


Scene— Bridge over the Begniiz, at Kuremherg, Time, afternoon, Culch, {on a seat commandmg a panorama of roofs, gables, turrets. 
The shadows of the old gabled and balconied houses are thrown and spires). Now this is a thing that can only be properly enjoyed 
sharply on the reddish-yellow watei\ ^ Above the steep speckled ^^en one is by oneself . The mere presence of Podbury— well, thanlc 
roofs, the spires of St, Lorenz glitter against the blue sky, goodness, he ’s found more congenial company. {He ^ghs,) That 
CuLCHiJiD is leaning listlessly upon the parapet of the bridge, looks like an English girl sketching on the next seat. Rather a fine 


restful! (Ee yawns.) TTiat a blessed relief to be without that or it, now uw e xo .x.x„xx ^.x. 

fellow PoDBTTRT ! He ’s Tery Careful to keep out of my way— I’ve Lady rues anc? walls to the T^nlicVit 

S^Jly seen him since I’ve been here. He must find it dreadfuUy her india-rubber beknd te^^ I really t^k I ought— {lie 
dull. [Ee sighs.) I ought to find material for a oolour-sonnet here, rescues the mdia-rubber, 

with these subdued grey tones, those dull coppery-greens, and the I mistaken m supposing that this piece of india-rubber is yom 
fflowinsr reds of the conical cans of those towers. I ought — ^but I property r ‘j.* • 

§on’t. I fancy that half -engagement to Maud Trotter must haye The Y, L, {in musically precise tones), ^ supposition is per- 

scared away the Muse. I wonder if Podbury has really gone yet? fectly correct. I was under the inmression ^hat it 

{Here a thump on the back disposes of any doubt as to this,] Er — so where it was for a few moments ; Imt I am ohlit,ed to you, neyer- 

' . . A r J f 77 jA^ T /M ^*1 1 -f A 1 VI H 1 crkOTI QCI h I A in QlTAr^niTlO*. 


you ’re stiU at Nuremberg ? 

Bodbury (cheerfully). Rather I 
suits me down to the ground. 
And how are you getting on ? 

Culch, Perfectly, thanks. 
My mind is being — er — sti- 
mulated here in lie direction 
most congenial to it. 

Bodb, So ’s mine. By the 
way, have you got a book — 

I don’t mean a novel, but a 
regular improving book— the 
stodgier the better— to lend a 
fellow ? 

Culch, 'Well, I brought an 
Bpitome of Herbert Spencer^ s 
Synthetic Bhilosophy away 
with me to dip into occasion- 
ally. It seems a very able 
summary, and you are wel- 
come to it, if it ’s of Jany use 
to you. 

Bodh, Spencer, eh?— he’s 
a stiff kind of old bird, ain’t 
he ? He ’ll do me to-rights, 
thanks. 

Culch, It strikes me, Pon- 
BURY, that you must find the 
time rather lon^, to want a 
book of that kind. If you 
: wish to resume our — ah— ori- 
ginal relations, I am quite 
ready to overlook what 1 am 
sure was only a phase of not 
unnatural disappomtment. 

Bodb, (cheerily). Oh, that ’s 
all right, old fellow. I ’ve got 
over all that business. {He 
colours slightly,) How soon 
did you think of moving 
on? 

Culch, ijbriskly). As soon as 
you please. We might start 
for Constance to-morrow, if 
you like. 


\ Awkwardly, theless. I find india-rubber quite indispensable in sketching. 


Regular ripping old place this — | Culch, I can quite understand that. 



Er— I have brought you the philosophical work I mentioned.” 


t. I— I mean that it reduces 
the — er — ^paralysing sense of 
irrevocability. 

The Y, L, You express my 
own meaning exactly. 
[CuLCHxARD, not being qxdte 
sure of his oivn, is pro- 
portionately pleased, 

Culch, You have chosen an 
inspiring scene, rich with his- 
torical interest. 

The Y, L, (enthusiastically). 
Yes, indeed. What names 
rise to one’s mind instinc- 
tively ! Melanchthon, John 
Huss, Kraft, and Peter 
Yischer, and Durer, and 
WoHLGEMUT, and Maximi- 
LTAN THE FiRST, Und LOUIS 

OF Bavaria ! 

Culch, {who has read up the 
local history, and does not in- 
tend to he beaten at this ga^ne). 
Precisely. And the imperious 
Margrave op Brandenburg, 
and Wallenstein, and Gus- 
TAVUS Adolphus, and Goetz 
von Berltchingen. One can 
almost see their— or— pictu- 
resque iiersonalities still 
haunting the narrow streets 
as wo look down. 

The Y, L, I find it im- 
possible to distinguish even 
the streets from ho?‘e, I con- 
fess, but you probably^ see 
with the imagination of an 
artist. Are you one by any 
chance ? 

Culch, Only in words ; that 
is, I "record my impressions in 
a poetic form. A perfect son- 
net may render a scene, a 
mood, a passing thought, more 


with a relation of his, and— well, the fact is, they rather made a on the whole, better adapted to express the subtler emotions. Don’t 
point of my going on to Constance with them, don’t you see ? But you agree with me there ? 

I daresay we could work it so as to go on all together. I’ll see Culch, (who has done no Greek or Latin verse since he left school). 


I daresay we could work it so as to go on all together. I’ll see Culch, (who has done no Greek or Latin verse since he left school), 
say about it. ^ ^ Doubtless. But I am hindering your sketch ? 

Culch, (stiffly), I ’m exceedingly obliged— but so large a party is The Y. L, No, I was merely saturating my mind with Iho 
scarcely— however, I’ll let you know whether I can join yon or general effect. I shall not really begin my sketch till to-morrow, 
not this evening. Are yon — er— going anywhere in particular I am going now. I hope the genius of the ifiace will inspire 
just now ? you. 

Bodb, Weil, yes. I’ve got to meet Prendergast at the Cafe Culch, Thank you. I trust it will — er — have that effect. (To 
^ons. We’re gomg to beat up some stables, _ and see if we can’t himself, after the Young Lady has left the terrace.) Now, that’s 
* ?• ^ before dinner. Do you feel a very superior girl— she has intellect, stylo, culture— everything 

mclmed to a tittup ? ^ ^ the ideal woman should have. I wonder, now, whether, if I luul 

Cw/cA Ihanks, but I am no equestrian, {To himself , after Von- met her before — but such speculations arc most unprofitable ! How 
BURY s d^m'tyre.) He seems to manage well enough without me. clear her eyes looked through her pince-nez! Blue-grey, like 

^rir think my society would be more good for him than , Athene’s own. If I ’d been with Podbuey, I should never have had 

Why did he want to borrow that book, though ? Can my influence this talk. The sight of him would havo repelled her at once. I 
after all-; - (He walks on thoughtfully, till^ he finds hwiself before shall teU him when I take him that book that he had better go his 
an optician s window in which a mechanical monkey is looking own way with his new friends. I shall spend most of to-morrow on 
through a miniature telescope ; the monkey suddenly turns its head this terrace. 
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Scene — The Conversations- Saal at the 
Wurtemhurger-Hof. Evening. PoD- 
BUEY at the piano ; Bob Pbenbee- 
GAST and his sister Hypatia seated 
near him. 

Podb. {chanting dolefxdly)— 

Now then, this party as what came from 
Pla-an-ders, 

What had the com-ples-i-on rich and 
rare, 

He went and took and caught the yeller ja- 
aun-ders — 

And his complexion isn’t what it were ! 

Mr. and Miss Prendergast [joining 
sympathetically in ohoru^. And his 
complexion isnH what it ivei^e / 

[There is a faint knock at the door, 
and CuLCHAED enters with a volume 
under his^ arm. None of the three 
observes him, and he stands and listens 
stiffly as PoDBUEY continues , — 

Well, next this pai-ty as what came from 
Pla-an-ders, 

Whose complex -shun was formi-ally rare, 
Eloped to Injia with Eliza Sa-aun-ders, 
As lived close by in Canonbury Square. 

Culch. [advances^ to piano and touches 
Podbuey’s arm with the air of his better 
angel). Er— I have brought yon the 
philosophical work I mentioned. I will 
leave it for an occasion when you are 
— er— in a litter frame of mind for its 
perusal, 

Podb. Oh, beg pardon, didn’t see 
you, old fellow. Awfully obhged j jam 
it down anywhere, and {lohispering) I 

say, I want to introduce you to 

Culch. [in a tone of emphatic disap- 

f roval). 1 ou must really excuse me, as 
fear I should be scarcely a congenial 
spirit in such a party. So good night 
— or, rather— er—good-5.V0. 

[lie withdraws. 
3Iiss Hypatia P. {just as C. is about 
to close the door). Please don’t stop, Mr. 
PoDBUEYj that song is quite too de- 
liciously inane ! 



THE STERNER SEX! 

“ Hullo, Geety ! You 've got Peed’s Hat on, and 
HIS Cover Coat ? ” 

“Yes. Don’t you like it?*' 

“Well — IT makes you look like a Young Man, 

YOU KNOW, AND THAT ’S SO EFFEMINATE 1 ” 


[CuiCHAED turns as he hears the voice, 
and — too late — recogniseshis Athene of 
that afternoon. He retires in confti- 
sion, and, as he passes und^r the win- 
dow, hears Podbuey sing the final 
verse. 

The moral is — Howi^donU you come from 
Pla-an-ders, 

If you should have complexions rich and 
rare ; 

And don’t you go and catch the yaUer 
ja-aun-derSj 

Nor yet know girls in Canonbury Square ! 

Miss Hypatia P. [in a clear soprano). 
“Nor yet know girls in Canonbury 
Square ! ” 

[CuLCHAED passes on, crushed. 


Doggerel by a ‘‘Disher.” 

[On September 1 the Pree Education Act 
came into force throughout England and 
Wales.] 

Eemembee, remember 
The first of September 
And Pree Education’s sly plot ; 

I know no reasons 
"Why cancelling fees on 
The poor shonld not silence Bad rot I 


A Note and Gueey.— At the en- 
thronement of Dr. Maclagan as Arch- 
bishop of York “ the band of the Pirst 
Royal Dragoons,” says the Daily 
Gh'aphic, “played an appropriate 
march.” That the band of the Royal 
Dragoons should symbolically and 
cymhallically represent the Church 
Militant is right enough ; hut what is 
“a march appropriate*’ to an Arch- 
bishop ? One of Bishop’s glees would 
have been more suitable to the occasion. 
Henceforth Dr. Maclagan can say, if 
he likes. “I’m ^rc A-hishop of Can- 
terbury ! ” 


“The Great Loan Land.”— R ussia. 


THE GROUSE THAT JACK SHOT. 

{A Solemn Tragedy of the Shooting Season.) 

This is the Grouse that Jack shot. 

This is the friend who expected the Grouse that Jack shot. 

This is the label addressed to the friend who expected the Grouse 
that Jack shot. 

This is the Babel where lost was the label addressed to the friend, &o. 

This is the porter who “ found” the “ birds ” in the Babel where lost 
was the label, &c. 

This is the dame with the crumpled hat, wife of the porter who 
“ found” the “birds,” &c. 

This is the cooking- wench fiorid and fat of the dame with the 
crumpled hat, &c. 

This is the table where diners sat, served by the cooking-maid fiorid 
and fat of the dame with the crumpled hat, &c. 

This is the gourmand all forlorn, who dreamed of the table where 
diners sat, served by the cooking-wench fiorid and fat, &c. 

This is the postman who knocked in the morn awaking the gourmand 
all forlorn from his dream of the table, &c. ^ ^ 

And this is Jack (with a face of scorn) thinking in wrath of 
“ directions ” torn from the parcel by Railway borne, announced 
by the postman who knocked in the morn, awaking the gourmand 
all forlorn, who dreamed of the table where diners sat, served by 
the cooking-wench florid and fat of the dame with the crumpled 
hat, wife of the porter who “ found” the “ birds ”n in the Babel 
where lost was the label addressed to the friend who expected 
the Grouse that Jack shot ! 

Moe^u:.. 

If in the Shooting Season you some brace of birds would send 
(As per letter duly posted) to a fond expectant friend, 

Pray remember that a railway is the genuine modern Babel, 

And be very very careful how you fasten on the label ! 


A MUSICAL SUGGESTION. 

{Certainly New and Original.) 

"Why doesn’t one of our talented com;^sers— Sir Arthur, or Mr. 
Mackenzie, or Mr. Stanford, or Mr. Edward Solomon — ^write a 
Cantata, entitled The Weather f The subject is thoroughly English, 
and lends itself so evidently to much variety in treatment. The 
title should be, The Weather ; a Meteorological Cantata. 

It shodd commence with a hojjef ul movement, indicative of the 
views of various people interested in the weather as to future pro- 
babilities. The sportsman, the agriculturist, the holiday-mater, 
likewise the livery-stable keeper, and the umbrella manufacturer 
would, cum multis aliis, be all represented ; Songs without Words ; 
the Sailor’s Hope ; then wind instruments ; solo violin ; the Maiden’s 
Prayer for her Sailor-love’s Safety, &c. Then “ as the arrows ” (on 
the Times chart) ‘ ‘ fly with the wind, ’ * so would the piccolo, followed by 
the trombone, and thus the approach of the storm would he indicated. 
Roll on drum, distant thunder ; the storm passes off, and we have a 
beautiful air (the composer’s best), which delights and reassures us. 

All at once, “dsturhances advance from the Atlantic;” grand 
effect, this ! 

Sudden Fall of Barometer ! (This would he something startling on 
drum and cymbals, with, on ’cello, a broken chord. ) Momentary relief 
of a “ light and fresh breeze ” (hornpipe), interrupted by showers from 
the West and winds from the^ North ; then strong wind from East 
(something Turkish here) ; light breeze from Scotland (Highland 
Fling); Antioy clonic movement; “Depression” on the hauthois; 
inorease of wind; then thunder, lightning, rain— all the elements at 
it ! Grand effect ! I Crash ! ! ! and ... for finale, calm sea, sun 
shining, joyful chorus, Harvest Home, weddings, &c., &c., &c. 

I ’ ve notriing more to say. Surely this outline is sufficient. Only 
if any Composer does make use of this idea, and become famous 
thereby, let him not be ungrateful to the suggester of this brilliant 
notion (copyright), whose name and address may be had for the 
asking at the Fleet Street Office. 
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SOME CIRCULAR NOTES. 

Chapter YI. 

Hecoverif — Waiter — Vicomte — Chateau — Reception — Night-^Morn^ 
ing — Workers — Headston es — 3femories — Stones — Explanations 
— Breakfast — Off— Back again, 

Daubinet, quite recovered from his fatigue, sings “Blass the 
Prince of Wailes” enthusiasticallyj and at intervals ejaculates 
queer, uncouth -words in the Ilussian tongue. Breakfast -with 














. 




** Karascho I ” exclaims Daubinet. 

Russian tongue. He asks the waiter for minuoschhak karosli 
caviar, To which the waiter adroitly replies, '' parfaiteinent 
M^sieu” and disappears. Returning ten minutes afterwards the 
wily attendant makes no further allusion to the sun-Dosed errand 
that has taken him out of the room. 

Then Daubinet, remembering that we are lit- 
erally “here to-day and gone to-morrow,” says 
we must visit his friend -fche Yioomte. I cannot 
catch the Yioomte’ s name ; I manage to do so for 
half an hour at a time, and then it escapes me. 

As we are in this champagney country, I write 
it down as M. le Yicomte be Champagniac. We 
' are to dine and sleep there. A Mght in a French 
Chateau. “ But this is another story.” 

On our arrival at the Ch§,teau de ^uelquechose 
we are right royally and heartily received. De- 
lightful evening. Vive la Compagnie! Mag- 
nmcent view j&om my^ bedroom. In the clear 
moonlight I can see right away for miles and 
miles over the Champagne valleys. At 6’30 we are 
in the break, and -within an hour or so are “All 
among the barley ” as the song used to say, which j! j 
I now apply to *‘An amongst the Yineyards.” 

Peasants at work everywhere: picking and sort- 

ing. How they must dislike grapes 1 Of course 

they are all teetotallers, and no more touch a 

drop of champagne than a grocer eats his o-wm 

currants, or a confectioner his own sweetmeats. I // 

s-uppose the butcher lives exclusively on fish, and ///m 

Ms friend, the neighbouring fishmonger, is en- 

tirely dependent on the butcher for Ms sustenance, 

except when game is in, and then both deal with 

the gamester or poulterer. There are some -traders 


in necessaries who can make a fair deal all round. ^ The only excep- 
tion to this rule, for wMch, from personal observation, I can vouch, 
is the tobacconist, who is always smoking his own cigars. 

Wonderful this extensive plain of vineyards ! and what stunted 
little stumps with leaves round them are all these vines ! Hot in it 
with our own graceful hops. Ho hedges or ditches to separate one 
owner’s property from another’s. To each little or big patch of land 
there is a white headstone with initials on it, as if somebody had 
hurriedly and unostentatiously been buried on the spot where he fell, 
killed in the Battle of the Yineyards, by^ a grape-shot. At first, 
seeing so many of these white headstones with initials on each one, I 
conclude that it is some peculiar French way of marking distances 
or laying out plots, and I find my conclusion is utterly erroneous. 

“these white stones,” M. Yesquier explains, “mark the 
boundaries of different properties.” Odd ! The plain is cut up into 
little patches, and champagne-growers, like knowing birds, have 
popped down on “ here a bit and there a bit and everywhere a bit ” 
from time to time, so that one headstone records the fact that “ here 
lies the property of J. M.,” and within a few feet is another head- 
stone “ sacred to the memory of P. and G-.,” or P. without the G. ; 
then removed but a step or two is a stone with a single “A.” on it, 
and a short distance from the road is “H. ” — poor letter “H” 
apparently dropped for ever. Here lie “M.,” and “M. and C.,” 
and several other heroes whose names recall many a glorious cham- 
pagne. And so on, and so on ; the initials recurring again quite 
unexpectedly, the plots of ground held by the same proprietor 
being far apart. But, as it suddenly occurs to me, if these cham- 
pagne-growers are all in the same plains for twenty miles or more 
round about, aU in much the same position, and all the grapes 
apparently the same, why isn’t it all the same wine ? 

Karascho ! ” exclaims Daubinet, who, under the hot rays of 
the early morning: sun, is walking in his shirt-sleeves, his coat over 
his arm, Ms hat in one hand, and a big sunshade in the other, “I 
will tell you.” TTien he commences, and except for nowand then 
breaking off into Russian expletives, and interspersing Ms discourse 
with selections from British national melodies, his explanation is 
lucid, and the reasons evident. Soil and sun account for everything ; 
the-soil being varied, and the sun shifty. “ Pou ni my f comprenez^ 
voif>s f ” he asks. 

I do perfectly, at the moment ; but subsequently trying to explain 
the phenomena scientifically, I find that 1 have not quite pene- 
trated the mystery au fond. We visit the Wine-press, which 
{Happy Thought!) would bo an appropriate title for a journal 
devoted entirely to the wine-growing and wine-vending interests. 

“ And now,” says M. le Yicomte, “ we must return to brealefast, 
or the sun will be too strong for us.” 

So back we go to our eleven o’clock dejeuner in a beautifully cool 
r 9 om, of which repast the sweetest little cray-lish, fresh from the 
river, are by no means the worst part of the entertainment. Then 
coffee, cigars, and lounge. Yes, there are some things better 
managed in France than chez nous ; and the division of the day 
between labour and refreshment is, in my humble opinion, one of 
them. In the contriving of dainty dishes out of the simplest mate- 
rials, the French seem to hold that everytMng is good for food in 
tMs best of all possible worlds, if it be only treated on a -wise system 
of yariation, permutation, and combination. We discuss these 
subjects of the Mgher education until arrives the inevitable 
hour of departure. Let us not linger on the doorstep. Into the 














“ Da Karascho ! All r-r-right I ” 
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trap again. Bon voyage ! Au revotr ! And as passing out of 
the lodge-gate we get a last glimpse of the party waying adieux to 
us from the uj^per terrace, Daubinet flourishes his hat, and sings out 
at the top of his voice, “We’re leaving thee in sorrow,' Anitie,” 
which is more or less appropriate, perhaps ; and then, as the last flutter 
of a pocket-handkerchief is seen, he flnishes with “imd hlass the 
Prince of Wahes ! !” After which he subsides, occasionally break- 
ing the silence to sigh aloud, “ 0 Maman!^^ and thenceforth, for 
the greater part of the journey to Paris, he slumbers in a more or 
less jumpy maimer. 

At the Grand Hotels Baris, — “ Aha! ” cries M. le Baron Blum:, — 
always in full Blum at the Grand Hotel,— “ At last! arrived I” as 
a he had expected us for several weeks past, — “How are you? I 
have your rooms ready for you 1 ” He must have seen us driving 
into the courtyard, and settled our numbers there and then, not a 
minute ago. It’s a great thing for weary travellers to be welcomed 
on arrival. No matter if they ’re forgotten a^ain the next moment, 
and not thought of again until the hour of their departure. It is the 
welcome that is everything ; it implies so much, and may mean so 
little. But, at the Grand, Paris, Avis aux Messieurs les voyageurs^ 
“When in doubt, consult Blum!” We enjoy a good but expen- 
sive dinner at the Maison Dor§e. For myself, I prefer the simple 
fare at half the price to be found chez Noel, or at some other quiet 
and moderate restaurants that I could name. Next morning a brief 
but welcome breakfast at Amiens, a tranquil crossing, and we are 
bidding each other adieu at the Victoria Station. Music to the 
situation, “JTome once moreB Good-bye to my excellent amf 
Daubiket, who stays a few hours in London, and then is ofl to 
Russia, Egypt, Iceland, Australia. 

‘ ‘Da Karascho ! All r-r-right I ’ ’ 

And so ends a ifleasant holiday trip to the Champagne Coimtry, or 
real “ Poppy-Land.” 


STORICULES. 

V.— A Born Aeistoorat. 

Whenever I forgot to put the matches in my pocket on leaving 
the chambers, I used to buy a box from a boy who stood at the street 
corner, where the ’busses stop. He was a small boy, somewhat 
ragged and occasionally a good deal splashed with mud. He was 

bright and energetic, 
and he did a very 
fair trade. There 
was an air of com- 
plete independence 
about him, which 
one does not often 
find in match- boys. 
His method of re- 
commending ^ his 
wares was consider- 
ably above the 
average of the peri- 
patetic vendor ; it 
suggested a large 
emporium, plate 
glass, mahogany 
counters, and gor- 
geous assistants 
with fair hair parted 
in the middle : 

“Nowoff’rin! A 
unooshally lawge 
box of wax vestas 
for one penny. Shop 
early and shop often, 
Foosees, Sir ? Yessir. 
Part o’ a bankrupt’s 
stock.” 

This was smart of him. By differing a little from the usual 
match-boy manner, lie attracted more attention, and grins, a“ 
coppers. 

One morning I had climbed up to the top of the ’bus and taken my 
seat, when I saw that the boy had followed me. 

“No use,” I said : “ 1 don’t want any this mormng.” 

“ Well, I ain’t soilin’ none this mornin’. Sir. I ’m goin’ a ride on 
this ’ere ’buss. My wife’s got the carridge hout in the Park ; so I m 
druv to takin’ busses — same as you. Sir.’’ He took the seat next^ 
mine, and added seriously, “I expeeks as you ain’t likely to be 
buyin’ no more matches from me.” 

“Why, William?” 

“ My name is REoaERNULD, Sir. Yer see, I ’m movin inter other 

g emises, as yer might say. I ’ve give up my stand at yon comer. 
e jerked his thumb in the direction of it, 

“What’s that for?” 



“Oh— well— nothin’. Some of ’em think I’m a fool for doin’ it. 
The fac’ was— I couldn’t quite git on with my comp’ny there ? ” 
What do you mean ? ” 

I mean that other boy what come last Toosday, and started 
sellin’ pipers at my corner. You don’t know ’oo ’e is, p’r’aps, nor 
'oo I am.” I did not know, and I was very willmg to get the story 
out of Reginald. 

“Well, I come o’ pretty mod’ rately ’speetable folks, I do; and I 
ain’t goin’ to chum up with no thieves’ sons an’ as like as not thieves 
theirselves. No thankyer. Them Board Schools is a deal too mixed. 
Thet’s ’ow I come to know about thet boy. ’Is father ’ad a barrer, 
thet were what ’is father did for a livelihood, an’ ’is mother were up 
afore the beaks for poppin’ shirts what she ’d took in to wash. WeU, 
I ain’t one to brag, but my father were a ’air-dresser’s assistant in 
Pimlico. Pretty well up, too, ’e was. The way ’e ’d shive yer were 
sutthin’ to see. Shivin’ ? Yer couldn’t call it sMvin’ ; it were 
gen’us, thet ’s what it were. Speocilation rooined ’im. ’E stawted 
a small plice of ’is own, and bust. Then ’e took to the turf, and bust 
agin. Then Mother begun dress-mikin’ and there weren’t no dress- 
mikin’ to be ’ad ; so that bust. We was unfortnit. Heve’rytbin’ as 
we touched bust. But we never run no barrers, an’ we never was 
up afore no beaks, and if there weren’t such a thund’rin’ lot of us, I 
shouldn’t be doin’ this now. Anywye, I respecs myself. So I’m 
goin’ to start a new pitch an’ chawnce it.” 

I inquired where the new pitch was to be. 

“I’m swoppin’ with another boy (Edduds ’is nime is) up fur end 
o’ this street. ’E ain’t so pertieler as I am. Clerks lives there 
mostly, an’ the biz ain’t so good as it was in my old plice. Them 
clerks wears top-’ats, an’ conserquently they daren’t smoke pipes. 
They cawn’t aflord to smoke cigars, and cigarettes is off’rin’ eyep’ny 
oices to a stawvin’ man. So they don’t smoke at all, an’ don’t want 
no matches. An’ I don’t blime ’em, mind yer. Pussonally, I chews 
— ^but if I smoked a pipe I wouldn’t do it with one o’ them ’ats on. 
’Cos why ? ’Cos I believes in a bit o’ style. Not that I ’m stuck-up 
as yer might say. but I don’t see no sense in lettin’ myself down. 
If I ’d liked I could ’a made it so ’ot fur thetnewspiper boy that ’e’d 
’ave ’ad to go. I could ’a mopped up the pudcRes with ’im if I ’d 
wanted. But I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t conterminate myself by so 
much as ’avin’ a word with ’im. I ’d sooner leave — eyen if I lose 
money''on it. My father were one for style too, afore ’is shop bust. 
Thet’s’owit is, yer see. Some goes up, and some goes down. We’ve 
come down, but I draws the line somewheer fur all thet — sure ’s my 
name ’s Reggernuld. An’ what do you think ? ” 

I told him that I was rather inclined to think that he was an idiot, 
and tried to show him why he was an idiot. But he would not be 


convinced. Class prejudice was strong within ’im. 

TnflTT ■i:ln’nTr T vnnr 


Look ’ere,” he*said,,“ you may think I ’m young to be a’ visin’ o’ 


you. Sir. But jest mark my words- 
comp’ny yer gits familyer with, 
kinducter, yer needn’t stop.” 


-you cawn’ be too keerful what 
I gits of ’ere. All-right, 


MORE EXCITEMENT IN PARIS. 

[“A valuable porcelain vase having been stolen from 
Versailles Palace, a band of English tourists who were 
visiting the place have been searched by the police; but 
nothing was found upon them, and they have been liberated.” 
— St, James's Gazette^ Sept. 17.] 



Portrait of English Tourist searched 
in Paris on suspicion of having a The Porcelain Yase 
valuable Porcelain Yase concealed in question, 
about his person. 


Holiday- 

Fare 

in 

Cornwall. 
A Roll on 
the billow, 
A Loaf by 
the shore, 
A Fig for 
fashion. 
And Cream 
galore 1 


What ’s 
in a 

KTame P ” 


Mr. Augus- 
TiN Daly 
says, “I have 
never found, 
as Chatter- 
ton did, that 
Shakspeabe 
spelt Ruin.” 
perhaps he 
has been more 


inclined to 
think that 
Shakspearb 
sgelt Rehan, 
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TRULY CONSCIENTIOUS. 


ToysJiopnan, “Beg pardon, Miss, but here 's your Change, which you 'd PORG0TTKN~-ONE-AND-!N‘iNBPENaB ! ” 
little Maid, “Oh, thank you very much! But we 're not allowed to take Money from anybody but Grandi>apa ! 


TURNING THE TABLES; 

Or, the Bear as Leader. 

[“ The French belieyed so implicitly in Russian 
friendship, even when there was nothing whatever 
to indicate its existence, that they may be excused 
for rating at more than they are worth expressions 
of goodwill, which, after all, are as ambiguous as 
they are tardy . . . The success of a Russian Loan is 
not dearly purchased by a little effusion, which, 
after all, commits Russia to nothing. Frencli 
sentiment is always worth cultivating in that way, 
because, unlike the British variety, it has a distinct 
influence upon investments .” — Daily Faper.] 

“ But just fancy the confusion 
"WTien a bear has burst bus fetters ! ” 

Heine’s Atta Troll , 

Air — JBloudie Jache ,^' 

Oh ! why does your eye gleam so bright ? 

Russian Bear ? 

Oh ! why does your eye gleam so bright ? 

You Ve broken your fetters. Like some of 
your betters, 

Your freedom moves some with affright. 

All right ? 

Well, that ’s reassuring,— oh I quite ! 

Yes, your optic gleams piggishly bright, 
Hussian Bear ; 

It gleams with true ursine delight. 

^Tis done— Trance is won, And ’tis capital 
fun^ 

To hold it in shackles, which, slight— 

Ho! ho! — 

Yet £t so remarkably tight. 

The chains may feel light as a thread, 
Russian Bear I 

As light and as slight as a thread ; 


But though light be the chain. Will his 
might and his main 
Again rend it in twain ? Tear is fled ! 

Qruite lied I 

And old animosity dead. 

Haw! haw! 

Hay, laugh not I pray you so loud, 

Russian Bear I 

Oh I laugh not so loud and so clear I 
Though sly is your smile The heart to 
beguile, 

Bruin’s chuckle is horrid to hear, 

0 dear ! 

And makes quidnuncs quake and feel queer. 

You have quite turned the tables, that ’s true, 
Russian Bear, 

The dancer did use to be you, 

How you thump the tabor, And France, 
your “ dear neighbour,” 

Seems game to dance on tiU all’s blue. 

Hurroo I 

ADianoes are pretty things, 

Russian Bear ! 

Seductive and promising things ; 

That rat -a- tat -too, Which suggests a 
Review — 

Makes his legs whirl as swiftly as wings. 

How he springs 

And leaps to the wild whiUaloo I 

You pipe and he dances this time, 

Russian Bear I 
The Bear and his Leader change places. 
Ouicker and quicker he, Steps; Miss 
Terpsichore 

Scarce could show prettier paces. 

Houp Id! 

Atta Troll could not rival his graces. 


He who pays for the Pipe calls the tune— 
Russian Bear ! 

Pooh I that old saw ’s quite obsolete. 

Just look at that stocking I What matters 
men’s mocking ? 

He ’ll pay, but your tune is so sweet — 

Rat- tat- too !— ; 

That it keeps him at work hands and feet ! 

IIow long ? That remains to be seen, 
Russian Bear ; 

But in spite of political sjdeen, 

And Treaties and Fables, You have turned 
the tables. 

Such sight is not frequently seen. 

You ’ve slipped yourself out of your chains, 
Russian Bear ; 

’Till hardly a shackle remains 
In Black Sea or Bosphorus. This may 
mean loss for us, 

Bruin cares not whilst he gains. 

Treaties and protocols irk, 

Russian Bear ; 

And therefore are matters to shirk. 

Berlin and Paris, No longer must harass 
This true friend of France — and the Turk. 

Hrumph! hrumph! 

Well, well, we shall see how ’twill work ! 


“ Hanging Theology.”— Readers of the 
Times have been for some time in a state of 
suspense— most appropriately — as to the result 
of the correspondence carried on by Lord 
Grimthorpe & Co. under the above heading. 
At all events the Editor of the Times has 
been giving his correspondents quite enough 
rope to ensure the i)roverbial termination of 
their epistolary existence. 
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“ REVOLTED MORTIMER.” 

[Dr. Mortimer Granyille, in a letter to the 
Tmes^ attacks the logic and disputes the dogmas 
of the fanatical Teetotaller, and carries the war 
into the enemy’s country by boldly asserting that 
“ incalculable harm has been done to the average 
human organism, with its functions, which we are 
wont to classify as mental and physical, by the 
spread of teetotal views and practices.”] 

Oho ! Doctor Mortimer G-ranvtlle, 

You are scarcely as bland as De Banvelle, 
On the Knights of the Pump 
Your assertions come thump 
Like an old Cyclops^ “ sledge on his anvU. 

Fanatical lo^ic is “ quishy ” ; 

Each crank in his bonnet has his bee. 

They swagger, dod rot ’em !— 

Like loud Bully Bottom 
"Wlien playing the Thraso to “ TMsly,^^ 

Total abstinence purely pernicious ? 

Oh, Doctor, that^s really delicious ! 

That’s turning the tables 
On faddists, whose fables 
Do make the judicious suspicious. 

Your modest and moderate drinker, 

Who ’s also a fair-minded thinker, 

Would look in the face 
The fell scourge of our race. 

Sense from logic should not be a shrinker. 

But drinking and drunkenness, truly, 

Should not be confounded unduly. 

Fanatics here blunder ; 

As far they ’re asunder 
As Tempe and Ultima Thule ! 

We thank you, whose lucid urbanity 
Assures us our favourite “vanity ” 

(To quote cheery Sam) 

FTeed not be a “ dram ” 

To drive us to death or insanity. 

Good wine and sound ale have their uses, 

To distinguish ’twixt which and abuses 
The clear-headed want j 
But illogical cant 

Will ne’er solve our worst social cruces. 

“ Table waters and watery ” wines, Sirj 
Don’t cheer up a man when Lo dines, Sir. 

To gases and slops, 

Ana weak “fizzles,” and “ pops,” 
The weak stomach only inclines, Sir. 

Like teetotal cant, they’re “ depressing,” 
And if you can give them a dressing. 

With logic compact, 

Firmly founded on fact, 

Sober sense will bestow its best blessing. 

But drunkenness, Doctor is awful, 

’Tis that we could wish made unlawful. 

’Tis that which will prick ^ 

A man’s conscience when sick 
Of fanatics of flatulent jaw full. 

Your sots are sheer abominations, 

But they who deserve castigations 

Much more than poor “ drunks,” 
Are those pestilent skunks 
Who poison the people's potations ! 

Good wine and sound ale need apology ? 

No ! But there ’s something to follow, G. ! 
Distilling and Brewing 
Must work our undoing 
When branches of mere Toxicology ! 

Good malt, hop, and grape, though fermented. 
May leave a man well and contented, 

But poisons infernal 
(See any Trade Journal !) 

Drive decent souls drunk and demented. 

Verb, sap, ! You ’ll, excuse the suggestion. 
They soften brains, ruin digestion ; 

Sap body and soul, 

In the (drugged) Flowii^Bowl. 
There, Doctor, ’s the real Drink Question ! 


Meanwhile, Bunch admires your plain 
speaking. 

Enough of evasion and sneaking ! 

Let fact, logic stout. 

And sound pluck fight it out. 
Truth’s “ at home” to right valorous seeking. 

Of course, my dear Doctor, you’ll catch it. 
The Pumb is aggressive ; you match it, 

W hoever proves right, 

Your pluck starts a good fight. 

And Bunch is delighted^to watch it I 


THE CONQUERED ^^WORTH.^^ 

{Soim way after Poe’s Conqueror Worm") 

[“"When women no longer interest themselves in 
silks and satins, ribbons and furbelows, it will be 
an infallible sign that the great drama of humanity 
is at length played out, and that the lights are to 
be turned down, and the house left to silence and 
the dark .” — Daily Chronicle.} 

I. 

Lo ! ’tis a gala night 
Within the “ Eational ” latter years 1 
A female throng, dowdy, bedight 
In veils, and drowned in tears, 

Sits in a theatre, to see 
A play of hopes and fears, 

Whilst the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres. 

n. 

Mimes, dressed in fashion now gone by. 
Mutter and mumble low, 

And hither and thither fly : 

Mere puppets they who come and go 

At the bidding of a huge 
formless Thing 

^ m That shifts the scenery to 

and fro. 

Ruling the World from fiat 
and wing— 

Paris and Pimlico I 


That motley drama— oh, be 

It sh^ not be forgot I 
W ■ With its Phantom chased 
M B 4 evermore 

jy F m ^ crowd that seize it 

Througi a circle that ever 
retumeth in 
To the self-same spot ; 

With much of Folly, and waste of Tin, 

And Vanity soul of the plot. 


But see, "amid the mimic rout 
A mystic shape intrude ! 

A formless thing that writhes from out 
The scenic sontude 1 

It writhes ! it squirms 1— vdth mortal pangs. 
Mocked at bylaughter rude ; 

There ’s no more snap in its sharp fangs, 
Which once that crowd subdued. 


Out— out are the lights— out all ! 

And over each pallid form, 

The curtain, Mode’s funeral pall, 

Comes down amidst hisses in storm j 
And the audience, dowdy, but human. 
Uprising proclaim, vsith wild mirth. 
That the play is the Comedy “ Woman,” 
And the hero the conquered “ Worth.” 


Extremes Meet. 

It is a noticeable thing 
That when Kent bines produce their crop. 
Swelldom is always “on the wing,” 

And Slumdom “ on the Hop” ! 


THE LATEST WEATHEE-WISE 
DOGGEREL. 

By a Bcientijic Bain-mak&r. 

[It is stated that ram may be brought doT^’U by 
the explosion of dynamite and blastmg-powder 
attached to oxy hydrogen balloons and kite-tails.] 

Evening red and morning grey 
Will send the traveller on Ms way ; 

But— blasting-powder on kites’ tails spread, 
Will^hring down rain upon Ms head. 

Betort by a Washed-out Wayfarer'. 

If dynamite would bring weather, 
Scientists might be in fine feather, 

As ’tis, I sing, to the schoolboy tune, 

“ Yah-hah ! (oxyhydrogen) balloon I ” 

EATHER AND SON. 

(A Possible Dialogue after a Recent Decision at 
Marylebone . ) 

Father, And now, my dear Son, I must 
ask you for your rent. 

Son, But surely, Father, I am entitled to 
a room in your house ? 

Father, Out of my love and affection ; hut 
tMsisamatterof busi- ^ 

ness ; and, if you de- . ”> 

sire to he a Voter, you 
must belmve ^ such. 

had some difeculty in 
scraping up enough | ij 

^atJier, Surely, 
eighteen shillings a- |i| , il 1 
week is a reasonable i|!|' 
sum for an apart- 
ment, however small, 
in Mayfair P - 

Son, I do not deny it ; still it seems hard 
that I should be mulcted to that extent some 
fif^ times a-year. 

Father, I cannot see the hardship, nor the 
money ! 

Son. If you really want it, it is here. 
[Broduces a pochet-booky from which he 
takes sufficient change to satisfy the 
claim. 

Father (pocketing coin). Thank yon ; and 
now we may say, adieu ! 

Son, But how about dinner— am I not to 
dine with you ? 

Father, Dine with me! What an idea! 
Why should you? 

Son. Because I am your Son. 

Father, You mean someone infinitely more 
important— my Lodger. 

Son, And you absolutely refuse me food ? 
Father, Not I, my boy ; not I ! It is the 
law ! If I was to give you what you ask, you 
and I would be had up for bribery. 

Son. Then you prefer patriotism to paternal 
affection? , , . , 

Father, WeU, to he candid with you, I 
do ! It is distinctly cheaper ! 

Muscovite Version of a Music-hall 
Chorus. 

Hirsch! Hirsoh! Eirsch! 

Here comes the Bogie Man ! 

He wants to help the Hebrews ; he ’ll catch 
them if he can. 

Hirsch! Hirsch! Hirsch! 

He ’s Mt upon a plan. 

And all the persecutors cry, “Here comes the 
Bogie Man ! ” 


lines on a photograph. 

Downex has photographed “the Fifes” at 
home. , _ ,, , 

Aha! Domestic music! Fife and “ drum” I 
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JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 

EiaHTH Entey. 

Since my call to tlie Bar, liaye been treating myseli to ratber a 


witbyou. ’ 


^ . Query ^ isn’t tbe word infra merely pleasantly 

quial ? ”) to tbe ground. 

L was,” I say boldly, “ going to ask you if you would let me read 


Since my call to tbe Bar, baye been treating myseli to ratber a “Were you?” replies Dick, apparently intensely astonished at 
long roll abroad. l?’ow, boweyer, tbe time bas come to deyote tbe idea; “ByJoye! I should be really sorry to disappoint you, 
myself to tbe work of tbe profession, which seems to mean studying Yes,” be goes on in a burst of generosity, “ I will make room for 
practical law with some discreet and learned Barrister. you— there ! ” 

Met a few nights ago, at dinner, a yery entertaining fellow. Full This is really kind of Dick Fibbins. We finally arrange that I 
of legal anecdotes. Told that it was Dick Fibbins, a Barrister, am to come in two days’ time— at tbe usual, and ratber pretentious 
“ and ratber a rising one.” Dick (why fee of one hundred guineas for a year’s “coaching” — and begin 
Eichaed?) talked about County work. 

Courts witb^ condescending tolerance : “ You’ll see some good cases with me— good fighting cases,” Fib- 

/ even the High Court Judges seemed bins remarks, as I take my leave. “ When there are no briefs, why, 

(according to bis own account) to you can read up tbe Law Ileports, you know. My books are quite at 
habitually quail before bis forensic your disposal.” 

acumen. ^ “ But,” I remark, a little surprised at that bint about no briefs — 

^ Mentioned to Fibbins that I bad just I thought Dick Fibbins bad more than be knew what to do with — 

been “ called,” and was “thinking of “I suppose— er — ^tbere ’plenty of business going on here ? ” 

Mtm yAmML reading in a Barrister’s chambers ; ” “ Ob, heaps,” replies Iybbins, ^ hastily. Tb en, as if to do away 

seemed to take the most friendly with anjr bad impression which bis thoughtless observation about no 
generous interest in me at once — briefs might have occasioned in my mind, be says, heartily, — 
asked me, indeed, to call on him any “ And, when I take old Peosee up to tbe Court of Appeal, you 
ds-y 1 liked at bis chambers m Waste shall come too^ and hear me argue P* 

Paper Buil<Bngs, which I thought I express suitable gratitude— but isn’t it ratber “contempt of 
'// e^ctremely kmd, as I was a complete Court ” on Fibbins’s part to talk about “ taking up ” a Judge ?— and 

^ stranger. , . , . . I depart, that I shall soon see something of tbe real inner life 


j/' ^ Ibf stranger. ^ feel, as I depart, ■ 

mk Gronextda 3 r. Clerk, with impressive of the Profession, 
receives me with due regard 
principal’s ^ legal standing. 

(Qwery — bas a rising Barrister any 01 

1 I 1 standing?) TMered into large room 

19 ill If ^1 surrounded with shelves containing, I ^ 

11 w\ \ 1 li magine, tbe Law Eeports firom the Maelowi 

l \ " l i ' Flood downwards. Just thinking Tboug] 

\ii II M f 1 what an excellent “ oldest inhabitant ” Has— in < 

Mv 1 ] 'So II Methttselah would have made Like Si 

vj U iiJ- ^ “Eight of Way” case, when And Pop; 

ds / Fibbins rises from the wooden When . 

J‘ arm-chair on which he has been sitting By every 

\Wy y vj j at a table crowded with papers, and Yet we 

Dick Fibbing. bundles tied up in dirty red tape, and 0^ 

shakes hands heartily. And mod 

What ’s your hue of country ? ” he asks— “ Equity or Common Were the 

Law?” Like 


I admit that it ’s Common Law. Have momentary feeling that 
E(^mty sounds better. Why Ootnmon La.'w? 

‘(^uite right,” he says, encouragingly ; “much the best branch. 
Jam a Common-Law man too.” Eefers to it as if it were a moral 
virtue on his— and my— part to have avoided Equity. Wonder if 
Eqmtymen talk in this way about “Common” Lawyers? If so, 
oughtn’t there to be more esprit de corps in the Profession ? 

Been before old Peosee, dueen’s Bench Di-vision, to-day,” he 
proceeds. “ Do you ever sit in Court ? ” 

I reluctantly confess that I have not made an habitual point of 
domg so. 

he says, finding that I can’t contradict him as to what 


OH THE MAELOWE MEMOEIAL. 

{Unveiled hy Mr, Hemy Irving at Canterbury , September 16, 1891.) 

Maelowe, your “mighty line” 

Though worthy of a darling of the Hine, 

Has— in quotation— many a reader riled. 

Like Shakspeaee’s “ wood-notes wild,” 

And Pope’s “ lisped numbers,” it becomes a bore 
When hackneyed o’er and o’er 
By every petty scribe and criticaster. 

Yet we must own you master 
Of the magnificent and magniloquent, 

And modern playwrights might be well content 
Were they but dowered with passion, fancy, wit, 

Like great ill-fated “ Kit.” 


THE LAST OF THE CAHTEEBUEY TALES. 

Before the XJnveilino. 

She. What do you know about Maelowe ? 

Me, Isn’t it somewhere near Taplow ? 

She, I think not, because Mr. Ievino- went to unveil Maelowe, 
and I don’t think he is a rowing-man. 

Me, But he may be doing it for Sir Moebll Mackenzie, who has 
a place at Wargrave. 


juLjLi.uj.jug iLUttii JL uuuL t contraaicii mm as to wiiat cz- lixi u-l .i ... 

MreaEy happen in old Peoser’s Court to-day; “you should the papers would have said something about 

been ttiere just now.. Had Blowhaed, the great Q,.C., opposed to ^ u -.i 

me. But, bless you, he couldn’t do anything to ^eai of aga^st ^ anything in the silly season. 

TO argin^nt^ Peosee re^ly hariy would listen to him once or Aftee the XJnveilinq-. 

tPa Bio-whaed qmte lose his temper, I assure you.” or tw n t i n v j. tvt -rr 

So he lost his case, too, I suppose ? ” I remark, humorouslv oAe. WeU, I Imow all about Maelowe now. He was a great poet 

Urn,” replies Fibbins, sinking into despondency, “not exactly. ^kan Shakspeaee, or thereabouts. 

Peosee didn’t quite like to decide against Blowhaed, you know * , -“6. Always thought that they would find some fellow greater 
so he— so he— er— decided /or him, in fact. Of course we appeal’ Shak^eare always bores me awfully. But 

It won’t,” goes on Fibbins, more cheerfully, “do Blowha^’s oJ . 

ch|ats a hit of good. Only run their hill up. I’m safe to win Oh, lots of things ! amongst the rest, 

before the Court of Appeal. Lord Justice Oeill a first-rate lawver wrong, ioi: Faust was written by Oounoh. 

reverse old Peosee. I can,” he ends -with conscious pride, x i i- * 1 . t 

t^st Geill round my finger, so to speak.” How^I come to thmk of it, I suppose it was — or Berlioz. 

t-wistii^ a Lord Justice round one’s finger impresses together. But where does Maelowe 


TOst Geill round my finger, so to speak.” 

The idea of twistii^ a Lord Jnstice round one’s finger impresses 
me stiB more Yrith Dick Fibbins’s legal genius. How lucky I am 
to have made his acquaintance ! Feel impelled to ask, as I do 
^™CT]nervously, not kno-^ng if p, bitter disappointment does not 


Bo you— er— take legal pupils ever ? ” 
1 leel that I ’vo put it iu a wav that soun 


. { *kjit I ’vo put it lu a way that sounds like asking him if he 
mdulges in drink. But Fibbins evidently not offended. He 
Jinsldy, with engaging candour. 

Well, to teU you the truth, though I’ve often been asked to— 
qium pestered about it, in fact — I’ve never done so hitherto. The 

think one is wasting the 
^n ^ pups— I 

Perhaps, after aH, Fibbins will dash my hopes (of becoming Hs 


Me,^ Yes, they did it together. But where does Maelowe 
comem? 

She, Well, I am not quite sure. 

Me, You had better write to Mr. Irving about it ; he will tell you. 
He ’s awfully well up in the subject. As for me, I still under the 
impression that Marlow is somewhere on the river. 

Honours Divided. 

Writers can’t speak in public. So says Walter. 

They mumble, stumble, hammer, stammer, falter ! 

Besant, why grumble at fate’s distribution ? 

To writers, sense; to speakers, elocution ! 

Some books are bosh, but all experience teaches 
Hot s native reahn is — ^After-dinner Speeches ! I 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. IX. 

SCEKE— T/i<3 Burg Terrace at Nuremberg. Poebert on a lench^ 
grappling with the Epitome of Spencer. 


it was “profoimd trutli” and “ masterly precision” I I^ve got 
more profound truth, where that came from. I say, I shall set up as 
an intellectual Johnny after this, and ^et you to write an Epitome 
of me. I thd^c I ;pulled your leg that time, eh ? 

Culch. {biting his lip). When you have extracted sufScient enter- 
tainment from that very small joke, you will perhaps allow Miss 


Podburg {reading aloud, ivith comments), “ For really to conceive Preneerga.st to sit down and begin her sketch. You may not be 
the infinite divisibility of matter is mentally to follow out the aware that you Ve taken her lolace. 

1. • • J. J.1 •. 1 . • /•» ‘J (• • . . . . 1 *7 TPl 


divisions to infinity, and to do this would require infinite time.” 
You’re right there, old cock, and, as I haven’t got it to spare, I 
won’t trouble you!— um— -um . . . “opposite absurdities” — “sub- 


jective modificatmns 


[He withdraws majestically to the parapet, while PoDRURT 
makes way for Miss P. with apologies. 

Podh. {as he leans over seat while she sketches). I wish your 


ultimate scientific ideas, then, are all brother Bob had been here— he would have enjoyed that ! 


representative of ideas that cannot be comprehended.” I could have Miss P. It was really too bad of you, though. Poor Mr. CtJLCHA.Ri) ! 
told him that. What bally rot this Philosophy is— but I suppose I Podh. He shouldn’t try to make me out a bigger duffer than I am, 
must peg away at it. Didn’t she say she was sorry I didn’t go in then. But I say, you don’t really thivik it was too bad? Ah, you’re 
more for cultivating my mind? [He looks up.) Jove, here she you don’t ! 

comes! and yes, there’s that beggar Celchard with her! I thought 3Iiss P. Never mind what I really think. But you have got us 

he’d— how the dickens did he manage to ? I see what he ’s after both into sad disgrace. Mr. CelcbjLRI) is dreadfully annoyed with 

—thinks he ’ll cut me out— twice over— but he shan’t this time, if I us— look at his shoulders ! 

can help it ! ^ Culch. {leaning over parapet with his back to them). That ass 

Culchard {to Miss Hypatia Prendergast). No, the Modern Spirit Podbery ! To think of his taldng me in with an idiotic trick like 
is too earnestly intent upon solving the problems of existence to that! And before Her too ! And when I had made it all right about 
tolerate humour in its literature. Humour has served a certain the other evening, and was producing an excellent impression on the 
purpose in its day, but that day is done, and I for one cannot pretend way up here. I wish I could hear what they were wMspering about — 


to regret its decay. 

3Iiss H. P. Nor I. In fact, the only humour I ever really 
appreciated is that of the ancient classics. - 

There has been no true fun since Aristo- 
PHANES died. At least, I think not. 

Podh. [catching the last sentence). Oh, I 
say, come. Miss Prendergast. Have you 
ever read “ The Jumping Frog ” ? 

3Iiss P. I was under the impression that / 

all frogs jumped. But I never read— I— ah 

Podh. {declining to be crushed). Well, I 
call Marx Twain funny anyhow. But Ihn 
going in for study now. I am— honour 
bright ! I ’m swotting up Spencer— look ! 4 

[He exhibits the volume proudly. 

Miss P. And are you not enchanted by the " 

logical lucidity of that great thinker ? ® 

Podh. Um— I should be more enchanted if 
I ever had the faintest notion what the great a 

thinker was driving at. Look here— here’s ■. -rtr-r i. ' 

a simple little sentence for you! {Beads.) 

* ‘ Let us therefore bear in mind the following : 

—That of the whole incident force affecting . 
an aggregate, the effective force is that OV' 
which remains after deducting the non- 
effective, that the temporarily effective and 
the permanently effective vary inversely, and ^ 

that the molar and molecular changes wrought 


more silly jokes at my expense, no doubt. Bah ! as if it affected me! 

mour I ever really \ Podh. [to Miss P.). I say, how awfully well you draw ! 

P. There you betray your ignorance 
in Art matters. Sketching with me is a pas- 
time, not a serious pursuit. [They go on 
conversing in a loicer tone.) No, please, Mr. 

PoDBEBY. I ’m quite sure he would never 

Podh. [rises ; comes up to Culcb!ARI), and 
touches his shoulder). I say, old chappie— — 
Culch. [jerking away with temper). Now, 
look here, Podbert. 1 ’m not in the mood 

for any more of your foolery 

Podh. {humbly). All right, old boy. I 
wouldn’t bother you, only Miss Prendergast 
wants a figure for her foreground, and I said 
I’d ask you 

^^Oulch ^himself)!^lii:^d. she ’s gone too 
far- thinks she ’U smooth me down ! Upon 
my word, it would serve her right to — biit 

Miss Prenbergast that ^ have no immediate 
intention of altering my position. 

Podh. Thanks a’^ully, old chap. I knew 

Culch. [incisively). I am obliging Miss 
Prenbergast, and her only. {Baising his 
voice, without turning his^ head.) Would you 
prefer me to face you, Miss Prendergast ? 

^ 3Iiss P. [in tremulous tones). N — no, thank 

Podbury grappling mth the Epitome of Spencer, 

■ particularly incom- I Culch. As you please. [To himself.) Can’t meet my eye. Hood ! 

I shall go on treating her distantly for a little. I wonder if I look 


that the molar and molecular changes wrought , i h r/ prefer me to face you, Mms Fmjnderga&t . 

hy the permanently effective force also vary V 3Iiss P.^intremulmis tones). 

inversely.” [With pathos.) And that’s Podbury grappling with the Epitome of Spencer, 

onlyinan-^p/tome.mindyou! loaomygpp „ ^ , you W,foryputobel-lookingattWew. 

Miss P. Ileally, Mr. Pobbery, I see nothing particularly mcom- Culch. As you please. [To Umself.) Can’tmeet my eye. Uoocl I 
prehensible in that. I shall go on treating her distantly for a httle. I wonder if I look 

Culch. [tvith his superior smile). My dear Pobbery, you can mdifferent enough from behind? Shall I cross one foot rV Better 
hardly expect to master the Spencerian phraseology and habit of not — she may have begun sketching me. If she imagines i m sus- 
thought without at least some preliminary mental discipline ! ceptible to feminine flattery of this palp^le kind, she JI — jJiow Her 

Podb. [nettled). Oh— but you find him plain-sailing enough, I voice shook, though, when she spoke. Poor girl, she s afraid sHe 
suppose ? offended me by laughing — and I did thinlc she had more sense than 

Culch. I have certainly not encountered any insuperable difficulties to— but I mustn’t be too bard on her. I’m afraid she’s already 
in his w'orks as vet beginning to think too much of— and with my peculiar position mth 

Podb. WeU, I’ll just trouble you to explain fAw-wait a bit. Miss TeotteeHMato, that isl-uot th^ there ’s ^ythi^ defimto 
[Opens volume aqain.) Ah, here -we are— “And these iUusiTe and at present, stiU— Ulonaf.) ^em. Miss Pei^beoasi— ami stimd- 
primordial oognitioES, or pseud-ideas, are homogeneous entities ing Myoumsh? (To /wmsel/.) She doesnt answer— too absorbeU, 
which may be differentiated objectively or subjectively, according as and I can’t^hear ^at liot-f ound he 5ia.sn t scored so mi^ aiter m, 
they are presented as Noumenon or Phenomenon. Or, mother words, andgoneoff mahuff,Iexpeot. So much the better ! Whatatinie 
they are only oognosoihle as a colligation of incongruous coalesoenoes.’’ she is over this, and how qmet she keeps . I 1 
Now then— are you going to tell me you can make head or tail of aU was coquetry or— shall I kim round and see P _ No, i must be perteotiy 
p indifferent. And she did laugh at me. I distinctly saw her. otm. 

Culch. {perceiving that Miss P. is awaiting his reply in manifest if she’s sorry, this woidd he an excellent opportum^ for-Utowd. 

It’s simple enough, my dear feUow, only 1 can’t expect Miss P^ndeegast ! [No reply-huder.) ^ay I it ttat you 


suspense), it's simple enougn, my aear leiiow, omy i ciiu o cApeou i 

yoM to grasp it. It is merely a profound truth stated with masterly regret having been betrayed into ^ 

precision miserable piece of ffippanoy? If so, let me a^nre you— 

Podb. Oh, is that all, my dear feUow ? [He flings up his heels in round— to discover that he is address^ two little flaxen-hair ed mrls 
an ecstasy.) I hnew I ’d have you I Why, I made that up myseM in speckled pinafores, who are regarding him Miss 

as I went ^ong, and if you understand it, it ’s a joHy siglt more Peenp^gasi and Podbpet 

than J do! \He roars with laughter. He must have planned tMs--mth Aar/ It is too much. Ihpedone 

Miss P. [behind her handkerchief). Mr. Culohaep has evidently —yes— done with the pair of them! [Strides off in Utter indignation. 


gone through the— the “preliminary mental discipline,” 

Culch. [scarlet and sulky). Of course, if Mr. Podbery descends to 
childishness of that sort, 1 can’t pretend to 


School-boy’s First Experience op Smoking. — One sickarette, 


Podh. [wiping his eyes)^ But you did pretend, old chap. You said > —and he never could do another. 0 si sic omnes I 
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"HOTEL ME, GENTLE STRANGER!” 

[Mrs. ’Wheeler and Mrs. Custer, two literary ladies of Kcw 
York, are starting a hotel for women only.] 

Sats Mrs. CusTEE to Mrs. Wheeler : 

“ I propose we put out a ‘ promoting ’ feeler ! ” 

Says Mrs. Wheeler to Mrs. Custer, 

“Monopolist Males we shall greatly fluster ; ” 

‘ Hotel it not in Gath ! ’—at present 
Till we have made things nice and pleasant. 

First rule—* No Eules ! ’ 0, of course male noddies 
WEI snigger at once, the superior bodies ! 

But Oscar Wilde must ‘ pull up his socks,’ 

Ere he ’ll equal women at paradox. 

What I mean is this, in our ‘ Women’s Hotel,’ 

We ’U have no such thing as the ‘ Curfew Bell,’ 

And no fixed hour for the cry, ‘ Out lights ! ’ 

We win give free way to true ‘ Woman’s Eights,’ 

Which are to thump, strum, tap, twirl, trill, 

From morn till night at her own sweet will. 

That ’s why we cherish, despite male spleen, 

Typewriter, Piano, and Sewing-Machine ! 

The ‘ woodpecker tapping ’ is, indeed, not in it 
With Emancipate Woman— no, not for a minute ! 

Our Hotel will be, when we ’ve won the battle, 

‘ The Paradise of unlimited Eattle,’ 

‘ The Eealm of the Spindle,’ ‘ the Home of the Duster ! ”' 
Says Mrs. Wheeler to Mrs. Custer. 

* ‘ Nought tabooed save Man ! So comes Peace the Healer ! ’ ’ 
Says Mrs. Custer to Mrs. Wheeler. 

Punch hopes their Hotel may fiourish— only, 

Spots “ Eeserved for Ladies ” are often— lonely ! 


The German Emperor going Nap.— It now appears 
that the words descriptive of Napoleon Buonaparte used 
by the German Emperor, and to which the French took so 
strong an exception, were not Le parvenu Corse but 
“ Le conquer ant Cor^e,” which, of course, makes all the 
difference. At this banquet it would have been better 
had each course been omitted from the menu, 

A Vain Vaunt. 

La helle France boasts of being Art’s true henchman! 

That cosmopolitan claim she should be mute on. 

“ Art for Art’s sake 1 ” shouts the thrasonic Frenchman, 
‘ ‘ Save when that Art is Teuton,” 

Though Art ’s not marred for him by subtle sin 
A German twang poisons e’en Lohengrin, 



INDISCRIMINATE CHARITY. 

BmcvoUnt Old Lady, “ No, Mr. Smith ; I shall not continue my Sub- 
scription TO YOUR CrIOXBT-GeOUND ANY LONGER— POR I FIND YOU ALLOW IT 
TO BE USED IN THE WINTER FOR PlGEON-SHOOTING ! ” 

Secretary to the Local Qriclcet Club. “ But, Madam, you can t be aware that 
WE Shoot at nothing but Clay Pigeons!” 

0. A. “ I don’t care wsat the Breed may be— it s equally cruel ! 


THE ARMADA FROM THE SPANISH. 

{CoTMiicnccd by Mr, J. A, Froude arid concluded 
by the Duke of Medina Sidonia.) 

It may be remembered that the English 
writer in Longman's Magazine^ had got to 
the point when after trying to get out of the 
expedition by pleading poverty, incompe- 
tency, and anything else I could think of, I 
was forced to go on my way to England with 
apparent satisfaction. We had putrid pork 
and mouldy biscuit, but stiU I informed the 
TTing that we were “ content and cheerful.” 
Had I given him any other intelligence, the 
chances are that he would have had my head 
— not a good one, but sufSlcient to meet my 
modest requirements. 

Well, we sailed towards England, and as 
Mr. J. A. Froude has already explained 
(quoting from my own letter to King Philip), 
“knowing nothing of naviga,tion,” I soon 
made a bad shot. Instead of going to Tilbury , 
I drifted towards Cronstadt, even then a for- 
tress of some consideration. I could tell you 
a great deal more, were it not that I suc- 
cumbed to sea-sickness and gave up my com- 
mand. The expedition was now, of course, 
commanded by the steward, but the duties 
of his unpleasant ofiice^ left ^ him but little 
time for directing an invasion. Well, we 
got within reach of England when the \dnd 
began to blow, and before I could hitch 
myself up with a marling-spike, every man 
Jack of us was ready for Davy J ones’ s locker 1 


But why should I dwell upon the events 
of the next few days ? We were out-manoeu- 
vred and beaten. 1 myself took refuge in a 
wood of mahogany trees, and it was my de- 
light and my privilege to supply the require- 
ments of the British colony in all that they 
desired. The result of this was that I and a 
few personal friends took refuse in a forest 
in which mahogany trees flourished. It was 
in this leafy prison that I supplied the genuine 
old Armada inahogany “ as advertised.” I 
would be afraid to say how many places I 
supplied with wood from the Armada. I may 
hint that I know something of the tables at 
Westminster and the benches of Gray’s Inn. 
But there, that is many years ago, and all I 
can say now is, “Heave away, boys,” and 
“ Three cheers for the Don, the Keys, and the 
Donkey.” I was the Don, the keys were 
supplied to those who paid for them, and the 
donkeys could defend themselves. The 
Armada was not a success, and after this 
frank avowal, it seems to me that Mr. 
Froude need render no further explanation. 
Surely the story of the Spanish Invasion is 
copyright. And if it is, Mr. Froude has no 
right to tamper with nay work, the more 
especially as it is immediately apprppriated 
by that model of modern journalism the 
Review of R eviews. 

Philosophical Eeflection. — We have 
five senses. That ’s quite enough. If we had 
a sixth sense, what a new sense it would be I 


CELLAR DEEP.^^ 

[Latest Up4o~Date Version of a celebrated Bac^ 
chanalian ditty, as it might be revised by 
Dr. Mortimer Granville and Mr, James Fayn,) 
[“No one drinks alcoholic liquor (unless it he 
beer) to quench thirst.” — James Payn.] 

In Cellar deep I sit and steep 
My soul in Granville’s logic. , 
Companions mine, sound ale, good wine — 
That foils Teetotal dodge— hie ! 

With solemn pate our sages prate. 

The Pump-slaves neatly pinking. 

He ’s proved an ass, whose days don't pass 
In drinking, drinking, drinking ! 

In water pure there ’s danger sure, 

All fizzle-pop ’s deceiving ; 

And ginger- beer must make you queer 
(If (Granville you’re believing). 

Safe, on the whole, is Alcohol ; 

It saves man’s strength from sinking. 

I injure none, and have good f— fun, ^ 
Whilst drinking, drinking, drinking I 

Hie ! Hie 1 1 Hooray ! ! New reasons gay 
For drink from doctors borrow ! 

The last [not Ihst) is simple thirst, 

Thatsh true— to Lawson’s sorrow ! 
GoodTemplarsh fain would “physic Patn,” 
And Granville squelch like winking ; 
But all the same, true Wisdom’s— hie — 
game 

Is drinking, drinking, drinking I 

\Left playing it. 
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force of tlie explosion. I turned to my Lieutenant, -who was standing 
beside me, to give a necessary order. As I was about to address Mm, 
the machine-guns in the enemyjs tops belched forth a myriad pro- 
jectiles, and the unfortunate Lieutenant was swept into eternity. 
All that was left of Mm was his right hand, wMch, curiously enough, 
remained for a minute suspended in the air in its proper relative 
position to what had been the Lieutenant’s body, i mastered my 
emotion with an efort, as I reverently grasped and shook the melan- 
choly relic. Then, shedding a silent tear, 1 dropped it over the side, 
and with an aching heart, watched it disappear beneath the wave 
on which many of its former owner’s happiest hours had been spent. 

Chapter T. 

TMs catastrophe ended the battle. The allied fleets had been swept 
off the face of the ocean. Ipackedwhatremainedof 


ofl the face of the ocean. Ipackedwhat remained of 

sficttch in my tobacco-pouch, attached niyself to a hen-coop, and thus 

floated triumphantly into Portsmouth Harbour 


CHARLEMAGNE AND I. 

AiX’-la-Chapelle, Monday . — have always had a strange longing 
to loLOw Charlemagne. To shake him by the hand, to have 
opportunity of inquiring after Ms health and that of his family, to 
hear his whispered reply— that indeed were bliss. But Charlemagne 
is dead, _ and desire must be curbed. The only thing open to an 
admirer is to visit the place of his last repose, and brood in spots Ms 
shade may yet haunt. Charlemagne was buried at Aix-la- 
Chapelle (German Aachen), but since my arrival in the town, I find 
great difficulty in discovering his tomb. The great soldier Emperor 
resembled an unfortunate and unsldlful pickpocket in one respect. 
He was always being taken up. He died in the year 814, and was left 
undisturbed till the year 1000, when the Emperor Otto the Third 
opened his tomb, and, finding Ms great predecessor sitting on a marble 
chair, helped him down. The marble chair is on view in the Cathedral 
to this dav (verger, 1 mark) to witness to the truth of this narrative. 
One hundred and sixty-five years later, Frederick Barbarossa 
opened the second tomb where OiHohad placed C., and transferred to 
a marblo sarcophagus what, at tMs date, was left of him. In the 
following century C. was canonised. Whereupon notMng would 
satisfy I'rederick the Second but to go for the bones again. They 
were now growing scarce, and only a few fragments fill the reliquary 
in which at length all that is left of my revered friend (if after tMs 
lapse of time I may call him so) reposes. 

I have been fortunate in securing a relic, not exactly of Carolo, 
but of the time at or about wMch he lived. It is a piece of tapestry, 
on which fingers long since dust have worked a sketch of the 
Emperor going to his bath. Considering its age, the tapestry is in 
remarkably fresh condition. The old Hebrew trader, whom for a 
consideration I induced to part with it, said he would not charge any 
more on that account ; which I thought very considerate. He also 
said he might bo able to get me some more pieces. But this, I think, 
will do to go on with. 

^ But if there be nothing left of Carolo Magno, there still is the 
city hp loved, in which he lived and died. Here is the Eaiserq^uelle, 
bubbling out of Biichel in which, centuries ago, he laved Ms lordly 
limbs. Going down into my bath this morning I observed in the 
dim light the imprint of a footstep on the marble stair. 

“That might have been Charlemagne’s,” I said to Yahkob, my 
bath attendant. 

“ wohl^'^ said Yahkob, nodding in his friendly way, and, going 
out, he presently returned with a hot towel. 

That did not seem to follow naturally upon my observation, wMch 
was, indeed, born of idle fancy. (1 know very well C.’s death even- 
tuated long prior to the building of the stately colonnade that fronts 
the present baths, and that therefore the footprint is illusory.) I am 
growing used to a certain irrelevancy in Yahkob’ s conversation. My 
German is of the date of Charlemagne, and is no more understood 
here than is the Greek of Socrates in the streets of Athens. Yahkob 
was especially told ofi for my service because he thoroughly under- 
stood and talked English. He says, “Ye-es” and“Ver well.” 
But when I ofier a chance remark he, three times out of five, nods 
intelligently, bolts ofi and brings me something back— a comb and 
brush, a newspaper, but oftenest, a hot towel. Once, when I asked 
him whether there were two posts a day to London, he lugged in an 
arm-chair. 

I get on better with "W illiam. William is a rubber— not of wMst, 
hie^i entendu. but of men. In build William is pear-shaped, the 
upper part oi him, where you would expect to find the stalk, broad- 
emng out into a perpetual smile. He has lived in the Baths twentjr- 
three years, and yet his gaiety is not eclipsed. If he has a foible it 
is his belief that he thoroughly understands London and its ways. 

“Aver big place,” he remarked tMs morning, “where dey kills 
de ladees.” 

This reference not being immediately clear, William assisted duU 
comprehension by drawing Ms finger across nis throat, and uttering 


a jovial “ click ! ” But it was only when, Ms eyes brimming over 
with fun, he said, “ Yak de Beeper,” that I followed the drift of Ms 
remark. 

It is gratifying to the citizen of London travelling abroad, to 
learn that in the mind of the foreigner the great Metropolis is 
primarily and cMefly associated with “Jack the Bipper” and Ms 
exploits. 

“I rob you not hard,” William incidentally remarks, pounding 
at your chest as if it were a parquet flooring he was polishing ; “ but 
I strong so I can break a shentleman’s ribs.” 

I Hiake due acknowledgment of the prowess, being particularly 
eyeful to refrain from expressing doubt, or even surprise. William, 
Mways smiling, repeats the assertion just as if I iiad contradicted 
him. Try to change subject. 

“ I wonder if Charlemagne had a massage man in Ms suite ? ” I 
say, “and who ^ 

was^ Ms^ 

have been i ^ 

& But^we 

C H A R L E- -fy ‘"‘i ' 'll 

MAGNET had V , ij / 

the Iron Crown i I 

ofLombar^; u. m\ / 

we have Hr. 1 L, « ‘ 

Brandis.” r 

“Yees,” ' 

vr.fi Ti 'f \ V' 

thought; “eef l ' ' , 

I like I break j |i ~ '^ju ! 

a sheutle- ill li. I 








rather fancies 
Ms musical - 

powers, and is ^ ' 

proud of Ms a j break hees ribs ! ” 

intimate ac- 
quaintance with the fashionable chansons current in London to- 
day, or as he puts it, “Vat dey sMno^s at de Carrelton Cloh.” 
Then he warbles a line of the happily long-forgotten “Cham- 
pagne Charlie, with intervals of “Oh what a surprise!” He 
sings both to the same tune, and fortunately knows only two lines of 
one and a single line of the other. 

T^ to bring him back to Carolo Magno, 

“Wouldn’t you,” I ask “ give all you are worth to have lived in 
the time of Charlemagne ? Suppose some day you walked into tMs 
room and discovered Mm sitting on his marble throne as Otho found 
him with the Iron Crown on Ms head and Ms right hand: grasping 
the imperial sceptre, what would you do ? ” 

“I would break hees ribs,’’ said William, his face iUummed by a 
sudden flash of delighted anticipation. 

Alack ! we are thinking of two personages sundered by centuries. 
My mind dwells on Charlemagne, whilst William is evidently 
thinking of Champagne Charlie. 

“ANNALS OF A VERY aUIET FAMILY.” 

There were eight of us, each within a year or so of one another. 

Father was a very quiet man, engaged all day in Ms study. 

Mother was equally quiet. 

Father would never allow a trumpet, drum, or any instrument of 
torture, except the piano, to be brought into the house. 

Mother quietly saw Ms orders carried out. 

In due course we all left home one after the other, and having 
been so quiet for so long, each one of us has contrived to make a 
considerable noise in the world since, and are all doing well. ‘ ‘ Doing ” 
may be used in the widest possible sense. Among other accomplish- 
ments we blow our own trumpets, as you see. As father and mother 
object to noise, we have not encouraged their visits. 
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DEA EX MACHINA! 

{A Reminiscence,) 


HE’-D LIKE IT,” 

{Shakspeare once more freely adapted to the 
situation. ) 

[<' We wanted, and we want, to do for the villages, 
what the first reformed Parliament did in conferring 
municipal government upon the towns. We knew 
that the Tory Party did not really mean to give 
us^ village or parish Councils. . . . ‘ The Badical 
agitators,^ says Sir Michael Hicks-Beach, ‘ want 
to see a complete change in the social condition of 
rural society.^ What if we do ? . . . Why, it was 
for this that many of us, seven or eight years ago, 
and many more years ago, fought for getting the 
labourer a vote.”— Jfr. John Morley at Cambridge.] 

Scene — The Forest of JB[a{w)ar den. 

Touchstone (Mr. J-hn M-el-t) ; Audreu, 
(The AgnculturalYote) ; Jaques (Mr. P-nch), 


hehiind. Afterwards William (Sir M-ch-l 
H-ces-B-ch.) 

Touch, Come apace, good Aitdeet : I will 
fetch up your votes, Aueeey. And how, 
Audrey? — am I the man yet? Doth my 
simple programme content you ? 

Audrey, Your programme ! Lord w’arrant 
us, what programme? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy Yotes 
as the glittering poet-god Apollo was among 
the herds of Admetus. 

Jaq, {aside). Oh, knowledge oddly applied ! 
Fancy Olympian Oracles in a thatched 
cottage ! 

Touch, When a man’s speeches cannot he 
understood, nor a man’s good platform wit 
seconded by the f reward child popular under- 
standing, it strikes a man more dead than a 


small minority on a big Bill. Truly, I would 
the gods had made thee political. 

Aud, I do not know what political is. Is it 
honest in deed and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch, {with sardonic frankness), No, 
truly ; for the truest politics show the most 
feigning ; and Tories are given to politics ; 
ana what they swear, in politics, may be said, 
as Tories, they do feign. 

Aud, Do you wish, then, that the gods had 
made me political ? 

Touch. I do, truly ; for they swear to me 
thou art true Tory^ parson - and - S 9 .uire- 
ridden Tory. Now, it thou wert political, I 
might have some hope thou didst feign— to 
them ! 

Aud, Would you not have me Tory ? 

Touch, No, truly, unless thou wert for- 
tune-favoured ; for Toryism coupled to 
poverty is to have folly a sauce to misery. 

Jaq. {aside), A shrewd fool ! 

Aud. Well, 1 am not rich ; and therefore I 
pray the gods to make me Liberal. 

Touch, Truly, and to cast away Liberalism 
upon a willingly “unemancipated” Yoter, 
were to deck a porker with pearls. 

Aud. I may not be “ emancipated,” but I 
thank the gods I am “ enfranchised.” 

Touch, Well, praised be the Liberals for 
thine enfranchisement ! Emancipation — ^from 
“ s^uarsonry ”— may come hereafter. But, 
be it as it may, T will marry thee. 

Jaq. {aside). I would fain see this wed- 
ding. Methinks there will be sport forward 
ere it be fully achieved. 

Aud, Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch, Amen. . . . But, Audrey, there is 
a youth here in the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud, Ay, I know who ’tis : he hath no in- 
terest in me in the world. Here comes the 
man you mean. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see 
a~Tory : by my troth, we that have good 
wits have much to answer for ; we shall be 
flouting ; wo cannot hold. 

Enter William. 

Will, Good even, Audrey. 

Aud. Give ye good even, William. 

Will. And good even to you. Sir ! 

Touch, Good even, gentle friend . . . Art 
thou wise ? 

Will, Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch, You do desire this maid ? 

Will, I do. Sir. 

Touch. Give me your hand. Art thou 
learned ? 

Will. No, Sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me ; to have is 
to have ; for it is a great figure in Gladstonian 
rhetoric, that votes being deducted from one 
Party and added to another, by putting the 
one Out do put the other In; for all your 
writers do consent that ipse is he : now you 
are not ipse, lor I am he. 

Will. Which he. Sir? 

Touch. He, Sir, that must marry the 
woman. Therefore, you Tory, abandon— 
which is, in the vulgar, leave— the society, 
which in the boorish is, company— of this 
female,— which in the common is, woman; 
which together is, abandon the society of this 
female, or Tory, thou vanishest ; or, to thy 
better understanding, skedaddlest; or, to 
wit, I defeat thee, make thee away, trans- 
late thy majority into minority, thine Office 
into Opposition ; I will deal in programmes 
with thee, or in eloquence, or in epigram ; I 
will bandy with thee in faction; I will 
o’errun thee with policy; I will “mend thee 
or end thee ” a hundred and fifty ways ; 
therefore, tremble, and depart ! 

SoNO- {hehinj). 

It was a lover and his lass. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 


ScEiTE — The Forest of JB[a(w)arden. 

Touctcstoite. “ I AM HE THAT MHST MARRY THIS WOMAH ! THEREFORE, YOU CLOWH, ABANDON THE SOCIETY OF THIS FEMALE WILL 

BANDY WITH THEE IN FACTION ; I WILL O’ERRXJN THEE WITH POLICY ; THEREFORE. TREMBLE, AND DEPART ! "—As You Like It, Act V., Scene 1. 
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That o’er the stubble fields did pass 
(Together Will caught ’em). 

In the time of autumn, [about ; 

When M.P.’s spout, and “manceuvre” 
M.P.’s (who are “out”) love autumn. 
About three acres and a cow, 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey noninoj 
The artful country folks know now. 

In the time of autumn, &c. 

Since that the franchise was their dower. 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
The Country Voters are a power. 

In the time of autumn, &c. 

And, therefore, at the present time, [ho !— 
With “an Agricultural Policy ’’—funny, 
Both Parties simple Hodge would lime. 

In the time of autumn, &o. 

Will, [aside). Truly, though there is no 
great matter in the ditty, yet the note is very 
untuneable. [ JBxit. 

Touch, Trip, Audbet, trip, Audrey,— I 
attend,— I attend ! [_Exeunt, 

Jag^, {appearing). There is surely another 
political deluge forward, and these motley 
would-be couples are seeking the official ark ! 

[Exit. 


^■HE TRUE TENNYSON. 

We have all been startled to find from the 
researches of Mr. Woodill in Notes and 
Queries^ that “Between the story sung by 
the Poet Laureate in his romantic poem The 
Lord of Burlei hy and the actual fact, there 
seems to be little in common. ’ ’ Henry Cecil , 
Earl and afterwards Marquis of Exeter, 
married Miss Sarah Hoggins under the name 
of John Jones, having a wife alive at the 
time, and she did not die as the poem relates. 
It is obvious then that Tennyson must be 
re-written, and we offer his Lordship the 
following humble suggestions. The Lord of 
Burleigh should henceforward run somewhat 
as follows : — 

Quoth he, “ Gentle Sarah Hoggins,” 
Speaking in seductive tones, 

** You must wed no Hodge or Scroggins, 
But espouse your own J. Jones.” 

Oh ! he was an artful party. 

And that marriage was a crime. 

He ’d a wife alive and hearty, 

Though she ’d left him for a time. 

The above discovery has, of course, led to 
doubts regarding other Tennysonian heroines. 
Was Lady Clara Yere deVere, for example, 
as black as the poet has painted her ? Perish 
the thought ! Here are a couple of specimen 
stanzas for an amended version ; — 

Lady Clara Yere de Yere, 

I vow that you were not a flirt, 

The daughter of a hundred Earls 
Would not a single creature hurt. 

Kind hearts are more than coronets,” 

What abject twaddle, on my word ; 

And then the joke is in the end, — 

We know they made the bard a Lord. 

The tale of how young Laurence died, 

In some audacious print began ; 

The fact is that he took to drink. 

He always was that sort of man. 

And as for Alfred, why, of course 
You snubbed him ; but was that a crime, 
That he should go and call you names. 

And piint his atrabilious rhyme ? 

Then, again, was the Amu of Lochslev 
Hall quite as shallow-hearted and so forth 
as the angry rhymester declares? It will 
probably turn out that she was not. Hence 
the verses should run in this fashion : — 

And I said, “My Cousin Amy, speak the truth, my 
heart to ease. 

Shall it be by banns or license ? ” And she whis- 
pered, “Which you please.” 


Love took up the glass of Time and waved it gaily 
in the air, [Camden Square. 

Married life was sweet at Kumber Twenty-Six in 

Amy faithless! Bless your heart, Sir, that was 
not the case at all : [Hall. 

It was pure imagination that I wrote in Locksley 

This process "will doubtless have to be 
applied to man;^ of the poems, but we must 
leave the congenial task;^to the Laureate. 


A SOl^lYET OF YAIH DESIHE. 
After the Holidays. 

As when th’ industrious windmill vainly 
yearns [head, 

To pause, and scratch its swallow-haunted 
Yet at the wind’s relentless urging turns 
Its flying arms in wild appeal outspread ; 
So am I vex’ d by vain desire, that burns [ffed. 
These barren places whence the hair hath 
To wander far amid the woodland ferns, 
YVhere dewdrops shine along the gossamer 
thread; 

YYhere its own sunlight on the reddening leaf 
Sleeps, when soft mists have swathed the 
sunless tree, [dance ; 

Or where the innumerous' billows^ merrily 
Yet must I busily dissemble grief 
YV'hirl’dinthe pitiless round of circumstance, 
Higid with trained respectability. 

iWew Way out of a Wager. 
Desmond, Theosophist Colonel, now thinks 
better 

Of his rash vow his gift to “demonstrate,” 
Receiving a “ precipitated letter ” 

YYarning him not to be— precipitate. 

Many a Betting Man who ’d hedge or tack 
Must wish he had Mahatmas at his back. 

The Beggar’s Petition. 

[New Vef'sion.) 

Life must not be lost, Sir, with lightness, 
To labour for life gives me pain ; 

My exchequer ’s affected with tightness. 
But begging ’s the pink of politeness, 

Like Scribes, Sir, “ I beg— to remain ! ” * 
* And didn’t Charles Lamb, in bis most de- 
lightful essay On the Decay of Beggars^ deplore 
their gradual disappearance ? 


DOCTOR LAURIE. 

Song by a Scotch Sttident, Annie Zaarie,^^ 

[“According to Dr. Laurie, of Edinburgh 
University, the “ teaching of Greek, so far as it is 
attempted in onr secondary schools, is positively 
harmful .” — Daily News,^ 

Pedagogue brays are bonnie, 

When Greek they ’d fain taboo ; 

And ’tis here that Doctor Laurie 
Gi’es utterance strictly true, 

Gi’es utterance strictly true, 

Which ne’er forgot should be. 

And for bonnie Doctor Laurie, 

A Scottish boy would dee. 

Auld Hojibr is a humbug, 

Anacreon is au ass ; 

Sumphs scrape enoo o’ baith o’ them, 

The “ Little-go” to pass, 

The Little-go to pass— 

It affects them “ harmfuHee.” 

Ah ! but bonnie Doctor Laurie, 

He kens Greek ’s a’ my ee 1 

Like diplomas f anse and lying, 

Are “passes” such as this. 

Why should Scotch lads sit sighing 
O’er the Anabasis f — 

O’er the Anabasis 9 
Xenophon ’s fiddle-de-dee ? 

Ok for bonnie Doctor Laurie, 

1 ’d shout with three times three ! 


Under-Lyne’d.— Said Sir W. Yernon 
Harcourt, at Ashton-under-Lyne, “I am 
very glad to be enabled to come here from 
the hospitable roof of Mr. Rupert Mason.” 

. . . . And again, “I have come here also 
from the roof of Mr. Mather.” Quite a Sir 
William Roofus 1 But what was he doing 
on the roof? Was there a tile off in each 
case ? Somethinff wrong with the first house 
that a Masoji couldn’t set right ? And with 
the second, did Sir Roofus sing, “Oh dear, 
what can the Mather be?” And why the 
invidious distinction between the two roofs ? 
The first being hospitable, and the second 
having no pleasant epithet to recommend it. 


Proposed Hew Title for Lord Gr-m- 
th-rpe.— B aron (H)alter Ego, . 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG; 

Ob, Miss Bowdler at the Music Halls. 
INTRODUCTORY. 


DEARME.Pu]srcH, » . . 

In these progressive days earnest re- lovely brown eyes . 

formers, especi^y those of the London « Oh, what a surprise . [ 

Connty Couucil type, yearn to ctasten and Saixie and Btti, vour calm beauty 
sestbetioise tbe Muse of tbe Music HaU, who Two lovely brown eyes ! 

is perhaps the only reaUy popular Muse of ^rt (so I argue) for aU is best, 
the period. . My name gives me a sort of Here, in thiEast, on the Day of Rest, 
hereditary right to take_ exceptional mterest Lo i j^y pet theory put to the test 1 
m such matters, though mdeed my respected, Qh, Wt a surprise ! 


‘ ‘ Sallee ” and “ Bill ” were the names they Chorus. 

Frankly abroad with unreticent tongue, [flung Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Lounging and staring where graciously hung 0 ]i^ ^hat a surprise 1 

Those lovely brown eyes. Something seemed telling that man he was 

Chorus, ^ Y^ong, 

Two lovely brown eyes I lovely brown eyes . 

Oh, what a surprise I [thrill: Say, was it fancy ? I saw a flush 
Sallie and Bill j'our calm beauty could o’er the coarse cheeks of that Cost 


your calm beauty con 
Two lovely brown eyes I 


, what a surprise ! 


and respectable, ancestor is not in aU things xhe chap staring there is a Coster true, 
the model of his more catholic and cos- TrnwcprArl in nnr/lnrn’cr hln. 


the mouel or his more catholic and cos- Trowsered in corduroy, belchered in blue ; 
mopolitan descendant. The McDougall regi- ^j^^t does he think of your heavenly hue, 
men would doubtless be a little too clastic. lyfo loyely brown eyes ? 

10 improve the Music-hall Song on the face 

of the earth, is an attempt w;hich could only Chorus, 

suggest itself to puritan fanaticism in its most Two lovely brown eyes ! 

arbitrary administrative form. The pro- Oh, what a surprise ! 


O’er the coarse cheeks of that Coster rush, 

“ Stash it ! ” he murmured. A Coster blush ? 
Oh, what a surprise ! 

SALLiE,-~she clung to his muscular arm— 
With a look half lovingness, half^alarm, 

He stooped and— kissed her! Now, "was it 
^our charm, 

Two_lovely brown eyes ? 

Chorus, 

Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Oh, what a surprise ! 

Was it your influence, gentle yet strong, 
Two lovely brown eyes ? 


letariat will not “willingly let die ” the only “Sallee,” he whispered, “ sAe’sgot, like yow, “ Bill,” w'hispered she, “ you may het two d 


Muse whose ministrations really “ come home 
to its business and its bosom.” No, Sir, 
the People’s Pegasus cannot, must not he 
ruthlessly consigned to the knackers. But 
may it not he gently bitted, discreetly 
bridled, and taught to trot or amble with 
park-hack paces in the harness of Respect- 
ability?^ 

j It IS in this hope and faith that the 


Two lovely brown eyes 1 ’ 


following drawing-room versions of some - — 'i 
of “ the most popular Comic (and Senti- 1 
mental) Songs oil the Day” have been 


mental) Songs oif the Day” have been 
attempted by 

Your respectful admirer, 

Virginia Bowdler. 

To the Respectable Citizen, the Moral 
Matron, and the Young Person, with a love / 

of larldness and lilt, but a distrust of / 
politics, pugilism, and deep potations, the 
following eclectic adaptation of this pro- 
digiously popular ballad may perhaps be 
not altogether unwelcome. 

No. L— TWO LOVELY BROWN EYES. 
Am — Two Lovely Black Byes,'^ 

Strolling one Sunday near Bethnal Green, 

This “ sesthete ” you might have seen, 
Surveving “ the People” with scornful spleen. 
When, oh, what a surprise I 
An Art Exhibition I chanced to see. 

Therein I entered right speed-i-lee, 

When— on a canvas — there shone on me 
Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Chorus, 

Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Ohj what a surprise ! 

Smiling right down on a dingy throng. 
Two lovely browm eyes ! 

From a canvas of “.High ArL” fort they 
shone, , | 

Their owner was c‘ncturcd vith classic 
zone. 

She was spare of flesh, she was big in Ion 
Oh, ■roat a surprise ! 

A parson, whom everyone owned “a good 
sort,” 

Had hung them there for the pleasure and 
sport 

Of the dreary dwellers in slum and court, 
Those lovely brown eyes ! 

Chorus, 

Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Oh, what a surprise 1 
Drawing the gaze of an East-End crowd, 
Two lovely brown eyes ! 

My own regard, as I loitered there, 

Fastened on one proletariat pair, 

With finery frowsy, and oily hair ; 

Oh, what a surprise ! 














The picture was one of Burne-Jones’s best , - -- - j „-l- 

Fo“d%f°loSSy;Vfact,tket^ 

^ “wSliON.-Entirely Eng- 

Plu4 in thrinidst of a ‘ ^dingy ” face, rebel, wbo caused eoE^dewble Rouble m 

Coarse-cut in feature, devoid of grace, 

Nature capricious had chosen to place 

Two loyely browu eyes! Feeblest 


She never nagged at ’er bloke — like me— 

He never wheeled a whelk-harrer, d ’yer 
Oh, what a surprise ! [see ? 

Parties with cultcher and piles 0 ’ casn 
Ain’t no temptation to row or hash, 

But— who’s to tell hut she’s jilted ’er 
mash — 

Miss Lovely Brown Heyes ? ” 

Chorus, 

Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Oh, what a surprise ! [frown, 
Tvdnkled like stars ’twixt a tear and a 
Two lovely brown eyes. 

The moral you’ve caught I can hardly 
f doubt ; 

On Art versus Morals men sneer or shout, 
Leave it to Oscar to fight that out, 

If you would be wise. 

Better, far better, it is to let [bet ! 
Beautiful things work their way— you 
Ihen the Coster’s wife may less frequently 
He)' lovely brown eyes. [wet 

Chorus, 

Two lovely brown eyes ! 

Oh, what a surprise ! 
Art-loving Man is less hkely to black 
Two lovely browm eyes I 


MEN OF THE PAST. 
(Compiled by tee Man of the Present.) 

Cromwell.— An English Brewer. Un- 
certain about his aspirates. Distinctly 
vulgar. Face disfigured by warts. 

Peter tee Great. — Ouite a common 
sort of Russian. Man with coarse tastes. 


Chorus, 

Two lovely brown eyes I 
Oh, what a surprise 1 
There.on each side of a salient “ 
Two lovely brown eyes : 


Fond of low society ; in fact, the type of an 
enterprising cad. ^ 

Washington.— Entirely provincial Eng- 
lish rebel, who caused considerable trouble in 
America. Family fair, but not to he traced 
beyond three generations. Used to eat peas 
with his knife. 

Hannibal. — Brutal barbarian. Feeblest 
ideas of stategy. Went the wrong way over 
the Alps. Given to oaths from childhood up. 
Quite a classical nobody. 

Buonaparte.— A Corsican Farvenu, 


Brown? Ah,’ yes I But, alack ! alack ! 
The brown was fringed with a halo of hlacJi, 
Fruit, it was plain of some marital thwack, 
Oh, what a surprise 1 

''She, sighed the girl, “has a beautifi 
chump, 


Though she do seem to ’ave got the ’ump. 
Them pair 0 ’ lamps never felt a thump. 
Them lovely brown eyes ! ” 


ackt alack! Garrick Sckool. 

’ a halo of hlacJi, School for young actors is the Garrick Play- 
narital thwack, _ house. 

Upon the road to fame a quarter- way house 
has a beautiful For Irving And likewise note we there 
The heir apparent of a parent Hare. 


"JDio, ageP^ of which the classic Ameri- 
can translation is, “ Do teh ! ” 
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I n-p-A>i>- ansTvering a knock! Having a nap, hay ? Take care old Fibbins 

JOURNAL OF A ROLLING :STONE. don’t catcti yon at it, that’s all ! ” Juvenile disappears downstairs, 

■NT T-riT fTvTPv whistling, before I can think of a suitable rejoinder. 

JNINTH papers. The same brief returned with request to “ draw 

Cttriotts thing, now that I am installed as a pupil in Eibbins’s up a Statement of Claim,” — and my “ Opinion” inside! It looks as 
Chambers in Waste Paper Buildings, Temple, ^how few new briefs if Dick sent these clients of his my valuable advice, pretending that 
I am given to read. Dsual routine is for Dick Pibbins to hand me it was his own 1 

a brief on which the dust of ages has collected, “’and to leave me to My learned “.leader,” when he comes in, treats affair very coolly, 
“get up the law about it ” ; but when he (Pibbins) comes back from “ Oh, did I send your ‘ Opinion ’ to them as well as mine ? WTiat 
his day^s business in Court, about 4‘30 P.M., he doesn’t seem to care a an ass 1 am 1 I wonder what they thought of it ? ” 
bit to know what the law is. Seems tired, and prefers to gossip and I also wonder. In looking over the returned brief just now, how- 
smoke; so I do the same, or “foUow on the same side,” as he ever, I certainly did not come across the “Opinion,” manufactured 
expresses it. , . . by Pibbins himself, of which that learned Counsel spoke. And I 

“It strikes me forcibly,” I begin, “ that the Plaintiff, Smithers, have no second chance of examining it, as he is careful to take “all 
in that running -down case you asked me to read to-day, hasn’t got the documents in the case” (a phrase of the Impressive Clerk’s) 
the ghost of a chance. Why, in Blatherson v. Syiipe^ the Court home with him, for what he calls re-perusal. 

ruled ” ^ ^ ^ The conviction that it was my Opinion, and mine alone, which 

“Tried the lawn-tennis in the gardens yet ? ” Pibbins interrupts, Pibbins dispatched, probably^ out of meer laziness, to Eogers & Co., 
in the rudest possible manner. Solicitors, Chancery Lane, is one that I stiU retain. But it is 

“l^’o,” I reply, “ I was speaking of the Court, not lawn-tennis Pibbins who retains the fee 1 
courts.” (One for Pibbins, I think.) “AU : 

at THE 0LO8JS 01 TEB SXIMMEE. 

i* ^3' 'wtr {By one who idled. To his Lady -help.) 

“ doosid interesting. Was I for plaintiff t i -i- 

or defendant ? ” ^ work, which is far from exciting 

“ Plaintiff,* Skitheks. A ^ nothing to do for a month at a time, 

running-down case.” So I am not astonished to find myself wmtmg 

“Wish it had* been a To you, dear Melend A, and writing in rhyme, 

running-up case— a case of In my rooms very often the scent of the heather 

running-up the fees” he m Brings back with it sweet recollections, and so 

laughs. Then, resunung a k I think of the days when we idled together, 

more professional style, “You o-way in the country a fortnight ago. 

see, I’ve had such multitudes Yes, the two afternoons when, although we were sorry 

of cases since then, that I ’ve That it rained, we went out as to do wc had vowed, 

forgotten the precise details. / And the wonderful echo we found in a quarry 

But you write out your Own That took what we whispered and said it aloud. 

Opmion — not to-day; to- m Whilst we wandered through fern-laden hedges and taUced, it 

morrow do. Then I 11 So happened a dragon-fiy flew by your side, 

see what it s like. Now let s m M You remember, I ’m sure, how you laughed as I stalked it, 

go a trot doTm the Strand. M And how it seemed hurt, as it finally died. 

Another circumstance that yp mlm mmA mKiWIIIil llm tit.* i • • m i- t <• 

strikes me as remarkable, Then I think of pur pic-nic. The sunshine came glinting, 

is the frequency with which ‘ i / mUMM iW i I thought that the summer had come-oome to stay. 

I hear the Impressive Clerk '1 m I We did not walk too fast, you were constantly hinting 

(in the Httle room next to >> / /TWf iw/lffii® t You were really ^raid we were losing our way. 

mine) requesting persons who ^ / / /jWmH ^ catching two glmipsos of heaven, 

have called to “ settle up that Wmll HI looking at you ; 

other Httle matter.” Then Por the party that started by bemg just seven 

the strange voice laughs, and , ( W||| ||| Had a curious habit of shrinking to two. 

says — “ Oh, your Grovernor ^ "'A m ml jj I ^ Why, that ’s quite sentimental. It isn’t the fashion 

can wait.” ‘No, he can’t,” W i M M fC\. / things in so high flown a style. 

— ^it s the Clerk who says this J /W' / Yet maybe I ’m entitled to so much of passion 

— it’s been going on for X As to say that you won me outright with your smile, 

t^ee years, now.” WeU,” Though a merciless fate may not let it befall so, 

chimes in the unknown, “ let Por we know not at all what there may be in store, 

it go a bit longer. When ’ll ^ Yet next year, if you ’rc down there— and I am there also, 

your Grovernor have settled Looks hko a Prime Minister in reduced Shall we do what we did in the summer before ? 

those pleadings?” “When circumstances.” 

your people settle about the five guineas, and not before,” reifiies the -n tt „ t a >, 

Impressive Clerk in his best Parliamentary debating style. Then Human.’; — Even I am not always infallible,” 

follows a long wrangle, not on law, but on finance, which never— as ol>served Mr. P., on noticing that, in the dialogue under a picture, 
faraslcanjudge-ends in the Clerk getting his way, and his money. spelling of “cover-coat” for “ covert- coat ” had 

Astonishing event happens. A real Hve new brief comes in! escaped his eagle eye.^ Just as he was wondering to himself how 

Impressive Clerk- who looks Hke a Prime .Minister in reduced cir- things could be, his other and eagler eye caught this Hue in the 

cumstanees— brings it to Pibbins when I am in the room. More correspondence, per “Dalziel,” from Chicago, in the 2'imes for 
impressive than ever. “Prom Eogeks, in Chancery Lane — an Sop^3 Great Britain has chosen a sight for her buildings at 
excellent firm. Sir,” he says. Poor Pibbins tries, ineffectually, to World’s Fair.” If “ taken ” had been substituted for “chosen,” 

conceal his delight, and his eye turns instinctively to the place where mistake might have borne a satirical meaning. No doubt Great 

the fee is marked. Britain has not made any error as to the site she has selected, from 

^ “ Six guas ” (legal slang for guineas) “ for an Opinion, not bad,” of view, 

he comments, rubbing Ms hands. Pibbins dusts a corner of his desk, 

and lays it down there. ^ MEM. in colours. 

I am ^iven this precious brief, and am asked to write a “ draft Man’s life is in two colours, simply told: 

Opimon about it . Just to try hand,” says Pibbins, who Green while you ’re young, and grey when you are old. 

does not wish me to be conceited. “ Then I ’ll write my own after- ^ \ ^ ^ 

^ 4 - A- £„ • -.1 CooKm.Y.— {For a futu7'e Mew JEdition of ^^3frs. Glasses 

7 elaborate commentary, quoting from innumerable with-care . wiU contain suggestions for new dishes, to be 

ffivins* it to^I)icE^PrR?Tv?fn^^ Homan _ law, and, after arranged according to grammatical divisions of gender and number, 

^ ^ Pibbins to read, I don’t see it again. as “ case ” already exists. A specimen of the first wiU be Une 

out a Clerk happens to be Femme-leUe, a female companion dish to Un 'Ommelet. Another 

inf A (iifi- Pi flnri nn™ J^^yself [Quert / — example proposed is Za Petite Marmite and Le Petit Pa’ mite, two 

^ -L. ,, . ■ , n dishes most suitable for a very small family party; say of dwarf 

no-rV a-n/i t. 1^1 BT-youile, who apparently niistakes me for the Troglodytes. “Number” of dishes must always be “a party 

S’ “ ffive'^thes? w’w auestion ; ” though at the same time politics will hlrigidlyexcfudel 

cnesi, give tnese to your Gove rnor. What a time you take from the new publication. 

Cf* HOTM—Eejected Colocations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 

accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelone. Cover, or •Wranner. To thia ml* 
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THE CYCLIST CENTAUR OF THE FUTURE. 

The Dream oe a (Pneumatic) Tvro. 


ATROPOS A.m THE ANTHROPOIDS. 

(A Dirge at the Zoo.) 

[“ The Anthropoid apes, of which ^ there was 
recently such a representative series in the Zoo, 
have dwindled sadly in numbers this year. The 
lamented decease of ‘ Sally ’ was referre'd to a few 
weeks ago ; we have now to record the death of 
‘ George,’ the Orang-Outang.” — Daily Men'S.'] 

Late for the Chimpanzee the requiem rang, 
Now the hell tolls for the Orang-Outang. 
Well may spasmodic sobs choke childhood’s 
gorge, 

Now they who sighed for “ Sally ” grieve for 
“ George.” 

A “wilderness of monkeys” can’t console, 
Eor Anthropoids defunct. Of Apedom’s 
whole, 

One little Chimpanzee, one Gibbon small, 
(Who ought to write his race’s “Rise and 
Fall,”) 

Alone remain to cheer the tearful Zoo, 

And mitigate lone boyhood’s loud bohoo ! 
“Sally” adieu! to “George” a long fare- 
weUl 

Ah 1 muffle if you please their passing bell 1 
Only one thought can cheer us in the least ; 
“No doubt the stock will shortly be in- 
creased.” 

Thanks, Daily News ! Wipe, childhood, the 
wet eye, 

And Apedom for dead kin soften the Simian 
sigh ! 

Charity’s Word of Command.— “ Present 
alms!” 


OTSTEES (NOT) EOE EYEE I 


He was a gentle Fishmonger, and Williamson his name, 

No doubt you may have heard before his philanthropic game. 

The lack of oysters pained him much, for how could people royster 
And happy he in r-Iess months without the luscious oyster ? 

A look of pain was in his face, a pucker on his brow. 

Long time he pondered very hard/ to try and find out how. 

At last he cried, “ Eureka! from France I’ll go and bring them. 
And into beds I ’ve got at home without a murmur fling them.” 

Then they came across the Channel, and he very sweetly said, 

“So glad to see you looking well, would you like to see your bed ? 
For there, my little dears, jou stay; you’ll one day 

know the reason. Ill iHn 'lii’ I 

I ’R rouse you when the month of May makes natives j j 

out of season,” : 

The Fishmongers, the Worshipful, sent down a man 
to see, . 

He wrung his hands and shook his head, and said, | • i 
“Oh, miser ee! S ' «• _ ' 


un, miseree i ^ ^ - 

It pains me very deeply, and it drives me to distra ction, . { [ 

You ’ve done what ’s wrong, and I shall have to insti- j.|ij 
tute an action.” . jp' 

Then Williamson, he sobbed aloud, and shed a hitter 
tear, 

“Oh, hang it all,” he cried, “why must you come 
and interfere ? 

I quite admit, however, that I see your point precisely, 

So don’t let ’s quarrel, let’s be friends, and bring the 
action nicely.” 




action nicely.” , | 

They brought that friendly action, and the clever 
counsel tried 

To prove to Faudell Phillips that the law was on A 
his side, 

But the oyster-dealer found the law for him was one too many. 
So he had to pay the piper— to be quite exact, a penny. 

And you who love your oyster in the latter end of May, 

In June, July, and August, too, wiR sadly rue the day, 

For philanthropic folk wRl find it unremunerative 
To introduce in summer-time this Franco-EngRsh native.* 


* Oysters are to he six shillings a dozen this winter ! I How many of 
the ordinarRy careless will now be compelled to go by Rules without 
going in for Oysters. N.B. — “Action” in these verses is poetic license for 
“ summons,” 


^^SAYE >IE EEOM MY FEIENDS 

Scene— .^4 Dlace of Meeting, Enter ParRamentary Leader and his 
Subordinate. They greet one another effusively. 

Leader {cordially). And now, my dear feRow, how are my interests? 
Sub, [with much heartiness). Getting on capitaRy! Just been 
writing to aR the papers to say that it is stupid to call you “ Old 
Dot-and-go-one,” because it is inappRcable to either your age or 
your mode of controversy. ^ ^ , , , 

Lead, {with a feeble smile). That was kind of you ! But who had 

Sub, {airily). Oh, someone of about fourth-rate importance! and 
it had been quite forgotten you know. So I dragged 
11 i| !• I in again, and put it aR right for you. 

I'h fi Lead, [shaking hands). Thanks, so very much, 

. fi'i But if persons had forgotten i t, w hy revert to it ? 

Oh, don’t you see ? Why, the point is, you 
are not a bit Rice it — ^not a scrap like it ! Next week 
')S' I sbaR write and say that it ’s rubbish to call you a 

" I ■ " turncoat, because you have always been consistent. 

; ;• - ' -A .^v i I’-vfJ Lead, {anxiously). But is anybody caRing me a 

i'iViB turncoat? , . , , , 

Sub, Not that I know of, but they might, don’t you 
• • see. So it ’s as weR to he on the safe side. I shaR 

' HT\‘ l-l'i S say that, if any one did caR you a turncoat, that the 

M-r rJj speaker would prove himself a Har! That ought to 

pIiT ' i ll? ^ oughto’t it ? 

'lAljii Lead, {with some hesitation). My dear friend, you 
i' ’/ are most kind ; hut if you don’t mind, I would be so 

't/ ¥^'.*.'1? immensely obliged if you would leave my interests 

I cordiality). What, leave your 

interests alone ! Never! You may be always sure of 
n f my hearty support ! 

3 Hoister. Lead, [earnestly). But as a personal matter, I must 

beg of you kindly to leave me alone. 

Sub, {reluctantly), WeR, of course, if you make it a personal 
matter, 1 must consent. But the Party wiR suHer. 

Lead, {dryly). Possibly— from your point of view. [Exeunt. 

Jawful News! — The Diminution of the Jaw in the Civilised 
Races is the title of a pamphlet by Mr: F. Howard Collins. We | 
haven’t read it; but if it he in favour of the diminution of “jaw,” 
we heartRy recommend its study to all Members of Parlia- 
ment, actual or intending, and to aR post-prandial speeohmakers 
generaRy. 


i;j}i 


A Native Hoister. 


VOL, CI^ 






BxmUe. “Don’t bother me about your Drainage and sioh! Why, now the Swells is 'ookin’ it, I’m a-going to be 

Chairman of the County Council ! ” 

BmMc {after reading Dr, T. Ormc DuffieWs Be^port to the Vestry of Keimrhgtmi on the health and sanitary condition of the district), loquitur : — 

Oh botlier this sanit’ry hosh ! Always piping "Wich my nose is a dalicot one, and I don’t “ Bumbledom and Disease ! ” I like that,-— 
the same dull old strains, ^ ^ ^ like the job, not by lumps ; like the ^V'/«c$’dashedhimperence,I think. 

One would think there wos nothink in life to And I loon't be perj^tual poked up by those We poroohial pots is to pass all our time a- 
be done but go sniffing the Drains ! peeping and prying old pumps. lirospecting for Stink ! 
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Doctor Dudfielt) thiiiks "We should 

inspeck, periodical, all priyit i 
dwellings, I 

Discover and show up defecks, sech as 
fnmings and leakings, and smeU- 
ings, 

As ‘‘Inrknnsnspected about,” which 
the tenants theirselves do not 
twig, 

And the landlords, in course, don’t 
remove. Well, your tenant is 
mostly a pig. 

And your landlord is sometimes a 
’og ; still between ’em we jest 
slip along. 

But do dooty for both of ’em? Snakes ! 
that is coming it slightly too 
strong. 

The tenants ’old on jest as long as 
they can, and the landlords ’old 
orf. 

A sort of a ketchy sore-throat, or a 
bit of a g.ualm or a korf , 

Make some idjots go fair orf their 
chumps on diphtheria, and'typhod 
and such; 

But then others, who don’t like a j 
hupset, put up with the lot, pooty 
much, 

Jest to save topsy-turvey and ’oles i 
in the garden, and mud on the 
stairs ; 

Landlords, likeways, is dabs at post- 
poning, and patching, and ’ush- 
ing up scares. 

But if we are to spot wot goes quisby, 
and be the responsible chaps, 

Wheugh ! we should ’ave a regular j 
beanfeast with sockets and air- 
pipes and traps ! 

1 ^ 0 , no, westry worrying sneaks, it 
won’t wort. As for ‘ * W. B. E.” 

He may frighten the Kensington lot, 
he won’t ’ave no efieck upon 
Me! “Dc 

Diphtheria be jolly’well dashed ! It “ I i 
is often, as Dudfield explains, give hi 
Mere “ follicular (—hem !— ) tonsilli- 
tis.” Me bother my ’ed about Drains ? 
Go to ! I ’ave got other fish, in a manner of 
speaking, to fry. 

That L. C. C. gave itself airs and declared 
it would wipe my old heye 
With its bloomin’ Big Pots and “Pro- 
gressives.” Aha! where the doose are 
they now ? 

Mister Eosebeet resigned, regular sick of 
bad manners and endless bow-wow ; 

How Lubbock and Faeeee are orf. Eaeeee 
gave the Times one in the eye, 

’Cos it seemed for to ’int even he of them 
precious Progressives wos shy. 

Swears their manners is quite up to dick, 
most consid’rit, and all that there stuff. 
Well they may ’ave been Brummels of course, 
but he seems to ^ave '‘ad quite enough ! 
’Owsomever, wotever the cause, now they ’re 
quit of the Great Toffy Tl^ee, 

They must ’ave a new Chairman, in course, 
and — ha ! ha ! — wot a hopening for 
Me!!! 

Porochial Bumble must rule, spite of fads, in 
a steady and sane ag^ 

And ’aving a heye on High Orfice I can’t 
waste my time on mere Drainage ! 

[Kicks Report, and strikes an attitude. 



TRUE LITERARY EXCLUSIVENESS. 

“Don't tott admiee Eobert Browning as a Poet, Mr. EiTzsNooxr* 

“I used to, once; but Everybody admires him now, don’tcherknow — so I've had to 

GIVE HIM UP ! ” 


TEA IN TEN MINUTES. 

(a song at a railway station.) 
Air — ”Thee, Thee, only Thee.'' 

Ten minutes here ! The sun is sinking 
And longingly we ’ ve long been thinking. 
Of Tea, Tea, fragrant Tea! 





Hide and Seek. The marble slabs we gather round, 


know. 

It suggested a rattling good story to Poe, 

But the “ Syndicate’’ started to seek where 
’tis hid. 


Our thirsty souls are vnolly haunted 
By Tea, Tea, fragrant Tea ! 

How then, you waiter, stir, awaken ! 


Will probably find that same Treasure— “ all Time ’s up. I ’ll hardly save my bacon, 
Km 1 ” Tea, Tea, bring that Tea 1 


At last ! The infusion ’s rayther dark. 

But hurry up ! Can’t stay for ever I 
One swig! Br-r-r-r! Hang the cunning 
shark ! 

Will ’t never cool ? Hay, never, never 1 
Tea, Tea, scalding Tea ! 

More milk; don’t be an hour in bring- 
ing ! 

Heavens ! That horrid bell is ringing ! 

“ Take your seats, please I ” Can’t touch 
the Tea ! 

Ct^ to the carriage must not take ; 

Crockery may be lost, or broken ; 
Eefreshment sharks are wide awake. 

But— many a naughty word is spoken 
O’er Tea, Tea, scalding Tea ! 


Hothing Hew.— The Editor of the Gentle- 
woman announces a forthcoming novel to be 
written by about a dozen or more novelists. 
Mr, Punch highly commends this spirited 
enterprise. The scheme is not absolutely a 
novelty, as in Mr, Punches pages some time 
ago, was there not a “Limited Hovel Co.” of 
Authors and Artists to produce “Chikkin 
Hazard?” They combined, but did not 
collaborate. But any way, success to the 
Gentlewoman ! , 

“Where is dat Barty How?” — After 
the recent suicide of le pauvre Giniral, 
the Boulangist party cannot be said to 
have been left without leaders, at all 
events, in England, as they have had leaders 
in all the papers, and actually two in the 
Times, 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

1^0. Xo 

ScEiSE — A jUght of steps hy the lake in the grounds of the Insel 
Hotel, Constance. Time, late^ cifternoon. A small boat, con- 
taming three persoyis, is just visible far out on the glassy grey- 


materially affected the harvest prospects at home ; they say there 
will he little or no fodder for the cattle this year. 1 saw somewhere 
— I forget where it was exactly — a suggestion to feed cows on 
chickweed. 

Todh. {at the bookcase). Capital thing for them too, Sir. Know a 
man who never gives his cattle anything else. 

The Curate. Oh, really? And does he find the experiment 


green water. Bob Pbexderoast and Podburt are perched side answer ? * 

by side on a parapet, smoking disconsolately. Podb, They take to it like birds. And — curious thing— after he’d 

Fodbury. Do they look at all as if they meant to come in ? I tell tried it a month, all the cows turned yellow and went about chirping 
you what, Bob, I vote we row out to them and tell them they’ll he and twittering and hopping. Fact, I assure you ! 
late for table d'hote. Eh? [He knocks out his pipe. The Curate. Dear me— 1 should scarcely have-; — ^ 

Frendergast {phlegmatically). Only he late for it ourselves if we do. [He gradually comes to the conclusion that he is being trifled with. 


They ’ll come in when they want to. 

Fodb. It ’s not safe for your sister,— I ’m hanged if it is— going 
out in a boat with a duffer like Culchaed 1 He ’ll upset her as sure 
as eggs. 


[He gradually comes to the conclusion that he is being trifled with, 
and after a few moments of uncomfortable silence, gets up and 
quits the room with dignity. 

Fodb. [to himself). One of ’em gone! Kow if I can only clear 
these old tabbies out, I can tackle Ctjlchard. {Aloud, to Chaplain’s 


as eggs. these old tabbies out, i can tackle Ctjlchard. [Aloud, to Unapiain's 

Frend. {with fraternal serenity). With pin-oars ? Couldn’t if he Wife.) You don’t happen to know if there’s a good doctor here, I 
tried ! And they ’ve a man with them, too. The less I see of that suppose ? A lady was saying in the Musik-saal — the lady vdth the 
chap CuLCHAJEO) the better. I did hope we ’d choked him off at three daughters who came this afternoon — that she was afraid they 


Nuremberg. I hate the sight of his supercilious old mug I 


Fodb. You can’t hate it more than I do — but what can I do ? was to call in. 


were in for bad feverish colds or something, and asking who there 


{Fathetically.) I ’ve tried rotting him, but somehow he always | 

manages to get the best of it in the end. I never 

saw such a beggar to hang on I ^ 

Frend. What on earth made you ask him to come 
on here, after he declared he wouldn’t ? % A 

Fodb. I! I ask him? He settled it all with 
your sister. How could I help it ? 

Frend. I’d do something. Why can’t you tell Jm 

Hm right out he ain’t wanted ? I would— like a 

Fodb. It ’s not so easy to tell him as you think. 

We haven’t been on speaking terms these three MB 

days. And, after all {feebly) we ’re supposed to he BH 

travelling together, don’t you know I You might 
drop him a hint now. 

Frend. Don’t see how I can very well— not on 
^ my own hook. Might lead to ructions with Hypatia, 

Fodb. {anxiously). Bob, you — you don’t think m 

. your sister really eh ? 

Prenc?. Hypatia’s a rum girl— always was. She 
. certainly don’t seem to object to your friend CuL- J M 

CHAEP. What the^ dickens she can see in Mm, I 
don’t know! — ^but it’s no use my putting my oar 
I in. She ’d oMy jnmp on me, y’know ! 
i Fodb. {rising). Then I must. If that ’s what 
he ’s really after, I tMnk I can stop his little game. 

I ’ll try, at any rate. It ’s a long worm that has no 
turning, and I’ve had about enough of it. The 
first chance I get. I ’ll go for Mm. 

Frend, Good luck to you, old chap. There, 
they ’re coining in now. We ’d better go in and SZ i 
change, eh ? We ’ve none too much time, ■"===“ Zlf/ 

[They go in. 

In the Lese-zimmer, a small gaslit room, with glazed « q + ^ ■ 


PAeC.’s IT. Oh, I’ve no belief inforeign doctors. I always find a few 

drops of aconite or pulsatiUa, 1 have my homoeo- 

^ pathic case with me now. Perhaps, if I went and had 

^ a talk with her I could [iSAo goes out energetically. 

M Fodb. Another gone! {To the Old Maids.) So 

^ you ain’t going down to the Cloisters to-night ? I ’m 

. told there ’s to he some fun there — Hide-and-seek, 

m. or something— first-rate place for it, especially now 

the moon ’s np ! 

First Old Maid. Xohody told us a word about it. 
Hide-and-seek— and in those quaint old Cloisters 
too— It sounds delightful! What do you say, 

Tabitha. Shall we just ? Only to look on, you 

HffiK know. We needn’t unless 

Maids withdraw in a pleased 
PopBTjRY crosses to Culchaep. 

Fodb, {with determination). Look here, CiJLCHAEP, 
Wil ir I just like to know what you mean by the way 
you ’re going on. 

1^^ Culch I thought we were both agreed that 

discussions of this kind 

Fodb. It ’s all bosh our travelling together if 

’re not to have any discussions. You ’ve been 
on the sulk long enough. And I ’ll thank you to 
inform me what you ’re after here, going about alone 
with Miss Peeitpeeg-ast like this, in the Museum 
with her all the mormng, and on the lake again this 
afternoon,— it won’t do, you kuow ! 

Culch. If she happens to prefer my society to 
yours and her brother’s, I presume you have no 
claim to interfere, 

Fodb. I don’t know about that. How about Miss 
Teottee ? 

Culch. If I remember rightly, you yourself were 
not insensible to Miss TEOTXEE’s—er— attractions ? 


doors opening upon the Musik-saal. ^ Around a ^ diimity.” Fodb. Perhaps not ; hut I am not engaged to her 

table piled with German and English periodi- ® — you are. You told me so in the train. 

cals, a mild^ Curate, the Wife of the English Chaplain, and Culch. You entirely misunderstood me. There was no definite 

two Old Maids are seated, reading and conversing. Culchaep is understanding between us — nothing of the sort or kind. In fact, it 

on a central ottoman, conscientiously deciphering the jokes in was merely a passing caprice. Since I have had the privilege of 1 

Fliegende Blatter Popbpey is at the bookcase, turning over imowing Miss Peenpeegast, I see clearly 


odd Tatjchu’ITZ volumes. 

The Chaplain's Wife {to the Curate, a new arrival). Oh, you will 


Fodb. Then you mean to propose to her, eh ? 

Culch. That is certainly my intention ; have you any objection to 


very soon get into all our little ways. The hours here are most con- offer ? 

vement breakfast {Mle d'hote) with choice of eggs or fish and coffee Fodb. Only that I mean to propose too. I daresay my chances are 
—really aamirao^e coffee; — ^from eight to nine ; midday dinner at one. as good as yours — cve-n now. 

Supper at mne. Then, if yon want to write a letter, the post for Culch. I doubt it, my dear fellow ; however, don’t let me dis- 
England goes out at— ((f-c., ^c.) And on Sundays, eleven o’clock courage you, 

servi ce (Evangelical, of course I) at the {^c., ^c.) My husband Fodb. I don’t intend to. o/Miss Peenpeegast is seen 

* 7/7 r- y. , to pass the glazed doors, and move slowly across the Musik-saal; 

I'^f'st Old Maid {looking up from a four days old ‘ Telegraph^'), both rush to the door, and look after her.) She’s gone out into the 
1 see mey are still continumg that very interesting correspondence balcony. ’Jove, I ’ll go, too, and get it over ! 

^ ^ V vridening ? ” One letter Culch. I should not advise you to do so. It is possible she may 

a^iDutes It to the habit of thumb -sucking in infancy— wMch have gone there with the— er— expectation of being joined by— by 

certainly ought to ^checked. How I never allow any somebody else. [He smiles complacently. 

T ^ Fodb. You mean she'gave yon a rendezvous there ? I don’t believe it ! 

this aftonoon I was telling a Lady in this hotel that her little hoy Culch, I did not say so. But I am not prepared to deny that I 
i with a rubber ring. You get them at a shop have been waiting here with some such expectation, 

in the Hoeh-strasse- 1 can take you to it at any time, or if you like Fodb. {holding the door). If you go, I go too — that ’s all. 

. XT. . 7 . ... ^® absurd. You wiU only he de trap, I assure you. 

correspondent thought the practice of eating Fodb. De trop or not, I mean going— she shall choose between us. 

soup with table-sp^ns tend^^ to enlarge the mouth. I really believe Culch. {turning pale), I suppose you intend to enlighten her as to 

-L pause, my— er— little fiirtation (before I knew her) with Miss Teottee ? 

1 he L>urate. ihe weather we have been having seems to have Do it, Podbxtet, do it — if you tTn’TrV you ’ll gain any good by it I 
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Podh. Telling tales is not exactly in my line. But you don’t go 
on that balcony without me— that ’s all. 

Culch, Well, listen to reason, my dear fellow. "What you propose 
is ridiculous. I— I don’t mind conceding this : we ’ll each go, and — 
er— tit u]^ as you call it, wMch goes first. 

Poc?6. Done with you! {Produces a marh.) Sudden death. You’re 
Eagle— I’m the other Johnny. (Poises.) Eagle! Confound you! 
But I mean to have my innings aU the same. 

Culch, You ’re perfectly welcome— when I ’ye had mine. I ’ll— er 
— ^wish you good evening. 

[He stalks out triumphantly. Podbuet places himself in a 
position from which he can command a vieio of the Musik- 
saal^ over the top of ^'‘uber Land und Meerf^ and awaits 
results. 


STORICULES. 

YI.— Budwell’s Eeyenge. 

My friend, Thomas Gedlutg, is something indefinite and authori- 
tative in the Post Office. He is a praoticm man. He can do fret- 
work, cook a steak, clean hoots, find out what ’s wrong with the gas, 
and understand Waterloo Station ; in an emergency he is invaluable. 
This is just as well, because destiny has decided that the life of 
Thomas Gidlihg shall be a series of emergencies. ^ He has comfort- 
able bachelor quarters at the very top of Parkingtoh Chambers, which 
are situated in Bloomsbury. 

One night last winter I had been dining with GrrDLiHG’at his Club; 
after dinner he prwosed that we should go round to his fiat for a 
talk and a smoke. Gielihg, being practical, can make coffee, which 
is a thing that they cannot do at Gidlino’s Club, nor, indeed, at 
many others. So I cohsented. 

We had cUmbed painfully to the top of Parkington Chambers, and 
had just got inside Gielihg’s duter door, when we noticed a very 

marked and curious 
smell. “There’s 
something wrong 
about this,” remarked 
Gielihg, severely. 
I’ agreed with him, 
adding, out of a ner- 
vous politeness, from 
which I suffer some- 
times, that I rather 
liked the smell. 
“ Then you ’re an 
idiot,” said Gidlihg, 
who never suffers 


once what was the 
matter. The lower 
part of the chimney 
was on fire ; the fire- 
place was covered 
with glowing masses 
of soot which had! 
fallen. “ Hahzih ’s 
had another nasty 
touch of that in- 
fiuenza,’’ remarked Gidliitg-. Hahkin is Gidling’s servant, and at 
regular intervals becomes incapacitated for work. Hankin himself 
says that it is influenza, and speaks of “ another of them relapses ; ” 
Gidling thinks that it is as a rule intorication. As a matter of 
fact Hahkih would not be a bad servant if his zeal was distributed 
over him rather more evenly. It is always either excessive or 
defective. It comes out in lumps. In neglecting to have the chimney 
swept Hakhih had shown defect ; in the way that he had piled up 
the fire he had shown excess. In subsequently absenting himseS 
from the fiat he had shown a certain amount of wisdom, for Gidlihg 
was rather angry. i 

“Hot but what I can put it all right,” said Gidlihg. I’na a 
ractical man. Eiije Brigade ? I thought you ’d suggest a few fire 
rigades. Ho, not exactly. I ’U show you how to stop a thing of this 
kind.” He went into his bed-room, and returned with the water- 
j ug. An iron ladder from the main staircase^ led through a trap-door 
in the roof. Gidlikg went up this ladder with the water-jug, while 
I waited 'to seethe result in the sitting-room, I could hear him 
walking about on the roof, and I looked out for a deluge of water to 
descend down the chimney into the fire-place. But no deluge came. 
Presently Gidlihg descended and entered the room with the empty 
water-jug. 

“ Did it splash much ? ” he asked. 

“ Ho, there was no water came down at all.” 


from politeness at all. 
He opened the door 
of bis sitting-room, 
and then we saw at 



“Oh? Then I’ve emptied this water -jug down the wrong 
chimney. “We ’d better clear out of this.” 

At this lecture Haheih returned, and Gidihcg said a good deal 
to him. HAfncnr was left to put out the fire, and we went back 
again to the Club. GroLiKG seemed rather annoyed with me for 
laughing about his mistake. 

“It’s a deuced awkward thing,” he said. “That water went 
down somebody’s chimney, and it ’s put somebody’s fire out.^ 'Diat 
means unpleasantness, you know, if he or she^finds out who did it.” 

“Who live in the fiats below yours ? ” I asked. 

“ An Art-student and her mother in the flat below mine— they are 
really most charming people, and I hope to goodness it wasn’t their 
chimney that I poured the water down. I ’m on rather friendly 
terms with them. Then on the first floor there ’s Budwell. He ’s a 
conceited affected ape. I only hope it was he who got the benefit of 
that water-jug. It ’s rather amusing, you know. jBxjdwell ’s very 
much in love with Miss Yahe (that’s the Art-student), and she 
loathes him— at least I believe so. Poor beggar ! ” Gieiihg laughed, 
sarcastically. “Yes, I hope that was Bun well’ s chimney, not the 
other.” 

It turned out afterwards that it was Budwell’s chimney, and he 
found out that it was Gedle^g who had done the deed. So^ BimwELL 
determined on revenge. He climbed up on to the roof with a large 
bath-can of water, intending to empty it down Gidliis’g’s chimney. 
Chimneys ought to be labelled. The whole of the contents of that 
can descended into Mrs. Yahe’s fireplace. Bin) well called and 
apologised, but it was of no use. They considered it mean of 
Bun WELL to take revenge for what was only a mistake on GmLiHG’s 
part ; and they were not very well pleased at having then own fire 
put out. “A chimney’s not the ^ace for a cataract, you know, 
Mr. Budweil,” said Miss Yane. 

Budwell went back to his own fiat and brooded over his mis- 
fortunes. He had now grown still more angry with Gidleig, which 
was irrational of him ; and he determined to take a stiU fiercer 
revenge. Late at night he conveyed the bath-can and several jugs, 
all fml of water, on to the roof. There was no fear of his selecting 
Mrs. Yahe’s chimney by mistake this time. One by one he emptied 
the jugs and the water-can, and then descended to his own fiat, 
fiendishly triumphant, as he thought of the havoc he must have 
made in Giuling’s fire-place. 

But when he got to his own flat, he found that he had emptied aU 
that water down bis own chimney. 

After that he gave up his revenges, together with his affections 
and his apartments. But Gidling tells the story with considerable 
unction ; the facts of it were partly derived from Bun well’s servant 
and partly from Miss Yahe— with whom Gedlixg is beginning to be 
on more tnan friendly terms. 


INTEENATIONAL NURSEEY-TALE CONGEESS. 

The Chair was taken by Mr. Johh Hoeneb, P.B.I.H.T.C., hneal 
descendant of the celebrated “Jack ” of that ilk. 

The President said he had no desire to waste the meeting’s 
valuable time. He would at once address himself (^and the company 
present) to the myth, if myth it could be called, which had immor- 
talised bis own name. Heed he say he alluded to the legend of 
“ Little Jack Horner ” ? ( Cheers.) Some 
commentators are of opinion that “Hob- 
hbe” was a typographical ^^error for 
“ Homee.” ^ But the prefibc and the 
epithet combined to militate against this 
ingenious and plausible, but specious, 
theory. “Homee” was not in any 
sense “Little,” nor was his Pagan name 
“Jack.” Again, “Corner,” in the second 
line, could not in any language have 
ever rhymed with “ Homee.” He 
knew that “Cromer” furnished them 
with a rhyme for “ Homee ; ” but if this were accepted, what became 
of the ancient Greek, of the Syriac, ^ of^ the Phoenician, of the 
Himrodio legends, nay, of the very Hiad itself, if “ Homee” were 
a native of “Cromer”? {Loud and prolonged cheers.) Ho! 
“Jack Horner,’’ or, as it was originally written, “Jakorna,” was of 

Scandinavian origin, and it was, in all probability, a m 3 rbhmic rhyth 

Ho, beg pardon, he should say a rhythmic myth ( Cheers) sung by a 
wandering Sam Oar Troupe on their visiting Egypt and the Provinces 
before the time of the Celtic-PhcenicianO’SiEis, or at least before the 
reign of Hameses the Fiest, ancestor of the great Scotch Hamsbt 
iosmlj— [Cheers) — at one of the social entertainments given on a non- 
hunting day by that eminent sportsman Himrod. Then came the 
question of where was “the corner” in which Jakorna secluded 
himself ? Of course, Christmas, as differentiating this pie from all 
others, was a modern substitution. The original word was probably 
“Kosmik,” {The lecture was still proceeding when our Reporter len, 
the dryness of, the subject having unfortunately affected his throati) 





‘WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT?” 


[“The ‘tohorni narod’— the inconceirably ill- 
iised, patieirt, long-suffeiing ‘ black people,’ as the 
mouiiks of "White Russia are grimly denominated 
by their rulers— are dying by thousands, of sheer 
starvation, without a hand being stretched out by 
the ‘ Tchin ’ to rescue them from the greedy jaws 
of Death.”— TeUgraph, 

The moujiks are remonstrating and even rebelling 
in consequence.] 


“ Little Eather,” Trehaye stifEered long, and 
sorrowed, 

We the ‘ ‘ children ” of the wonderful White 
Tsar, 

Steadfast patience from staunch loyalty haye 
borrowed, 

Slayed for Slaydom still in Peace, and died 
in War ; 

We haye borne the yoke of power, and its 
abuses, 

We haye trusted cells and shackles served 
their turn ; 

Nay, that e’en the ruthless knout had noble 
uses ; 

Now we starye—and think—- and bum. 


“Little Father,” we are hungering now, 
neglected, 

While the foreigner shouts praises in our 
ports; 

We are honoured, say your scribes, loyed, 
feared, respectea, 

The yroud Frank, we fought for you, your 
friendship courts. 

The golden price of it you hug most gladly. 

W'ell, that price, what is its destined end 
and aim ? 

The indulgence of ambitions cherished madly ? 

The pursuit of warrior fame ? 


On armaments aggressiye are you spending 
Whut miffht solace the “black people” 


What might ^ solace the “black people” 
midst their dead ? 

Of the millions the effusiye Frank is lending 
Is there motiving left for bread ? 


BOUILLABAISSE. 


[There has been some correspondence lately about 
Bouillabaisse, and a wiiter in the Evening News 
(who misquotes Thacicekay) actually gives a 
recipe without oil !] 


* ‘ Little Father, ’ ’ is your power then so paternal 
As in pious proclamation is set forth ? 

If the round earth bears a brand of the 
infernal, [North ? 

Does the trail of it not taint our native 
Ay, we love it as in truth we’ve ever loyed it. 
Our devotion, poorly paid, is firm and 
strong ; 


Your realm is ever widening, Tsar, and 
lengthening. 

Though its peoples— your dear children— 
prosper not ; 

Railways stretching, boundaries creeping, 
legions strengthening ! 

And the end, 0 Tsar, is— where ?— the 
purpose— what ? 

The Afghan, Tartar, Turk feel your ad- 
vancing, [tread. 

The Persian and the Mongol hear your 

And an eager watchful eye is eastward 
glancing 

Where the Lion lifts Ms head. 


Oun Thackeeay in ancient days. 
Wrote of a very famous dish. 

And said in stanzas in its praise, 
’Twas made of several kinds of fish. 
A savoury stew it is indeed, 

And he ’s “in comfortable case ” 
Who finds before him at his need 
A smoldng dish of Bouillabaisse. 


And your children, “ Little Father ” ? They 
are lying 

In their thousands at your threshold, 
waiting death. 

Gold you gather whilst your foodless thralls 


And now folks laud that dish again. 

And o’er it raise a pretty coil. 

While one rash man we see with pain. 
Would dare to make it minus oil. 

Oh ! shade of Teeee, you no doubt ^ 

W ould make once more the * ‘ drollgrimace, ’ 
At such a savage, who left out 
The olive oil, in Bouillabaisse, 


Have our little pitied miseries not proved it. 
And our weary tale of wrong ? 


are dying l 


Is appeal, oh Great WHte Tsar, but wasted 
Dreath? 


“ Thought- Waves.” {Bt/an Un’Bsoten^) 
—The Theosophists talk mistily about ‘ the 
concentration of mind-force on a thought- 
wave” — which seems only another way of 
saying that such minds are, at the tune, 
“ quite at sea.” 
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MONEY MAKES THE MAN. 

{A Fragment from a Bomaree 

dedicated hy Mr. Punch to Mr. 

DiggU.) 

is^ entirely your own 
fault,’’ said tke intruder, as lie 
ut another silver tea-pot in Ins 
ag. 

“I don’t see that at all,” re- 
plied the master of the house, 
moving uneasily in his chair. 

“Well, I have not time to 
argue with you,” returned the 
other, as he held up an enamelled 
ship of beautiful workmanship. 

“ Bear me, this is really very 
fine, I have never seen any- 
thing like it before! What is 
it?” 

“ I got it at a sale in Derby- 
shire. I fancy it must be some- 
thing like the old Battersea 
enamel.” 4 

“Very fine I And solid silver, 
too ! Well, in all my experience , 
and I have been in the profes- 
sion some twenty; years, I have 
seen nothing like it. Beautiful I 
Lovely I ” 

‘ ‘ If you had not tied my hands 
behind my back,” explained the 
master of the house, ‘'Lcould 
show you, by lifting that lid, you 
would see prettier subjects in 
the interior of the vessel.” 

“You certainly tempt me,” 
answered the intruder, “to give 
you an increased facility in 
moving. But it is against my 
rules. I always work in a me- 
thodical manner, and one of my 
regulations is, before I open the 
safe, I must bind the master of 
the house hand and foot in an 
arm-chair. But what were we 
talking about ? ” ^ 

“You were saying,” returned ■ 
the other, with a sigh, “that it was my own fault that I find myself 
in this painful, this ruinous position. As a man of education I 
cannot see how you can advance such a proposition.” 

“But that’s thfe point. lam not a man of education. I don’t 
know how to play the piano, and can soarcely manage a free-hand 
sketch of a cathedral. My (ireek is shaky, and I speak French and 
German with an accent enough to drive a linguist mad. No, no, you 
take my word for it— this littie incident would never have happened 
had you behaved wisely, and like a public-spirited citizen.” 

“What do you mean r ” asked the householder. 

“ Why, this, that if you had paid more to the School Board, I 
would have received a better education, and have never been a 
housebreaker. As it is, I am only making up the difference between 
the sum you have paid, and the sum you should have expended.” 

^ And the burglar, helping himself to another silver tea-pot, con- 
tinued his lucrative worK, 


THE MUSIC OF THE SPHERES. 

The “true sphere of woman so Haesison says— 

In effect— is the family circle. Some praise ; 

But to geometricians it strange may appear. 

For a “circle ” is only a 'part of a “ sphere.” 

Since woman appeared at the wickets, some think 
(Though male cricketers from the conclusion'may shrink). 
That the true “ sphere ” of woman must be, after all, 

A leathern one— typed by a new cricket-ball. 

Young girls think a “ Ball ” of another guess sort 
Is the sphere in which woman may find truest sport. 

To harmonise aH these opinions, ’tis clear, 

Is hard ; but, whatever be woman’s true sphere. 

Whether found in the dictum of Positive” Haeeison, 
And what ladies call his “ degrading comparison,” 

Or otherwhere,— this will be certainly found. 

If you ’U let angry women alone they ’ll “ come rowwJ.” 


“The Man poe the Post.” — Sir James Feegusson. 


TALK FOR TRAVELLERS. 

[“The German ofiScials at the 
frontier, since the relaxation of the 
passport regulations, have been or- 
dered to treat foreign passengers 
with every politeness.” — Daily 
Papers.^ 

Mein Heee, will you do us 
the honour to descend from the 
railway-carriage? It will be 
merely a matter of form. We 
need not distob those gracious 
ladies, your wife and daughters. * 
This is the best way to the 
Customs. T on will notice that 
we have swept the path that 
leads to the door. 

Certainly, these arm-chairs 
are for the use of passengers. 
We have placed them there our- 
selves, and can recommend them. 

Is it asking too great a favour 
to beg you to lend me the keys 
of your boxes? A hundred 
thousand thanks. 

Your explanation is absolutely 
satisfactory. You are bringing 
these sixteen unopened boxes of 
cigars home for your grand- 
mother. It is a most proper 
thing to do, and, under the cir- 
cumstances, the duty will be 
remitted. 

And these three hundred yards 
of lace of various makes and 
ages ? An heir-loom I Indeed I 
Then, of course, the packet must 
pass duty-free. 

As we have found nothing of 
consequence in this portmanteau 
of yours, it will be uimecessary 
to search the nineteen boxes of 
that gracious lady, your wife. 
No doubt she has obeyed your 
instruction not to smuggle. We 
are absolutely satisfied with your 
explanations, and axe greatly 
obliged to you for your kindness and condescension. 

This is the way to the carriage. We have placed steps before the 
door, as without a platform it is difficult to ascend. 

No, Mein Herr, it is utterly impossible I We are forbidden by the 
Empeeoe himself to accept a gratuity. 

Yes, Madam, it is indeed without charge. Do not tempt us. 
Instant dismissal is the penalty. 

Certainly, Mein Herr, you could get the same politeness before the 
Empekoe issued his Imperial instructions. 

But then the charge was a thaler I 


THE GREAT TWIN BRETHREN. 

[“ I do not wish to call Mr, Gladstone by a name which would be both 
tasteless and pointless.” — Mr. A. V. Dicey'' s Letter to the Ti>mee.'\ 

Tasteless and pointless, Dicbt ? Well, the time is out of joint, 
And you were born to set it right, though not with “taste” and 
“point.” 

We cannot aU. do aR things. Sir, and if you save the State 
(As the great Twin Brethren mean to in despite of Haecouet’s hate), 
What does it matter, Dicet, if your letters are not quite 
In that style epistolary, which our fathers called “polite ” ? 

’Tis a little too meticulous— in you— and rather late, 

After giving Mr. Gladstone such a wholesome slashing “ slate.” 
Take heart of grace, dear Dicet, and don’t let Sir William’s * ‘ point ” 
In your tough (if tasteless) armour find a vulnerable joint. 

“ Old Timbertoes ” won’t trouble. Sir, to wish that you were dead, 
And his taste [not point) forbids him to call you “Old Wooden- 
head ! ” 


Keep Watch ! 

[A Visitor fishing off Deal Pier brought up a gold watch and chain on Ms 
hook. It is supposed to be one lost by a resident, but the lucky angler has 
not been seen since.]^ 

Paeadoxical portent ! Most worthy of rhyme 
Is this fortunate angler who tried to kill time. 

Fate made him the offer, and, wisely, he book’d it ; 

He not only killed time, but he caught it,— and*^** hook’d it.” 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 



SIR W. Y. HARCOURT, 
Tee “Odd Fellow” Out. 
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So high, he floated, that he seemed to climb ; 

The bladder blown by chance was burst by 
time. 

Falsely-earned fame fools bolstered at the 
urns; 

The mob which reared the god the idol burns. 

To cliQg one moment nigh to power^s crest, 

Then, earthward flung, sini to oblivion’s 
rest 

Self-sought, ’midst careless acquiescence, 
seems 

Strange fate, e’en for a thing of schemes and 
dreams ; 

But CiESAR’s simulacrum, seen by day, 

Scarce envious Casca’s self would stoop to 

And inounting mediocrity, once o’erthrown, 

Need fear — or hope — ^no dagger save its own. 


i| !j'. -v:., ■/ 

: jI ' 

I 33. i... . .! r{f/. 


From Brxoht to Dull.— In an interesting 
article on artiticial reproductions of Nature’s 
treasures, the Standard remarked that “ Beal 
diamonds have been turned out of the chemist’s 
retorts.” What a brilliant chemist he must 
have been ! Probably of Hibernian origin, as 
among conversational sparklers there are few 
on record more brilliant than “Irish Dia- 
monds.” Stay, though! If the real ^amonds 
were “turned out of the chemist’s retorts,” 
then his retorts, without these flashes of bril- 
liancy, must have been a trifle duU, and he is 
no longer the chemist we took biTn for. ‘ ‘ But, ’ ’ 
to quote our Ejplinc, “that is another story.” 

The New Evangel. 

[M. Zola, in his new Novel, glorifies War, and the 
regenerative mission of human bloodshed.] 

“ Zola on War,” intensifies the “ Hola ! ” 
Of purists who are aR for “ war on Zola ! ” 
Well, he whose pen is touched with tints 
from Tophet, 

Is the right man to pose as Bed War’s 
Prophet ! 



THE RULING PASSION STRONG AT DINNER. 


A Trifle for The Builder, “When LacmiQ Waiter {tJwrmgMyfamUiar wUh Sporting Major's taste in Chamjpagm), “Seventy- 

are houses like difficulties P ” Andtheprac- , t t , t .. i tt a -ci on 

tical mnn replies “When thev have to be Sporting Major [down on hislucJCf after a had week at NewniarJcet), Seven-to-Jdotjr, Sir! 
‘faced.’ ^ Dash it! wouldn’t take Ten to One about anything !” 


OUE BOOKING-OFFICE. 


“Bespected Andrew Lang,” writes the Baron’s Assistant Beader, 
“ I have read your criticism in Longman's Magazine upon Mr. Barry 
Pain’s In a Canadian Canoe, It s an ugly piece of bludgeon work, 
I admit, but not convincing to any- 
one who has read the book of which I,'! I 


you speak. You tear away a line or , _ 

two from the context, and ask your ||.JT] * 

readers to say if that is wit or ]||!() ^ 

humour. How your admirers would H’ll •• 

have protested had any sacrilegious “ 

critic ventured to treat one of your y--"] |^a I 

own immortal works in this manner. I I 

I Essays in Little^ a book which, by if 
the way, appeared in the same series 
for which Mr. Barry Pain wrotOj My 

is a pleasant and inoflensive compilation, but ' 
even Essays in little would have presented a '\v \j 
sorry appearance if, let us say, Andrew Lang j vJ 

had reviewed it in this perfunctory and ex- IHjfW 
tractqry and arbitrary fashion. I remember lif TCVtm 
that in that case the critics were respectfully m|\ 7 
enthusiastic. Even Mr. BLUDYER.would have ^aJ||/ M f# 
doffed his cap, I fancy, to one ' W 

Who rhymes, researches and reviews, 

Who sometimes writes like Genesis, 

And sometimes in the Daily Mews. 

For, after all, you stand high in the journalistic world. Your 
opinion passes current in many a select circle. Not even your 
vagaries seem to have power to offend the worshippers to whom your 




word has long been a law, whether you spoke of golf, of salmon, of 
folk-lore or of books. The censure of a Blddyer (I wonder what has 
brought that formidable name to my mind) can do little to discourage 
you. But Mr. Barry Pain is a young writer. And yet some one 
remarked that In a Canadian Canoe was better even than Essays in 
Little^ and the audacious words were actually printed in a journal to 
which Andrew Lang is an occasional contributor. I myself have 
never dared to go so far. There is something sacred about an es- 
tablished reputation. And I can honestly say that I like the 
elegant airy trifles which your little Muse has bestowed upon us, 
though I confess to a weariness when the talk is too much of golf- clubs 
and salmon rods. And I admire your appreciation of the original 
work of other men. In the present case you and I disagree upon a 
question of taste. That is all. Tant pis pour moi^ I hasten to add. 
But I disagree in good company, for 1 note with some amusement, 
that the Payn whom you rightly praise, has a kind and encouraging 
word for the Pain whom you so vehemently disparage. And in 
this case I wiU stake my all upon the eulogy of James Payn as 
against the censure of Andrew Lang. As you did me the honour to 
refer to something I had written, I thought myself bound in polite- 
ness to reply, and am Your obedient servant, 

An a. B. in the B. de B.-W.’s Office.” 


A Straight Tip to Canadian ‘‘Cross Coves.” 

’Tis nice “ in a Canadian Canoe ” 

To practise what the ribald caU “ canoodling ; ” 

But what the deuce does the Dominion do, ^ 

“ In this galley,” with this new game of“ boodling ? ” 
“ Paddle your own Canoe,” dear, if you will, 

But kick all “ cross coves ” out, and trust to honest skill. 
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JOURNAL OF A ROLLING STONE. 

Tenth Entry. 

Dick Eibbins, my more or less “learned” instructor in practical 
goes out to a good many evening parties, I find. Casually 
remains that he “ danced three sq[uare dances, the other night, with 
old Davis’s ugly daughter, the Solor (legal slang for Solicitor), in 
Caraway Street.” It ’s Davis himself, not the daughter, that is the 
SoUeitor, and, it seems she introduced the gay Eebeins to her Papa. 
Hence another brief, a rather complicated one, on some dispute about 
a mortgage. 

On the morning when the case is to come into Court, Dick the 
Brief-hunter, who has promised to take me there, seems nervous. 
Yet he is still confident that, iB “ old Peoser ” is the judge, he wiU 
“puli the thing ofi.” It will be, apparently, a ease of “Pull 
Eibbins, pull Peosee.” 

In Court I occupy a seat just behind him, because — as he observes 
— I’ve been “grintog away at the case, and know the subject j 
I j ■ f, ^ down to the ground ” — which 


and the horrifying fact is revealed to me thati^the sheet of “ autho- 
rities ” I have brought with me bears, not on the mortgage case now 
before the Court, but on that previous six-guinea matter on which I 
had given Rogers & Co. my valuable Opinion gratis. 

I hear Dick Fibrins, in this trying position, with the eyes of three 
Judges fixed on him, swearing at me under his breath in the most 
awful manner. But why did he depend on me f Why didn’t he get 
up the case himself ? 

Deprived at one blow of most of his precedents, “ shorn ” — as the 
Breach of Promise Reports puts it — “of its usual attractions,” 
Fibrins’ s speech becomes an impotent affair. He has to quote such 
cases as he can remember, and as neither his memory nor his legal 
knowledge is great, he presents them aU wrongly, and prematurely 
sits down. I see Proser’s wrinkled countenance iLLummed with an 
exultant smile. Just as I am moving out of Court (Fibrins has to 
“move” m Court), because I am desirous of avoiding Fibrins’ s 
wrath,— though I feel that this fiasco is more his fardt than mine, 
—I hear the presiding judge (the mad one) say to the Defendant’s 
Counsel that he need not trouble to address them. I know what that 












j|iij ! # ,ji ,,, ,i I don’t think Ae does. Ithere- 

j: /r!:] ' fore am to act as his reserves, 

!■ ' '' I prompter, and to 

' ■' supply him with the names of 

' i I which he has forgotten, 

■' ' * and which he wishes to quote, 

i ' ! " : ' Rather a responsible position. 

I 'i ; ' Should feel more confidence in 

^ ' result if Fibrins had told me 

■ ■ 'i * prompter arrangement 

\i'' '' |•‘’ before the very morning when 

i JWi comes „ 

\ \\r'7l latter opens his 

\ 1 (//7 — mouth to begin, 

PROSERseemsV 

\ I f-ft T / dined to jump 

\ Jj'* downit. 

’ “A compli- 

cated case of foreclosure ? ” he growls. ‘ ‘ You needn’t teR us that. All 
i foreclosure cases are complicated. I ever saw one yet that wasn’t.” 

Fibrins goes along unimpeded for a minute or two, Proser having 
thrown himself hack with an air of resigned inattention, one of the 
other Judges taking furtive notes, and the third resting his elbows 
on his desk, and his head on his elbows, and eyeing 9ne with a stony 
and meaningless stare. Can he suddenly have gone mad ? 

I ^ have no time to consider this interesting point, as Fibrins is 
again m difficulties about some precedent that he wants to quote, 
but which he has forgotten, and turns sharply round on me, saying, 
in a fierce whisper — 

“ What the doose is that case ? ”, 

I look hurriedly down on the sheet of paper on which (as I fancy) 
I have jotted down the authorities hearing on the subject, and reply, 
also in a whisper — ‘‘ CooJeson and Gedge,'^ 

“The Court, m’luds,” Fibrins airily proceeds, as if he were in- 
debted entirely to his own memory for the information, “held in 

Cookson and Gedge that a mortgagor who desires to foreclose ” 

“Where is the case you meution? ” suddenly asks the Judge who 
was staring at me a moment ago. He is now engaged in first looking 
at my instructor suspiciously, and then at me, as if he thought that 
there was some horrible secret between ns, which he is determined 
to probe to the bottom. 

^ Volume Six of the Law Reports^ m’ lud.’^ 

“ Page ? ” snaps Proser. 

“Page 184, m’ hid. As I was saying, the Court there held that 

the right to foreclose at any reasonable time is not taken away ” 

This time the interruption comes from the Judge who I thought 
was going mad, but who now seems to he preternaturally and ofien- 
sively sane. 

“It would be odd,” he observes, cuttingly, “if any Court had 
decided a point about mortgages in Cookson ursus Gedge, because 
^ looking at the page to which you have referred us, find that 
Cookson and Gedge was a running^down case ” | 

I glance at the paper before me in consternation; another moment, i 


means— judgment for the Defendant ! 

Chancing half -an-hour later to enter a Strand Restaurant, part of 
which, I regret to say, is also a drinking-bar, I am startled at 
beholding the identical form and features of Fibrins himself. He 
appears flushed— has two companions with him, to whom he is talking 
excitedly. I hear the words — “idiot” — “jackass of a pupil” — 
“regular sell” — and; hut no, perhaps I had better not repeat all 
that I did hear. I decide to seek refreshment elsewhere. 

Over the subsequent scene in Fibrins’s Chambers I prefer to 
draw a veil. It is sufficient to say that I was obliged to leave 
Fibrins, and thereafter received a solid half-year’s instruction in 
the Chambers of a learned Counsel who was not a briefless impostor. 

I heard afterwards that he had added ^ the story to his fund of 
legal dining-out anecdotes, and had considerably amplified it. It 
came out in a shape which made Fibrins a hero, myself an imbecile 
of a rather malicious kind, Prosee helplessly cowering under 
Firrins’s wealth of arguments, and the otner two Judges reduced 
to admiring silence. I take this opportunity of stating that if any- 
body “ cowered” in Court on that memorable occasion, it was oertairdy 
not poor old Peosee. 

THE ^^DISAPPOINTMENT OF DEOEMBER.^^ 

[“It is too early yet (says the Telegraph) to announce the title of the 
latest of the Laureate’s plays, but this much may be said, that it is written, 
partly^ in blank verse and partly in prose, that it is what is known in 
theatrical circles as ‘ a costume play,’ and that the scene is laid in England. 
It may, however, interest sensitive dramatists to know that Lord Tenny- 
son is liberal enough to place the stage detail wholly in the competent hands 
of Mr. Daly. He does not wince if a lino is cut here and there, or protest if 
a scene or a speech has to bo supplied.” ] 

Behold, I Imow not anything, — /f J 

Except that if I write two Acts in // i ^ 

verse, Jf 

And two in prose, I might do worse ^ 

Than having a Four Act song to sing. 

I leave the dress we know to-day ; if J 

On English ground my scene I set, m k 
A nd wonder if I touch as yet, J | \\ 1 1' 1 

What we have termed a “ Costume IL Mi 


If I have over- writ, and laid, 

It may be here, it may be there. 
The fat too thickly on,— with care 
To cut it down be not afraid. 



A cut here and there 
will bo necessary. 


But oh, if here and there I seem 

To have half-said what I should say, 

Give me the start— I ’ll fire away, 

And keep np the poetic steam— 

Ay ! keep it up in lines that run 

As glibly from the Laureate’s pen, 

That I shall by my fellow men 
Be greeted with “ That’s Tennyson! ” 

In short, it will not be easy, from such scanty information as the 
Noble Rhymester has as yet given to the public, to say precisely 
what sort of a play this promised comedy, “ half in prose, half in 
blank verse,” will ]prove itself to be ; but it is to be hoped with The 
Promise of Mag still fresh in the memory of many a ^aygoer, that 
the forthcoming effort may not, after all, turn out to merit the 
unpromising title of The Disappointment of December » 

A Mysteexotjsly Masonic Line. — “ Oh, for a Lodge in some 
vast wilderness ! ” 


{S$‘ »Omca— Bajee^ Com mtmieaaong ar ConfiributioM, w^iether H8., Mateel Kattet, Drawings or HeturoB of any doMripfioi^ wfll 
Vi by a Btmpbi abid Eaoubpo, iSwet, or 'Wrappiir. To tbis nilt 
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THE AUTOMATIC PHYSIOGNOMIST. 

Scene — The German Exhibition^ near an ingenious machine con- 
structed to reveal the character and future of a verson according 
to the colour of his or her hair^ for the small consider atio7i of 
one penng» A. party of Eleasure-seehers are examining it. 

First Pleasure-seeher [a sprightly young lady of the name of 
Lottie). “Put in a penny and get a summary of your cnaracter 
from the colour of your ’air,’’ I wonder what they ’ll ’ave next! ^ 

Second Pl.^s, {her admirer^ a porridge-faced young man with pink 
eyelids and Gaining hair^ addressed as ’Ector by his intimates). An, 
it ’s surprising ,they ve got, it 

j , 1 1 1 1 reelly is. And beginning with butter-scotch, 

' Aunt Maria, Come on, do— you don’t want 

' iS i‘ to waste no more time over that rubbidge ! 

\ '-V Fourth Pl.-s, {a lanJcy youth, with pale 

''i' ■ - - ' hair and a receding chin, to his fiancee). 
Hadn’t we better he making a move if we ’re 
going to ’ear the hand, Carrie? 

Carrie, I shall move on when I like,^ with- 
• if*'''?' . out yowr leave, Freddy; so make no mistake. 

>>} jVv Freddy, Oh, I’m in no ’urry. I only 

thought your Aunt was getting— but don’t 
mind me. [Carrie does not mind him. 

JDolph, {the funny man of the party). 
’Old on a hit! I’ve got some coppers, I’m going to sample this 
concern. I ’ll put in for all of you — it’s my treat, this is. We ’ll 
begin with Aunt Maria, What colour do you call your ’air now ? 
I don’t see any slot marked “ caT^y-colour.” 

Aunt Maria, Never you mind what colour my ’air is— it’s a pity 
you can’t find a better use for your pennies. 

Lolph, {inserting a penny in a slot marked Light Frown ^^), 
’Ere goes, the oracle ’ s working. ( The machine emits a coloured card , ) 
Listen to what it says about Aunt Maria. She is tender-’ arted.” 
Jest what I ’ve always said of her I “A little ’asty in her temper ” 
— ’ullo, must be a ’itch in the machinery, there .'—“neither obstinate 
nor ’aughty”— (,45wor^/rom Aunt Maria at her inclination 

to love never unreasonatle.” ’Ow like her! “Frolicsome, inclined 
to fiirt and sometimes mischievous.” You giddy little thing! Up 
to all your little tricks, this machine is! “Fertile in imagination, 
domesticated, thoughtful and persevering ’’—There ’s Aunt Maria 
for yer ! 

General Chorus, Good old Aunt Maria ! 

Dolph. There ’s a prophecy on blue paper from Napoleon* s Book 
of Fate, gratis. {Beads.) “Thy ’oroscope forewarns thee of a loss 
if thou lendest thy money.” Just when I was going to borrow arf- 
a- crown ofi of her too ! 

Aunt Maria. Ah, I didn’t want no machine for that, ’Ow you 
can patronise such rubbidge, I don’t know ! Tellin’ characters by 
the colour of your ’air, indeed— it’s told mine all wrong, anyhow ! 

Dolph. Well, you see, your ’air’s so natural it would deceive any 
machine ! \_Movement on part 0 / Aunt Maria. 

Lottie. Put in for ’Ector next, Dolph, do. I want to hear what 
it says about him. 

Dolph. They don’t keep his colour in stock— afraid 0 ’ losing their 
insurance policy. “ Red or orbun ’s ” the nearest they can get to it. 
{He puts in a penny in the Bed** slot.) Here’s old ’Ector. 
{Reads.) “The Gentleman with long red hair is of a restless dis- 
position, constantly roving.” Keep your eye ou him, Lottie ! “ Im- 
patient and fiery in temper ” — ’ Old ’im, two of yer ?— “ but for all 
that, is kind and loving.” You needn^t ’old him— it ’s all right. 
“ He is passionately fond of the fair sex.” What all of ’em, ’Ector? 
I ’m ashamed of yer ! ‘ ‘ He is inclined to timidity Oo ’d ha’ thought 
it ?— ‘ ‘ but by reflection may correct it and pass for a man of courage.” 
You start reflecting at once, old chap ! 

* Ector {ominously, to Lottie). If Dolph don’t mind what he’s 
about, he ’ll go too far some day ! 

\_He breathes hard, then thinks better of it. 

Dolph. Now it’s Carrie’s turn. “Leave you out?” Couldn’t 
think of it. Browm ’air, Carrie’s is. {He puts in a penny.) “A 
Lady with ’air of a medium brown colour, long and smooth ” — Is 
yonr ’air long though, Carrie ? 

Carrie {with pride). I should hope so— I can set on it, 

Dolph. That ’s nothing ! So can Aunt Maria set on hers ! { With 
a glance at that Lady's very candid front.**) Can*t you, Auntie, 
eh ? If yon make a effort ? 

Aunt Maria {with dignity), I ’ll thank you to ’ave the goodness to 
drop your sauce, Mr. Adolphus Gaugs ; it ’s out of place and not 
appreciated, I can assure you ! [She walks away, 

^ Dolph. {surprised). Why, there’s Aunt Maria got the ’ump— for a 
little thing like that! Let me finish with Carrie. {Beads.) “ She 
is of an intellectual turn of mind.” {^^*Ear, *ear ! ” from Freddy.) 
“ Yery fond of reading.” Takes in Sloper*s * Alf* Oliday regular ! 
“ Steadfast in her engagements.” ’Ullo, Carrie ! 

Carrie {firing up). Well, have you anything to say against that ? 
You’d better take care, Mr. Gaggs! 

Dolph. I was only thinking. Sure you haven’t been squaring this 
macMne? Ah, it tells you some ’ome truths here — “Although 

inquisitive and fond of prying into the secrets of others ” Now 

however did it know that ? 

Carrie, It isn’t there — you ’re making it up ! ^ 

snatches the card, reads it, and tears it up, 
Dolph, Temper— temper ! Never mind. Now we ’ll try Freddy. 
What’s his shade of ’air? I should say about the colour of spoilt 
’ay, if I was asked. 

Carrie {with temper). You ’re not asked, so you needn’t give your 
opinion! 

Dolph. Well, keep your ’air on, my dear girl, and we ’ll call 
Freddy’s “ Fair.” {Beading card.) ‘ ‘ A gentleman with this colour 

of hair will be assiduous in his occupation ” 

Carrie {warmly). What a shame! I ’m sure he isn’t. Are you, 
Freddy ? [Freddy smiles vaguely, 

Dolph, /‘Not given to rambling,”— Except m his ’ed, — “yery 
moderate in his amorous wishes, his mind much given to refiection, 
inclined to be ’asty- tempered, and, when aroused,” — ’Ere, somebody, 
rouse Freddy, quick! — “to use adjectives.” Mustn’t use ’em 
*ere, Freddy! “But if reasonably dealt with, is soon appeased.” 
Pat his ’ed, Carrie, will yer ? “ Has plenty of bptering humour.” 
{Here Freddy grins feebly.) Don’t he look it too! “Should 
study his diet.” That means his grub, and he works ’ard enough 
at that! “ He has a combination of good commercial talents, which, 
if directed according to the refiection of the sentiments, will make 
bim tolerably well ofi in this world’s goods.” 

Carrie {puzzled). What ’s it torking about now f 

Dolph. Oh, it on’y means he’s likely to do well in the cat’s-meat 
line. Now for your fortune, Freddy. “It will be through mar- 
riage that your future will be brightened,” 

Carrie {pleased). Lor, Freddy, think 0 ’ that ! 

Dolph. Think twice of it, Freddy, my boy. Now we ’ll be off and 
get a drink. 

Carrie, Wait. We haven’t got your character yet, Mr. Gaggs ! 
Dolph, Oh, mine — they couldn’t give that for a penny. Too good, 
yer know I 

Carrie, If they haven’t got it, it’s more likely they ’re afraid it 
would break the machine. I’m going to put in for you under 
“Black.” (She does.) Here we are. (Beads.) “The gentleman 
will be much given to liquor.” Found out first time, you see, 
Mr. Gaggs ! 

Dolph, [annoyed). Come, no personalities now. Drop aU that ! 
Carrie, “ Somewnat quarrelsome and of an unsettled temper ; more 
decorous and less attentive in his xmdertakings, and consequently 
meets with many disappointments. Such gentlemen ’’—now you 
listen to this, Mr. Gaggs !— “ will now know their weaknesses, which 
should induce them to take steps to improve themselves.” (“ *Eai\ 
*ear!** from the rest of the party.) “Knowledge is power, and 
enables us to overcome many obstacles we otherwise should have 
fallen prey to.” This is your fortune. “ Thou art warned to be 
careful what thou drinkest ! ” Well, they do seem to know you, I 
must sav ! , . 

Dolph. (in a white rage), I tell you what it is, Miss Carrie Bick- 
ERTON, you appear to me to he turning a ’armless joke into a mejium 
for making nasty spiteful insinuations, and I, for one, am not ^oing 
to put up with it, whatever others may ! So, not being partial to 
being turned into redicule and made to look a fool in company, I ’ll 
leave you to spend the rest of the evening by yourselves, and wish 
you a very good-night ! 

[He turns majestically upon his heel and leaves the party stupefied, 

* Ector, {with mild regret). It do seem a pity though, so pleasant 
as we were together, till this come np ! 

Freddy. And Carrie’s Aunt Maria gone off in a tantrum, too. 
We shall have a job to find *er now ! 

Lottie and Carrie, Oh, do hold your tongues, both of you. You 
and your automatic machines I 

’ Ector and Freddy. Our automatic machines ! Why, we never 

Lottie and Carne. If you say one word more, either of you, we ’ll 
go home ! [Freddy and ’Ector follow them meekly in search of 
Aunt Maria as the Scene closes in, 

VOICES OF THE NIGHT. 

{In FUet Street.) 

Oh raucous street- “ Echo,** whose vile vox clamanUs 

Is, like the Salvationist’s shout, heard a mile hence, 

I wish, how I wish,— ah ! yes, that what we want is !— 

Some Cockney Narcissus could charm you to silence. 

Ah, me ! no such luck ; in the clear autnmn twilight 

Your shriek on my tympanum stridently jars. ^ 

“ Echo ” murders repose, mars the daffodil sky light ; 

And if one thing sounds worse ’tis “ the Voice of the Stars ” ! 
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^ir J-m-s F-’7'g^ss-7i loquitur : — 

Just in time to catch the Post ! 

Phengh ! But the Pats would have “had me on toast ’’ 
(As Altar would say in his odious slang), 

If I had been but a little bit later. 

Out o’ breath as it is. Ah, hang 

This hur^g business ! My mouth ’s like a crater, 

Dreadfully dry, and doosedly hot. 

Eather a downer, this is, for Scott’s lot I 


Beared Mrs. Manchester just say 
(In the popular patter of my young day) 

“ It is m very well (with a wink and a jeer). 
But you, Master Feugusson, donH lodge here J 
AU right now, though I Saved my bacon. 
My defeat might the Cause have shaken. 
Just in time. There ! Popped it in ! 

Awfully glad it conveys a Win ; 

Although One Fifty ain’t mtich to boast, — 
’Twixt you and me and the (Oeneral) Post ! 
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SSHlisnt Jieitrs' 

BOEN, JUNE 24, 1825. DIED, OCTOBEE 6, 1891. 

O’ee-bust DeatE, your scytEe of late seems reaping 
Swiftly our Eeads of State ; 

TEe wise wEo Eold our England’s weal in keeping, 

TEe gentle and tEe great. 

G-EANYiLLE'is gone ; and now anotEer "Warden 
^ Falls witE tEe fading leaf, 

Leaying at Hatfield sorrow, and at Hawarden 
Scarcely less earnest grief. 

All mourn’ tEe Man wEose simple steadfast spirit 

Made Eearty friends of all. ^ : 

WEilst manEood Eke to Eis Eer sons inEerit ! 

England need fear no fall. ! 

No EigE-percEed, priyileged and proud possessor 

Of lineal vantage ne ; | 

Of perorating witcEery no professor, ; 

Or casuist subtlety. 

A capable, clear-beaded, modest toiler, * 

ToucEed witE no egoist taint, ' 

To Duty sworn, tEe face of tEe Despoiler i 

Made Eim not fear or faint. j 

O’erworn, o’erworked, witE smiling face, thougE weary, ! 
TEe tedious task Ee plied. 

Sagacious, courteous, ever calm and cEeery 
Unsoured by spleen or pride. 

As unprovocative as unpretentious. 

Skilful tbougE seeming-slow ; 

Unmoved by impulse of conceit contentious 
To risk success for sEow. 

0 rare command of gifts, wEicE, common-branded, 

Are yet so strangely rare ! 

Selflessness patient, judgment even-Eanded 
And spirit calmly fair ! 

Lost to Eis friends tEeir wortE may now be measured 
By tEe strong sense of loss. 

How “ Old Moralitx’s ” memory will be treasured, 
Midst faction’s pitcE-and-toss. 

But England wEicE Eas instincts above Party 
Most mourns tEe Man, now gone, 

WEo gave to Duty an allegiance Eearty 
As tEat of Wellinoton. 

Sure “tEe gaunt figure of tEe old Field-MarsEal 
WoTud^his successor praise ; 

As modest, as unselfisE, as impartial, 

TEougE fallen on calmer days. 

No glittering Eero, but wEen England numbers 
Patriots of wortE and pitE, 

His name sEall sound, wEo after suffering slumbers, 
Plain William Henry Smith ! 

* Longfellow’s “ The Warden of the Cinque Fortsy 
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A EOMANCE IN NUMBEES. 

As we announced last week, tEe Gentlewoman proposes 
for publication “tEe most extraordinary novel of modem 
times” — a tale wEicE is to be written cEapter by chapter, 
week after week, by well-known writers of fiction, witE- 
out consultation witE tEeir collaborate urs. We did tEe 
same thing years ago. However, as the notion is sffl 
calculated to amuse and instruct our readers, we subjoin 
a short story, which has been written on the same terms 
by the entire strength of a paper— political, sporting, and 
social. It will be found below. 

WHAT ? WHO ? AND WHICH ? 

{A Joint Stock Mystery,) 

Political Writer commences, — Yes, Eustace entered 
the House prepared to vote for the Government. He knew 
that Lady Flora had counted upon Eis vote in support of 
Eer father, the Duke, and the other Members of the 
Opposition. But when ^d love outweigh duty ? Eustace 
knew that the prosperity of the entire country depended 
upon Eis views. With the price of corn falling, with the 
Russian Bear on the prowl, growing nearer and nearer 
to our Afghan frontier, with the unsettled state of the 
South American Republics, Ee knew that only one course 
was open to Eim. 


THE ETERNAL FITNESS OF THINGS. 

“I WANT A NICE TiE, FOE A WeDDING. CAN YOU RECOMMEND ME ONE 
“ Certainl y, Sir. A— er— PR iifCiPAL Guest, Sir ? ** 

“Flora, darling,” Ee said to the fair ffirl, as Ee paced by her side in the 
Lobby, “ EeEeve me, I will do anything to help you ; but what can I do ? ” 
Sporting Writer continues,—^'' What can you do ? ” she echoed, with a Eearty 
laugh, as she struck Eer riding-habit smartly with Eer whip ; “ why, tell me tEe 
horse you fancy for the Cambridgeshire ! ” 

He thought for a moment. He knew the good points of Bohby, and was rather 
partial to Posina ; but nothing wrong with Snuffbox^ the stable reports were favour- 
able. Still, you can’t always rely upon what you see, much less what you hear. 

“ Lady,” said Ee, at length, if you take my advice, you will back nothing 
until they go to tEej)ost.” „ x, .l. . i 

Continuation by French Correspondent,— T jiqj had no further tme for parley, 
because tEe mail train left for Dover within the hour. So they hurried to T ictoria, 
and in less than eight hours were in the Capital of the World. 

AE, Paris, beautiful Paris ! They enjoyed the balmy air as they drove througE 
the awaking streets to the Grand Hotel. As they entered tEe courtyard they 
met tEe President. . 

“ Is it really true that the Germans refuse to take up the Russian Loanr ” 
asked Eustace of the First Frenchman in France. ^ , 

‘ ‘ I would not say this to anyone but yourself, ’ ’ replied M. Carnot, looking round 
to see that no one was listening ; “ but those who wait longest v^ see best ! ” 
And with Eis finger to Eis mouth in token of discretion and silence, Ee disap- 
peared. Eustace and Eis fair companion hastened to the telegraph office. 

Scientific Writer takes it Wj?.— They were, of course, desirous of transmit- 
ting their important despatch to head-quarters. 

“ You want to know upon what system the telephone is^ worked ? ” queried 
the operator, as Ee prepared a black-board, and took: up a piece of chalk. They 
bowed acquiescence, ‘’You must know,” said he, “that if we represent the 

motive-power by x, we shall .” , , . x t j 

Lady Correspondent turned o??.— Before he could complete Eis sentence, Lady 
Flora uttered a cry. 

“WEat a charming gown! Why, it is the prettiest I have seen in my 
life ! ” and she gazed with increasing deUght at the lady beneath on the 
boulevard. Then she began to explain the costume to her two male com- 
panions. She showed them that an imder-skirt of snuff, with a waist of orange- 
blue, both made of some soft fiuffy material (which can be obtained, by the 
wav. at Messrs. Sowe and Sowe), made an admirable contrast. 

•LV ^ 7 » T • ^ T V _ T7t\ 1 


Naval Corremondent puts finishing touch,— \ Please end up briskly , — Ed.], 
And they left Paris, and embarking on H.M.S. Ramrod^ met a gale, ai 
foundered. WEen they were picked up they were both dead. — [The End.] 
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, er-r-rErDc Trs a do-td A/>-rirviiic well-known examples. Something I knew must kappen to 

LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIOIMS. disturb this edifice of pompous grandeur. The something was not 

No. lY,— TO POMPOSITY. long in coming, for just after Chump had expatiated at immense 

Your Excelle^s’’CT, length upon the vintages of France, after he had offered to stock the 

How difficult it is to succeed in giving pleasure. When I fading cellars of Lord Agincouet from his own, after^ the butler 
addressed you recently, I honestly intended to gratify you by the had, with due parade, placed two corks at his master^s side in token 
adoption or a tone of easy familiarity. Surely, I thought to myself , of the treaty that was to follow, it was discovered by little Billy 
I cannot be wrong if I address my friend Pomposity by his name, Seltzee, an impudent dog without veneration or reticence, that both 
and speak to him in a chatty rather than in an inflated style. If the bottles of Pontet Canet were disgustingly corked. To my 
I chose the latter, might he not think that I was pokin.^ fun at him relief, but to Chump’s discomfiture, Billy announced his discovery, 
by cheap parody, and manifest his displeasure by bringing a host of Ben, my boy,” he shouted across the table, “ the moths have been 
Bulmees about my ears ? These considerations prevailed with me, at this tap of wine. I ’m afraid his Lordship won’t care to take it off 
and the result was the letter you received. 0 pectoi^a caca J I your hands.” Ben became blue with suppressed fury. The 
have learnt from an authoritative source that you are displeased, trembling butler obeyed his an.gry summons. ‘ ‘ Take that stuff 
You resent, it seems, what you are pleased to term my affectation of away,” said Ben, '‘and drink it yourself. Bring fresh wine at 
intimacy, and you beg for a style of greater respect in any future once.” But, alas, for wasted indignation, no more Pontet Canet 
communications. So be it. I have pondered for hours, and have was forthcoming, and we had to satisfy ourselves on a wine whose 

eventually come to the conclusion that I shall best consult your inferiority no flourish of trumpets could disguise, 

wishes by addressing you in a manner suited to diplomatic personages Now there is nothing in the accident of a corked bottle that ought 
of importance. I nave noticed that in their official intercourse to crush a man. 1 nave seen a host rise serenely after such an 
these gentlemen move on stilts of the most rigid punctilio, and I have occurrence, and nobody dreamt of imputing it to him for wicked- 
often pictured to myself the glow of genuine pride which must ness. But the contrast between the magniloquence of poor Ben and 
suffuse the soul of an ambassador or a foreign Minister when, for the the deadly failure of his wine, was too great. Even Lady Mabel, a 


■ first time, he finds himself styled an Excellency. It 
may be of course that he knows himself to be any- 
thing rather than excellent, but he will keep that 
knowledge to himself, stowed away in some remote 
corner of his mind, and never on any account 
^owed to interfere with Lis enjoyment of the 
ignorant and empty compliments that others pay 
him. 

I wish to ask you a simple question. Why do 
you render those who spend their lives in your 
service so extremely ridiculous ? That may be just 
the fashion of your humour ; but is it fair to persist 
as you do ? There is, for instance, my old friend 
Benjamin Chump, little Ben Chump as we used to 
call him in the irreverent days, before his face had 
turned purple or his waistcoat had prevented Lim 
from catching stray glimpses of his patent-leathered 
toes. Little Ben was not made tor the country, 
that was certain. A life of Clubs and dinner-parties 
would have suited him to perfection. In Ms Club 
he could always pose before a select and, it must 
be added, a dwindling circle as a man of influence. 

There is no Club, however watched and tended, 
but one dread bore is there.” Ben might have 
developed mto a prime bore, but as he was plenti- 
fully supplied with money and had a good cook and 
a pleasant wife, he would always have managed to 
gather rotind hm plenty of guests who would have 
forgiven him his elaborate platitudes, for the sake 
of his admirable made-dishes. Suddenly, however, 
he resolved to become a country gentleman. As 




kind girl without affectations, could not 
forbear a smile when the incident was 
narrated to her in the drawing-room, and 
some of the other guests, whose names I 
^ charitably refrain from mentioning, 
seemed quite radiant with pleasure at the 
misfortune of their host. Chump, how- 
ever, was not long in recovering, and 
before many hours had passed, he was 
I assuring us in the smoking-room, that he 

proposed to establish sport in his particular 
district on a broad and enduring basis. On the 
following morning there was a lawn-meet at the 
Manor, and, as I ’m a living sinner, our wretched 
host was flung flat on his back before the eyes of 
all the neighbouring sportsmen and sportswomen 
by a fiery chestnut which he bought for £400 from 
a well-known dealer. What became of him during 
the rest of the day I know not. Indeed I shrink 
from continuing the story of his ridiculous humi- 
liations, and I merely desire to remark that if this 
be your Excellency’s manner of rewarding those 
who servo you, I pray that I may be for ever pre- 
served from your patronage. 

So nauch, then, for Benjamdst. In spite of 
everything 1 have a sort of sneaking regard for the 
poor man, especially since I discovered that he 
was not a free agent, but was inspired in word and 
action by your blatant influence. Were it not that 
I feared to weary you, I might proceed at much 
greater length. I might parade before you regiment 
upon regiment of pompous local magnates and poli- 


fliATA IQ TiA loTir +n Y X • ijicatcr iuxigbu. JL mignx papauc Dciore you regimes 

Sto a sanfri i, v ,upon reffimeEt of pompous local magnates aifi poli- 

■nnf vc^ long before be was able to tical nobodies all chilled and disciplined by your offensive methods, 

S^^OE piiroliased aE ElizabethaE and all of tbem as absurd aud p/eposterous'aa they can bo made! 

SoEvSiEtor bsloB|mgs upoE the But the spectacle would ouly move you to derisioE. Oeo poiEt, 

T to make the scene of his however, I must insist on. Whatever you do, don’t throw Joshua 

lost d<3it?f him coEstaEtly. Mter that Posee across my path agam. I might do him aE mjury. We were 

pa^M about m weekly at CoUege together, he beiug my seuior by a year. Eveu theu he 

^Ffoom th^to assumed a coBdesooEsioE towards me, aE air as of OEe who 

^ accounts of hunt contammg long temporarily stepped down from a pedestal to mingle with common 

oxeE^d otEuoh S^'OT^llers. He became a persoEage in the City, a Chairmaa aad 

moideats IE which It appeared a Director of Companies, and I lost sight of him. Yesterday I met 

^ Mm, and he was good enough to address me “Yes ves ” he 

wMcii referre^^sne^Bv to° 1 ^ 9 ^/^nr pencil those parts observed, “I remember you well. I have read some of your con- 

Wehanntnedt?maS^ MmseH, or reported any speech he may tnbutions to periodical literature, and I can honestly say I was 

Eventuallv that vrbiVTi T no-rw -u ^ re j. pleased; yes, I was pleased. Of course the work is unequal, and I 

m^I It dreaded came about. Circumstances marked one or two passages that might have been ouiitted with 

Manor and^n a certain to Carc^ster advantc^e, Eor instance, the discussion between the vietir and the 

fouSd inyseH aguest^^^^ of December I family (doctor is not quite in the most refined taste, but there* is 

Tnon+ T Chtjmps. TKc entertain— distinct promise even in that. Bv the wav whv don’t voii write in 

Eye^ woEt The Conge.ies? Your stylJ wouStT X that 

b bue mosi; exa(3ting guest couid leei was supplied almost before m n-nM -fi-nfl I'f. 'tmvTr-mnAi. 


TLd eSrtseTnnraK^lr almost before pper iu, aE.r! fiEdit ^ery S \:ipp;eei;;ted iE the"&^^^ Tte 

^d iSepSahle cookiE^eonwVn statelpetamers bute reads it, wheE we have doEewithit, aEd passes it oe to the 

^C^SsteSor ButV^rp eoirfort was doEe fooW. It keeps them out of mischief. Now take my advice, aud 

_ 


Agd^cotot with their charming daughter Lady 
Mabel Poictiers, Sir Q-eorge Buckwheat and his wife the 
Mrs. Catspaw, and a host of others were there 
to do Chump honour. I thought of Polycrates and his ring and of 


Your Excellency’s humble servant, 


Diogenes Robinson. 


Appropriate Title for Mr. Andrew Lang.— T he Folk-Loreate. 
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“AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM!” 

(A Pendant to Mr. WilHam WatsorCs “ The Key^BoardJ') 


FiVE^and tliirty black slayes, 
Half-a-bundred white, 

All their duty but to make 
Shindy day and night, 

Uow with throats of thunder, 
Uow with clattering lips, 

While she thumps them cruelly 
With stretched finger-tips. 

When she quits the chamber 
AH the slaves are dumb, 

Dumb with rapture, till the Minx 
Back shall come to strum, 
Dumb the throats of thunder, 
Hushed chromatic skips. 
Lacking all the torturing 
Of strained finger-tips. 


Dusky slaves and pallid, 

Ebon slaves and white, [stool 
When Minx mounts her music- 
Heighbours fiy with fright. 

Ah, the bass’s thunder! 

Oh, the treble’s trips! 

Eugh, the horrid tyrannies 
Of corned finger-tips ! 

Silent, silent, silent, 

All your j anglings now ; 

Hotes false-chorded, slithering 
Pedal-aided row ! [slaps, 
Where is Minx, we wonder ? 

Ah ! those scrambling skips ! 
Back she ’s come to torture us 
With her finger-tips ! 


CHARLEMAGNE AND I. 

Aix4a- Chapelle^ Monday. — Chariemioite was doubtless well 
advised in selecting this town for his residence. However that be, 
it is not a matter for us to dogmatise about. I have heard a lamented 
friend, suddenly and all too soon lost, say there are few things more 
regrettable than the tendency of the present age to review the 
actions of great men, not lost but gone before, and to pass judg- 
ment upon them without having enjoyed the opportunity of hearing 
what they might have to say in justification or palliation of the 
proceedings challenged. 

That is true and tersely put. Still I may observe that if C. lived 
at this^riod and had his choice, say between Aix-la-Chapelle 
and Honreurg or Aix-les-Bains, it is doubtful whether he would 
have built his cathedral here. Unlike the two latter watering- 
places, Aix-la-Chapelle has other fish to boil besides the invalids who 
come hither attracted by the fame of its hot springs. It is a 
manufacturing^ town, and has all the characteristics of one. At 
Homburg or Aix-les-Bains you walk up a street, turn a corner and 
find yourself among pine-trees, or in a smiling valley with a blue 
lake blinking at the sun. Here the baths are in the centre of the 
town, and, like a certain starling, you feel you “ can’t get out.” 

But invalids musn’t be choosers, and if Rustem Roose sends you 
to Aix-la-Chapelle — ^he’s always sending somebody somewhere — ^to 
la-Chapelle you must carry your Aix, in Sie hope that you may leave 
them there. 

“ I wonder,” said the Member for Sark, who as usual is grumbling 
round, “ if the local female population was less unlovely in Charle- 
maGtITe’s time ? Probably, since he married with a frequency not 
excelled by our Henry Y III. But what was Hiluegarde like — | 
Hildegarde, his favourite spouse ? If she in any way resembled 
the women who throng the streets of Aix-la-ChapeUe to-day, C.’s lot 
was not a happy one. Never in any city, in either hemisphere, have I 
suffered such a nightmare of ugly nl-dressed women as is here found.” 

That is a most unfair and unjustifiable remark to make. Brim- 
stone evidently does not agree with Sark who is more disagreeable 
than ever. The only thing that has touched his stony nature since 
he came to Aix is the unselfish devotion of the local aristocracy to 
the interests of the town. Visitors mustering in the Elisengarten 
for their morning cups, notice the group of musicians in the orchestra 
by the entrance-gate. Every man wears a top-hat, the only head- 
gear of the kind seen in Aix. Sark, attracted by this peculiarity, 
made inquiries,^ and learned from an intelligent native that these are 
nobles in disguise, who, desirous of contributing to the common weal, 
turn out at seven every morning to play the band. They are willing 
to sink all social distinctions, save that ih&Y will wear the cylindriceQ 
hat of civilisation. Not comfortable, especially in wet weather ; but 
it adds an air of distinction to the group. 

“Very nice of them,” Sark grudgingly admits; “ but”— he must 
have the compensation of a sneer— “ imagine our House of Lords 
forming themselves into groups to play the band in Palace Yard, 
with Haisbitry wielding the mace by way of Idton I They ’d never 
do it, Toby, even in top-hats. Uermany ’s miles ahead of us in this 
matter.” 

Sorry to find Squire of Malwood, who spent a morning here onhis 
way to Wiesbaden, agreeing in Sark’s view of the standard of female 
beauty at Aix. 

“Strange,” bemused, “that Nature never makes an ugly flower 
or tree or blade of grass ; and yet, when it comes to men and women, 
behold ! ” and he swept a massive arm round the blighted scene in 
the crowded Kaiserplatz. 

A small boy who thought the beneficent stranger in blue serge was 
chucldng pfennings about the Square, careered wildljr round in search 
of the treasure. We walked on without undeceiving him. To 
quote again from an old friend: “ There is nothing more conducive 


to the production and maintenance of a healthy' mind in a sound 
body than enterprise and industry, even when, owing to misapprehen- 
sion or miscalculation, their exercise leads to no immediate reward.” 

It had been quite a surprise one morning to find the SauiRE 
striding into the coffee-room at “Nuellens.” 

“ Thought you were down at Malwood,” I said, “looking after your 
flocks and herds, your brocoli and your spring onions.” 

“ So I had hoped to be,” he said, as we strolled up and down under 
the trees in the Elisengarten, “But the fact is, Toby, dear boy, I 
could not stand the weather. I am of a sensitive nature, and it cut 
me to the heart 
to see cold 
winds nipping 
the fruit and 
trees, the flood 
of rainbeating 
down the corn, 
the oats, and 
the mangel- 
w u r z e 1. 

People make a 
mistake about 
me. They re- 
gard me as an 
ambitious 
politician, 
eamg for no- 
thing but the 
House of Com- 
mons and the 
world of poli- 
ties. At heart 
I am an agri- 
culturist. 

Give me three 
acres and a 
cow — any- 
body’s, I don’t 
care — and I' 
will settle 
down in peace 
and quietness, 
remote from 
political 
strife, never 
turning an ear 
to listen to the 
roll of battle 
at Westmins- 
ter. I am 
often dis- 
traught be- 
tween the 
attractions of 
interludes in 
the lives of 

CiNCiNNATUS and of William of Orange’s great Minister. Of the 
two I think I am more drawn towards the rose-garden at Sheen than 
by CiNCiNNATirs’s unploughed land. Before I die 1 should like to 
create a new rose and call it ‘ The Grand Old Man.’ ” 

Quite a revelation this of the true inwardness of the Squire. 
Would astonish some people in London, I fancy, if ever I were to 
mention this conversation. But, to quote once more from a revered 
authority : “ We all live a dual life, and are not actually that which, 
upon cursory regard, the passer-by believes us to be. Every gentle- 
man, in whatever part of the House he may sit, has a skeleton in the 
cupboard of his valet.” 

The Squire stayed here only a morning, passing onto other scenes. 

I watched his departure with mingled feelings ; sorrow at losing a 
delightful companion, and apprehension of what might happen if he 
were to remain here to go through the full cure. The place is, as 
Sark says, the most brimstony on the same level. You breathe 
brimstone, drink it, bathe in it, and take it in at the pores. At the 
end of three weeks or a month you are dangerously saturated with 
the chemical. An ordinary lucifer match is nothing to a full-bodied 
patient at the end of three weeks treatment a^Aix-la-ChapeRe. If 
the Squire had stayed on, I should nevei?' have seen his towering 
frame pass underneath a doorway without my heart leaping to my 
mouth. Some day he would have accidentally struck his head against 
the lintel and would have ignited as sure as a gun. 

^ If Charlemagne were now alive, I feel certain from what I know of 
him, he would have exhausted the resources of civilisation in search 
of a preventive of this ever-present and dangerous risk. Under 
Carolo Magno the patient might have gone about the streets of Aix- 
la-Chapelle with sweet carelessness, knowing that, however much 
brimstone he carried, he would strike only on the box. 





OUR COMPATRIOTS ABROAD. 


“And now did yod like Switzeriand ? ” “Oh, immensely! It was our First Visit, you know!’* 

“And did you go on into Italy?” 

“Well, no. We found a Hotel at Lausanne where there was a first-rate Tennis-Lawn, you know— quite as good 
AS OURS AT Home. So we spent the whole of our Holiday there, and played Lawn-Tennis all day long ! ” 


FAMILY TIES. 


Wheels within wheels, dear Johnny ! As to missionaries, well, 


[“The journal (the GrasManin) is of opinion that in making common 
cause with the other European Powers against China, Kussia would but serre 
the ends of , . , England to the prejudice of her own interests, which demand 
that she should not jeopardise the security of her Asiatic shores, or contribute 
to the complete ascendancy of Great Britain in the Pacitic Ocean, by arousing 
the antagonism of China.’* — Times,'] 


They are troublesome— and useful ; but to put things all pell-mell 
I On account of priests and parsons, and of quite an alien creed, 
That’s scarce “diplomatic,” Johnny; it is not, dear hoy, indeed. 


Muscovite loquitur : — 

“Won’t you helpmehind the Dragon?” says the Briton to the Russ. 
Oho ! ingenuous Johnny 1 I ’m opposed to needless fuss, 

^d have other fish to fry— say near the Oxus I Not a hang 
Do I care for what may happen on the great Yang-tse-Kiahg. 


A new Tamerlane, my Johnny, who could stir the Tartar hordes 
To— say “Asiatic Concert,”— weU, you know that thought affords 
To your talky “ Only General ” a quite sensational theme. 

But prophecy ’s not “ business,” John, and Caesar should not dream. 


Oh I the world is full of Bogies. J’m the biggest of them all 
In the minds of many croakers who ne’er saw the Chinese Wall, 


I approve Non-Intervention. ’Tis your favourite doctrine, John, 
And you stick to it so closely, and that ’s just why you get on. 

If you think that Dragon ’s dangerous— I hold ’tis but his play 1— 
There ’s but one thing you ’ ve got to do— clear out of the brute’s way, 


But are frightened at the spreading of my kindred— on the map; 
For I’m semi- Asiatic, and naif Tartar, dear old chap. 


lam sure he doesn’t want you where you’ve stayed a deal too long ; 


Now put this and that together, think of Pamir, Turkestan, 

Of Persia, of the Dardanelles ! — I think you ’ll see, old man, 
That though this ramping Dragon you may wish to tie and tame, 
A Benevolent Neutrality is rather more my game. 


, rwM. jfUU VC OUtt.yCU U. UCai iOO iOI 

He Wishes you would up and go to— well not to Hong-Kong, 

But the natural home of all such “ Foreign Devils,” in his view. 


-L Vi owvAX X VlCXgJJL JL/CVJJLS, JLU ¥16 W* 

Why, he ’s none too sweet on Me, J ohn ; is it likely he ’d like you f 


A PLAYGOER’S “ LAST WORD.” 


Grattez le Husse — et cetera. You are mighty fond, J. B., 

Oi qu(rting that stale epigram. You fancy it riles me. 
t Not a bit of it, my Briton ; Tartars have a tMckish skin, 

And your foe and I are neighbours, nay a distant sort of kin. 


The Mantchus and the Romanoffs are not exactly chums. 

And a Tartar insurrection, when that little trouble comes, 

As it may do if you press too much at Pekin, well, who knows ? 
ihere is always something pleasing in the quarrels of one’s foes. 


Mantchus miss a many of once subject Tartar tribes 
mo have— gravitated Russwards. Little caR for blows or bribes 
io make hlood-relations mingle. On the Mantchus this may far, 
Hut we ’ve not forgotten Kuldja, and we recoRect Kashgar. 


{An Echo ■^rom the Tit, ) 

The Season is — has been for some time — silly, 

And lengthy correspondences are rife. 

We have, alas I to read them wiUy-niUy ; 

They take a deal of pleasure out of life. 

To flee such evils here ’s an easy way — 

Let morning dailies idly rant or vapour, 

At the Lyceum go and see the play, 

The programme there ’s the finest Daly paper. 

* A Correspondent, signing himself “ A Knight of the Free Lists,” sug- 
gests that free admissions to the Lyceum should be known, during the 
American Company’s season, as “ The Best Daly * Paper.’ ” 


Motto for a Depressed Teetotaller. — “Whine and Water.” 
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TIPPLING SALLY. 

A Song of Sorrow on Zoo Sunday. 

[Sally the Chimpanzee (late of the Zoo), is 
stated to nave “ drunk beer 

Op all the monkeys at the Zoo 
There none like Tippling Sally. 

She was the first who quenched her thirst 
Quite al-co-hol-i-oaUy. 

A draught of beer made her not queer, 

But seemed her strength to rally. 

Mortimer G-ranyille well might cheer 
Three cheers for Tippling Sally. 

Of all the days within the week 
I chiefiy fayoured one day, 

That was the day when children seek 
The rapture called “Zoo Sunday.” 

For then full drest all in my best 
I ’d go and visit Sally, 

And see her soothe her hairy breast 
So al-co-hol-i-cally ! 

But now no more poor Sally’s tricks 
With glee fiU girl or boy full ; 

hTo mug of beer her soul can cheer, 

Nor glass of 0-be-joyful ! 

We yet may see some Chimpanzee 
With Drink’s temptations dally. 

To WiLPRin’s woe ; but no, ah ! no ! 

It won’t be Tippling Sally I 


PUlSrCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVABL 


when he pictures him charging a fiock of 
sheep in the belief that it is an ordered army, 
we think he too ^ossly trifies with the 
assumed credulity of his readers. Exaggera- 
tion is, indeed, the bane of a work that, 
from first page to last, bears evidence of the 
drawback of extreme youth on the part of 
the author. ^ We have been pleased to notice 
some indications of humour in the conversa- 
tion of Sancho Panza. But it is the penny- 
worth of sack to an intolerably large quantitj 
of bread. What we have written has been 
without desire to discourage Mr. Cervantes, 
whom we shall be glad to meet with again, 
bringing with him the fruits of unremitted 
practice and of maturer views of life. 


TO ARAMINTA. 

{After hearing Mr, JParrisons LecUire.) 

[“ To keep the family true, refined, affectionate, 
faithful, is the woman’s^ task— a task that needs 
the entire energies and life of woman ; and to mir 
up this sacred duty with the grosser occupation of 
politics and trade, is to unfit her for it as much as 
if a priest were to embark in the business of 
money-lender.”— Fredehic Harrison.] 


Not grovel with us where the sign 
Of Mammon hangs above the mart. 

Thine is the task to reign supreme 
Within the sacred sphere of home ; 

To make our life one happy dream, 
Thine own as spotless as the foam. 

To trade, to toil, to head the feast. 

To seek the politician’s gain. 

Were hateful: — ay, as though the priest 
Took usury within the fane ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Baron de Book-W orms owns to being easily 
affected by a pathetic episode. He well re- 






AN ESSAY IN REVIEWING. ,0 
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Book Jdeviewa. That is, however, a depart- 
ment of the paper our noble friend the Baron 
DE Book-Worms reserves for his own pen. 
But as ifefr. Punch has never been known to 
discourage beginners, he finds room here for 
the interesting contribution, which perhaps 
should more -appro- 
I I priately have been 

=” !? addressed to his con- 

I j.-; / frere at the office of 
the Atheneeum : — 

Don Quixote, By 
Miguel Cervantes. 
We have conscien- 
tiously ]^lodded 
through this volu- 
minous work, which 
is certainly not en- 
tirely without merit. 
It purports to recount the daily doings of a re- 
sident in a village of La Mancha (Spain) who, 
accompanied by a clownish retainer, went forth 
in search of adventures. He was not very 
, happy, his day’s sport being invariablyrounded 
off by a sound drubbing, received either by 
himself, bis Squire, or both. We wish Lord 
Macaulay had lived to see the publication 
of this work, and had with fuller leisure 
relieved us of the task of reviewing it. 
Hemembering his method of procedure as 
illustrated in his article on Dr. Nare’s 
Memoirs of Lord Burleigh^ he would doubt- 
less by careful enumeration have been able 
to show that from first to last Don Quixote 
had more ribs broken than any man has 
actually possessed since Adam was privy to 
a diminution of their original number. He 
seems also to have had a ;^rpetual renewal 
of teeth, keeping pace with their frequent 
removal by brute force. As for the number 
of legs and arms, he had fractured, Macau- 
lay’s Schoolboy would have shrunk from the 
task of computing their aggregate. 

' These are blemishes upon a work that is, at 
ileast, well intentioned, and which might have 
been more successful bad our author been 
inclined to give his hero credit for more 
jacumen.^ When he represents Don Quixote 
;;as rising tilt at windmills under the im- 
I'pression that they are armed knights, and 






I PRITHEE, Araminta, hear 
What Frederic Harrison has said : 

Don’t read for College honours, dear. 

And put a towel round your head. 

Don’t sully what should surely be 
An unstained soul, with tricks of trade j 

Leave stern official work to me, 

While you remain a simple maid. 

Don’t prate of woman’s function, sweet, 
Your only duty is to charm ; 

Leave platform spouting, as is meet. 

To men ; it cannot do them harm. 

Tour influence comes from gracious ways, 
Your glory in the home doth lie ; 

The guardian angel of our days, 

Until you bless us when we die. 

Don’t enter on ignoble strife 
With man, ’tis yours to soar above— 

To all the higher things of life, 

Divine compassion, and pure love. 

’Tis yours to stimulate, refine, 

To win men by a kindly heart i 


members how years ago in the course of a dis- 
cussion among literary men about books and 
their writers, the Baron acknowledged that 
in spite of his having been told how the pathos 
of Dickens was all a trick, andhowthesenti- 
j ment of that great novelist was for the most 
, part false, he still felt a choking sensation in 
his throat and a natural inclination to blow 
Ms nose strenuously whenever he re-read the 
death of Little Paul., the death of Dora., and 
some passages about Tini/ Tim, There was 
no dissentient voice as to the death of Colonel 
Mewcome ; diW. admitted the recurrence of 
that peculiar choking sensation, read they 
their Thackeray never so often. Now the 
Baron differs from Posh Sedlei/ in, as he 
' thinks, many respects, but he is almost as 
' “easily moved to tears” as was that stout 
I hero. Wherefore this preface ? Well, ’tis 
because the Baron owns to having “snivelled,” 
if you will, when reading a delightful story, 
published by Macmillan in one volume 
(“ bless all good stories in owe voL, clearly 
printed! ’’ says the Baron, parenthetically), 
entitled simply, Tim, No relation to Tiny 
Tim already mentioned ; quite another child. 
The Baron strongly recommends this story, 
and especiallj to Etonians past and present, 
as giving a life-like picture which the latter 
will recognise, of the career at that great 
public school of a fragile little chap entirely 
unfitted by nature for the rough and tumble 
of such a life. ^ The considerate tutor, too, is 
no effort of imagination ; he exists ; and, 
perhaps, such an one may have always existed 
since the division between Collegers and Oppi- 
dans jfirst began. The Baron in his own time- 
nigh forty years ago, knew an exceptional 
species of this rare genus ; but there are plenty 
of witnesses to the truth of the Etonian portion 
of Tim, “ Tolle, lege I ” quoth the Baron, and 
be not ashamed if in reading the latter por- 
tion of the story you have to search for your 
pocket-handkerchief, and, glancing furtively 
around, murmur to yourself , “But soft! I 
am observed ! ” Then when unobserved 
'^wipeth.e other eve!” and thank the un- 
known author of Tim ; at the same time not 
forgetting your guide, philosopher, and friend, 
The Baron dh-Book-Worms. 
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A FALLEN LEADER. 

CHARLES STEWART PARNELL. 

Born, June 27th, 1846. Died, October 6th, 1891. 

The falcon-crest and plumage gone, 

Can that be haughty Marmion ? ’* 

Sir Walter Scott, 

Fallen ! And not as leaders love to fall, 

In battle ’s forefront, loved and mourned by all ; 
But fiercely fighting, as for his own hand, 

With the scant remnant of a broken band : 

His chieftainship, well-earned in many a iray, 
Rent from him— by himself ! 

None did betray 

This sinister strong fighter to his foes ; 

He fell by his own action, as he rose. 

He had fought all— himself he could not fight, 

Nor rise to the clear air of patient right. 

Somewhere his strenous soul unsoundly rang, 

Wken closely tested. Let the laurels hang 
About his tomb, for, with whatever fault, 

He led with valour cool a fierce assault 
Upon a frowning fortress, densely manned 
With strong outnumbering enemies. He planned 
Far-seen campaigns apparently forlorn ; 

He fronted headlong hate and scourging scorn. 
Impassively persistent. But the task 
Of coldly keeping up the Stoic mask 
Overtaxed him at the last ; it fell, and lo ! 

Another face was bared to friend and foe. 

Scarce to his foes will generous judgment lean— 
Foes mean as merciless, and false as mean, 

Their poisoned pens, which even softening Death, 
Which hate should hush and stifle slander’s breath, 
May not deprive of venom, prodding still 
The unresponsive corse they helped to kiU, 

Is an ignoble sight. Turn, turn away I 
Mean hates pursue the Marmion of our day, 

A nobler foe, like Douglas, well may rue 
His fall, and sigh, “ ’Tis pity of him, too ! ” 


Motto for the Moment. 

(Ry a Militant Radical Ccmdidate.) 

Ah ! I must trounce the Tory foe. 
And love my Toiling neighbour. 
The cry with which to fight 1 go 
Is “ Labour and Relabour I ” 



‘^WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.”-No. 2. 


When the Road-Cae stops suddenly just as he is cautiously descending 

THE Staircase ! 


THE G. P. AND THE G. P. 0. 

{A Dialogue strictly according to 'Precedent , ) 

General Public. I am sorry to say the condition of the Postal Ser- j 
vice is really extremely defective. The delay in the delivery of 
letters is most annoying. FreqLuently a note which should be received 
in the evening is not obtained until the following morning— proof of 
this being given by the post-marks. 

General Post Office, Your com- 
plaint shall receive consideration. 

G, P, You are most kind. Next, 
a telegram despatched from one part 
of London to another part, sometimes 
takes eight hours, and the reason 
given is that the counter-clerk has a 
discretionary power to retain tele- 
grams until he has what he con- 
siders a sufficient supply for the 
messenger to take out for delivery. 
This naturally causes much delay 
and consequent inconvenience. 

G, P, 0. Your complaint shall 
receive consideration. 

G. P, You are too good. Next, 
the carelessness at Branch Offices is 
extremely irritating. For instance, 
it is often the case that the words 
of telegrams have been altered and changed during transmission. 
It is unnecessary to point out that such mistakes are liable to create 
annoyance, not to say disaster. 

G, P, 0. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G, P, Very many thanks. Then, at offices where females are 
engaged, rudeness is very common. W ould-be purchasers of postage- 
stamps are frequently kept waiting while the clerks chatter to one 



another about matters entirely unconnected with the Department. 
And this habit is gaining ground in those offices in which male 
labour is only employed, especially in the immediate neighbourhood 
of St. Martin’ s-le- Grand itself. It is useless to call attention to this 
practice, as a simple denial from an official impheated is accepted by 
the authorities as proof (almost) positive of his or her innocence. 

G. P. 0, Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G. P. Again, thanks for your courtesy. But about these and 
many other grievances, the same stereotyped answer has invariably 
been received. 

G, P, 0, Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G, P, Exactly I That is the very answer. And it is felt that no 
other outcome vrill result from agitation. It seems utterly impossible 
to make the officials in charge realise their responsibility to the tax- 
payers. 

G, P, 0. Your complaint shall receive consideration. 

G, P, Of course ; the same parrot-cry ! And it may be for years, 
and it be for ever, before reform is introduced. The probability is, 
that the present unsatisfactory condition of affairs may exist at 
St. Martiu’s-le-Grand until the hour of doom. 

G, P, 0, Your complaint shall receive consideration. 


REFLECTION BY A" 

I HAVE been reading books wherein 
’tis shown [civil), 

(In diction autocratic, sour, un- 
That nothing can be absolutely 
known, [evil ! 

Save that the Dniverse is wholly 
And even this poor result is only 
plain 

To Genius— which, of course, is 
quite a rarity. 


GENERAL READER. 

J should have thought this would 
have given it pain, 

And moved it to both modesty 
and charity ; [to mock sure, 
But what surprises me (— Zoilhs, 
Wni whip me with sham- epi- 
grams would-be witty,—) 

Is that Agnostics seem so awfully 
pure, [pity. 

And Pessimists so destitute of 
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ANNALS OT A WATEEING-PLACE 

THAT HAS “ SEEN ITS DAY.” 

The weatter whicli, in Mr. Dtostabie’s Tmed experience, of 
five-and-twenty years, he assures me, has never been so bad, having 
at length afiorded some indications of brewing, I make the 
acquamtance, through Mrs. Cobblee, of Mr. Wistmwhistle, the 
Proprietor of tlie one Bath.- chair available for tl^ invahd of 
Torsinffton-on-Sea, who. like myself, stands in need of the salnhrions 
air of that health-giving resort, hut who is ordered hy his medical 
adviser to secure it with the least possible expenditure of physical 

^oA^Mr. ‘VYisteewhistle and his chair are peculiar^ their 
respective ways, and each has a decided history. Mr. Wistee- 
WHISTLE, growing confidential over his antecedents, says, You see, 

’ ® Sir, I wasn’t brought up to the 

Bath-chair business, so to speak, 
for I began in the Royal Navy, 
under His Maj esty King W illiam 
THE Koueth. Then I took to the 
Coast- Guard business, and having 
put by a matter of ‘thirty pound 
odd, and hearing ‘ she ’ was in the 
market,” — Mr. Wisterwhisteb 
always referred to his Bath-chair 
as “ she,” evidently regarding it 
from the nautical stand-point as 
of the feminine gender, — “ and 
knowing, saving your presence. 
Sir, that old Bloxer, of whom I 
bought her, had such a ^|^d crop 
of cripples the last season^^wo, 
that he often touched two-and- 
forty shillings a-week with ’em, I 
dropped Her Majesty’s Service, 
and took to this ’ere. But, Lor, 
Sir, the business ain’t wot it wos. 
Things is changed woeful at Tor- 
sington since I took her up. Then 
from 9 o’clock, as you might say, 
to 6 P.M,, every hour was took up ; 
and, mind you, by real downright 
‘aristocracy,’ — real live noble- 
men, with gout on ’em, as thought 
nothink of a two hours’ stretch, 
and didn’t ’aggie, savin’ your pre- 
sence, over a extra sixpence for 
the j oh either way. But, bl ess you , 
wot ’s it come to now ? Why, she 
might as well lay up in a dry dock arf the week, for wot ’s come of 
the downright genuine invalid, savin’ your presence, blow’d if I 
knows. One can see, of course. Sir, in arf a jiffy, as you is touched 
in the legs with the rheumatics, or summat like it ; but besides 
you and a old gent^ on crutches from Portland Buildings, there 
ain’t no real invalid public ’ere at all, and one can’t expect 
to _ make a livin’ out of you two ; for if you mean to do the 
thing ever so ’ansome, it ain’t reasonable to expect you and the 
old gent I was a referring to, to stand seven hours a day goin’ up 
and down the Esplanade between you, and you see even that at a bob 





an hour am’t no great shakes when you come to pay for ’ousing her 
and keepin’ her lookin’ spic and span, with all her brass knobs a 
shining and her leather apron fresh polished with patent carriage 
blackin’ : and^ Lor, Sir, you’d not b’lieve me if I was to tell you 
what a deal of show some parties expects for their one bob an hour. 
Why, it was only the other day that Lady Glumpley (a old party 

with a front of black curls and yal- 
ler bows in her bonnet, as I dare say 
you ’ve noticed me a haulin’ up and 
down the Parade when the band ’s 
a playin’), says to me, says she, ‘It 
ain’t so much the easy goin’ of your 
chair, Mr. Wistee whistle, asmakes 
me patronise it, as its general genteel 
appearance. ^ For there ’s many a 
chair at Brighton that can’t hold a 
candle to it ! ’ ” But at this point 
he was interrupted by the appear- 
ance of a dense crowd that half filled 
the street, and drew up in silent 
expectation opposite my front door. 
Dear me, I had quite forgotten I 
had sent for him. But the boy 
who cleans the boots and knives has 
returned, and brought with him 
the One Policeman I 


A SOLILOQUY. 

{At the close of the German Exhibition,) 



THE BOY THE EATHER OE THE MAN. 

{A Chapter from a Sea Story of the future.) 

“Lash the lubber to the top-gallant yard and give him five 
hundred with the cat o’ ninetails I ” shouted the pirate Captain, blue 

Th^e was a murmur amongst his crew. Because their messmate 
had forgotten to touch his cap, it seemed hard to their poor un- 
tutored minds he should receive so heavv a punishment. 

“ What, mutiny ! ” cried the ruffian ^pper, here take this and 
this and this ! ” and he distributed the contents of his revolver 
amongst the sailors aft. . . ^ , 

In the meanwhile, the poor wretch was hanging to the topgallant 
yard, expecting every moment to be his last. 

“ A sail. Sir,” said the boatswain, saluting, as he mounted to the 
quarter-deck. , , . i 

“ Get ready the torpedoes, and serve out per man a hundred- 
weight of smokeless powder cartridges. We shall have rough work.” 
Then he added, “ By the way, what is the time ? ” 

“ About half -past two. Sir,” returned the other, and then, as his 
Captain made an unsuccessful grab, he muttered, ‘‘ No you don’t! ” 
The ship in pursuit came on apace, and soon the two vessels were 
yard-arm to yard-arm engaged in mortal combat. For a while the 
confusion was so great that it was impossible to say what would be 
the upshot. But a fortunate torpedo sent the pirate craft to the 
bottom, and of all her crew, only the skipper survived. He was 
brought (loaded with chains) before his conqueror. 

“Well, you scoundrel,” said the British Captain, “ have you any- 
thing to urge in your defence before we - prepare you for your 
execution?” , , 

“ What would be the good ? ” was the sulky reply. I know my 
fate.” 

“That voice, those husky tones,” exclaimed the epauletted 
representative of the English Admiralty; “surely I know them. 
They bring back painful recollections. Show your face, Sirrah 1 ” 

‘ ‘ Why should I ? ” que- 
ried the conquered Chief. 

“ It won’t do me any good I ” 

But at a gesture of the 
British Captain, his prisoner 
was seized, and his face 
forcibly washed. 

“What, Billy Tomp- 
kins I ’ ’ murmured the 
Briton, “ and we meet 
again like this 1 ” 

“Yes,” answered the 
other, “and it can’t be 
helped. Y'ou have your 
duty to perform, and so 
have I. Do your worst 1 ” 

“But, Billy, you were 
not always like this 1 ” ] 

“N(l Jack, I was not. 

Once I used to prattle at 
ray mother’s knee. I w^as 
beloved by my brothers and 
sisters, and I was the pride 
of the nursery ! ” 

And then the strong man 
broke down, and wept 
bitterly. 

“ But have you not fallen 
very low?” asked the 
British Captain, gently. 

“ Indeed I have ! I am 
a thief, a liar, a scoundrel 
—and, in fact, a black- 
guard 1 ” 

“With such surround- 
ings,” returned the Officer 
R.N., pointing to the debris 
of the pirate craft, “it is 
difficult to dispute your 
contention. Indeed, you 
are a blackguard I But to 
what cause do you owe 
your fall ? ” 

“To my early training.” 

“I do not comprehend 
you. Your early training ! 

Where were you trained r” 

“ In the Britap^nia ! ” 

And then the British 
Captain completely under- 
stood the situation. 



West Kensington Cuirassier, “Now Oi 
WONDER WHAT KOIND OF AN ’ErO Oi *LL 

’ave to be next year ? ” 


NOTICE. — ^Rejected Coxomurdcations or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any desoription, will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelopei Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will he no exception. 
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A EEMONSTEANCE. 


LAISSEZ FAIRE. 

{Inscrivtim 'or a Free Public Library.) 

Heee is an Institution doomed to scare 
TLe furious devotees of Laissez Faire. 

What mental shock, indeed, could prove immenser 
To Mumho Jumbo—or to Herbert Spencer? 

Free Books ? Beading provided from the Rates ? 
% that means Freedom’s ruin, and the State’s ! 

. Self-help ’s all right, — e’en if you rob a brother — 

gv But human creatures must not help each other ! 

The “Self-made Man,” whom Samuel Smiles so 
Who on his fellows’ necks his footing raises, [praises, 
Hill The systematic “ Sweater,” who sucks wealth 

0|i!r From toiling crowds by cunning and by stealth, — 

I I Fie is all right, he has no maudlin twist, 

J 1 ^ Fe does not shock the Individualist ! • 

. But rate yourselves to give the poor free reading ? 

=~ The Pelican to warm her nestlings bleeding, 

g^^j^ monument of feeble folly. 

[ll(m . Let folks alone^ and all will then be jolly. 

Let the poor perish, let the ignorant sink, 

The tempted tumble, and the drunkard drinlv ! 
i Let— no, donH let the low-born robber rob, 

I Because, — well, that would rather spoil the job. 

If footpad-freedoni brooked no interference, 


Of Capital there might be a great clearance ; 

But, Wealth well-guarded, let all else alone. 

’Tis thus our race hath to true manhood grown : 
To make the general good the common care, 
Breaks through the sacred law of Laissez Fairs! 


' To LuTcds Little Simmer, 

Ah, Summer I now thy wayward race 'is run, 

With soft, appeasing smiles thou eom’st, like 
one 

Who keeps a pageant waiting all the day, 

' Till half the guests and all the joy is gone, 

! And hearts are heavy that awoke so gay. 

i What though faithful trees, still gladly 
I green, 

Show fretted depths of blue their boughs 
between, 

Though placid sunlight sleeps upon the 
lawn. 

It only tells us of what might have been 
Of fickle favours wantonly withdrawn. 

Blown with rude winds, and beaten down 
with rain, 

How can the roses dare to trust again 
The tricksy mistress whom they once 
adored ? 

Even the glad heaven, chilled with stormy 
stain^ 

Grudges its skylark pilgrims of its hoard. 

Poor is the vintage that the wild bee quiffs, 

When the tall simple lilies — the giraffes 
That browse on loftier air than other 
flowers— 

When all the blooms, wherewith late Summer 
laughs, 

Like chidden children droop among the 
bowers. 

Oft like a moorhen scuttling to the reeds, 

The cricket-ball sped o’er the plashy meads. 
And rainbow-blended blazers shranlc and 
ran 

When showers, in mockery of his moist needs, 
Half-drown’d the water-loving river man. 

What woman’s rights have crazed thee? 
Would’ st thou be 

A Winter Amazon, more fierce than he ? 

Can Summer birds thy shrew-heroics sing ? 

Wilt tend no more the daisies on the lea, 

IJ^or wake thy cowslips up on May morning ? 

What, shall we brew us possets by the fire 

And let the wild rose shiver on the brier. 

The cowslip tremble in the meadows onill. 


While thy unlovely battle-call wails higher j 
And dusty squadrons charge ado wn the hill? i 

It is too late ; thou art no love of mine ; 

I answer not this sigh, this kiss divine ; 

The sunlight penitently streaming down 
Shines through the paling leaf like thinnest 
wine 

Q/Uaff ’d in the clear air of a mountain town. 

Farewell! For old love’s sake I kiss thy 
hands ; 

Go on thy way ; away to other lands 
That love tnee less, and need thee less than 
we; 

Pour out thy passion on some desert ^ands. 
Forget thy lover of the Northern Sea. 

'' 's 


Vv:/ 

v\\ 'y 


V 




Away with fond pretence ; let winter come 
With snow that strikes tne heaviest footfall 
dumb. 

We know the worst, and face his rage with 
« glee ; 

And, though the world without be ne’er so 
glum, [thee. 

Sit by the hearth, and dream and talk— of 


Yes, come again with earliest April ; stay. 
Thyself once more, through the fair time 
when day 

Clasps hand with day, through the brief 
hush of night — 

A twilight bower of roses, where in play 
Dance little maidens through from light to 
light. 

Birds of a Feather. 

S ord Hawke’s team of Cricketers were beaten 
anheim by the Philadelphians by eight wickets 
whereat the Philadelphia Ledger cockadoodles con- 
siderably. The Britishers, however, won the retmn 
match somewhat easily.] 

The Yankee Eagle well might squeal and 
squawk [Hawke. | 

At having licked the British bird (Lord) 
But when that Hawke his brood had “ pulled 
together,” [feather.” 

That Eagle found it yet might “moult a 
Go it, ye friendly -fighting fowls 1 But know 
’Tis only “Roosters” who o’er conquest crow! 


HOME SWEET HOME I 

(By one who believes there ’s noplace like it.) 

StvEET to return (for home the Briton hankers. 
After an exile of two months or so, 

Swiss or Italian). Sweet — to find your 
Banker’s 

Balance getting low. 

Sweet to return from Como or Sorrento, 
Meshed in their shimmering net of drowsy 
sheen, 

Into a climate that you know not when to 
Really call serene. 

Sweet to return from ^ 

hostelries whose o 

Rush to fulfil your ^ ' 

slightest word or L 

Back to a cook who 
passionately 
eaters [^^m. 

Not for you, but 


Not for you, but 

Sweet to return from -c 

TUhle - d'HStes 
disgusting s a 

(Oh, how you grumbled at the Sause Fo- 
maine I) 

Fresh to the filmy succulence incrusting 
Solid joints again. 

Sweet to return from Innkeepers demurely 
Pricing your candle at a franc unshamed, 

Back to a land where perquisites are surely 
Never, never claimed. 

Sweet to return from bargaining, disputing, 
Fourboiras and Trinhgelds grudgingly be- 
stowed — 

Unto the simple charioteers of Tooting, 

Or the Cromwell Road. 

Sweet to return from “ aU those dreadful 
tourists,” 

‘ Such mixed society as chance allots, 

E’en to the social splendour of the purists 
Of those sparkling spots. 

Sweet to return to hills and fogs and duty ! 
(Some of the latter at our Custom House) 

Sweet, after smaller game, to hail the beauty 
Of the British mouse ! 

Sweet too the sight of cockchafer ; and 
sweet ’ll 

Welcome the pilgrim doomed too long to 
roam, [beetle 

England’s tried sentinel, the black, black 
With his “ Home, sweet Home I ” 


VOL, Cl, 
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LONDON’S DILEMMA; OR, “FAIR ROSAMOND” UP TO DATE. 

{Latehj’ducovcred Fragments of a valuable and interesting “ Variant o^the old Ballad Story,) 



Whenas Yictoeia mlde this land, 

The firste of that ^reate name, 

Faire Loundonne, of the oockneyes lovde, 
Attaynd to power and fame. 

Most peerlesse was her splendonre fonnde. 
Her favour, and her face ; 

Yet was there one thing marred her weale, 
And wroughte her dire disgrace. 


Her dower was all that showered golde. 
Like Danae^s, could her lende. 

Yet dwelt she in the ogreish holde 
Of feh and fearsome fiende. 

Yea Loundonne Towne, faire Loundonne 
Towne, 

Her name was called so, 

To whom the Witch Monopolie 
Was known a deadlye foe. 


* * * # * 

Now when ye Countie Councile woke, 

And Faeber rose to fame, 

With envious heart Monopolie 
To Loundonne straightway came. 

“ Cast off from thee those schemes,’^ said she, 
“ That greate and costive bee, 

And drinke thou up this deadlye cup, 

Which I have brought to thee ! ” 
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“ Take pitty on my awk-ward plight ! ” 

Eaire Loud donne she dyd crye, 

“ And lett me not mth poison stronge 
Enforced be to dye I ’’ 

Then out and laught that -wicked Witch : 

‘‘ If that you will not drinke, 

This dagger choose ! Though you be riche, 
You’ll shrinke from that, I thinke.” 

The dagger was a magic blayde, 

With figures grayen o’er, 

Which, as you gazed thereon, did seeme 
To growe to more and more. 

“ITay,” quothe faire Loundonne, “ ’tis but 
choyce 

’Twixt dyvill and deepe sea ! 

I praye thee take thyself awaye, 

And leave the jobbe to me ! ” 

But noth 3 nage could this grasping Witch 
There-with appeased be. 

The cup of deadlye poison stronge, 

As she knelt on her knee, 

She gave this comely dame to drinke. 

Who tooke it in her hande. 

Then from her bended knees arose, 

And on her feet did stande. 

And casting Council- wards her eyes, 

She did for rescue call. 

When [Fragmentes further may he founde^ 

At presents thys is alls ! 

If close researche, as welle we hope^ 
Pen'chaunce complete ye texte^ 

This ballade, as^ scribes saye, shall he 
“ Continued in our next /”] 


ADVERTISEMENT EXTRAORDINARY. 

W AITTED, a few good extra Judges, who 
will be prepared to do all the work at 
present delayed or neglected by the existing 
members of the Bench. They will be expected 
to dispense with all vacations except a week 
at Christmas, five days at Easter, and a 
fortnight from the first to the fifteenth of 
October. They will devote their entire time 
to the service of the State, both day and 
night. Their day will be devoted to business 
in the High Court of Justice in the Strand, 
and when required they will go Circuit (by 
special express) sit- 
ting at the various 
assizes from 9 p.m. 
until 3 A.M., return- 
ing^ to London bv 
trains timed to reach 
the Metropolis suffi- 
ciently early to allow 
^ of the usual morning 
sitting. They will 
be further required 


' leisure (if any) 
entirely at the dis- 
posal of those members of the Bar and Solici- 
tors who require it. If they do this punctually 
and diligently, without knocking up, they 
will be permitted to draw salaries computed 
at the rate of about one-third of the emolu- 
ments received by a third-rate Queen’s 
Counsel; and if they grow lazy, or are 
incapacitated by illness, they will be rewarded 
by a number of personal attacks in the London 
newspapers. Applications to be sent to the 
Lord Chancellor (endorsed “Extra Judges to 
suppress outside clamour”) as early as pos- 
sible. Every candidate for an appointment 
will be expected to be as strong as a horse, 
and as insensible to feeling as the back of a 
, rhinoceros. 

Bra Drinkers, Moderate Drinkers, and Little 
Drinkers— this is the Tipple Alliance ! 





















“WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST.”-No. 3. 

When his Dentist will stjspeni) Operations to tell him Funny Stories. 


§ilkxt n 

Born, April T, 1837. Died, Oct. 15, 1891. 

“Wearing the white flower of a blameless life.” 

Tennyson. 

Gilbert the Good I Title, though high, well 
earned [burned 

By him through whose rare nature brightly 
The fiLre of purity, 

TJndimmed, unflickerin^, like some altar flame 
Sky-pointing ever. Friend, what thought of 
Hath coldest heart for thee ? [blame 

A knightly -priest or priestly-knight wert 
thou, 

Man of the radiant eye and reverent brow; 
Chivaby closely knit 

With fervent faith in thee indeed were blent ; 
Thought upon high ideals stiH intent. 

And a most lambent wit. 

Serene, though -with a power of scathing scorn 
For all things mean or base. Sorrow long 
borne, 

Though bowing, soured not thee,^ 
Bereaved, hemth- broken, still that patient 
smile [guile 

Wreathed the pale lips which never greed or 
Shaped to hypocrisy. 

A saintly-hearted wit, a satbist pure, 

Mover of mirth spontaneous as sure. 

And innocent as mad ; 

Incongruous freak and frolic phantasy 
Were thy familiar spbits, quickening glee 
And wakening laughter glad. 

Dainty as Ariel, yet as Puck profuse [use 
Of the “meposterous,” was that wit, whose 
Was ever held “ within 


The limits of becoming mirth.” His whim 
Never shy delicacy’s glance could dim, 

Or move the cynic grin. 

But that fate’s hampering hand lay on him 

He migSt have won in drama and in song 
A more enduring name. 

But he is gone, the gentle, loyal, just. 
Whence all these things fall earthward with 
the dust 

Of fleeting earthly fame. 

Gone from our board, gone from the home he 
loved ! 

With what compassion are his comrades 
moved 

For those who sit alone 
With memories of him ! Gracious memories 
all! 

A thoTijht to lighten, like that flower, his 

^ ’And hush love’s troubled moan. 

Farewell, fine spirit I To be owned thy friend 
Was something to illume the unwelcome end 
Of comradeship below. 

A loving memory long our board will grace, 
In fancy, with that sweet ascetic face, 

That brow’s benignant glow. 

Hhyme at Rhyl. 

(JSy a Listening Layman.) 

Ie Cleric Congresses could only care 
A little less for the mere Church and Steeple, 
Parochial pomp and power in lion’s share. 
And have one aim— to purify the People, 
They need not shrink from Disestablishment, 
1 Or any other secular enormity ; 

I Unselfish love of Man destroys Dissent, 

True Charity provokes no Nonconformity. 
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Tue TDiUPl I iwrs rr>IVIPANtOIM<5 C«Zc7j. I-ah-suppose I tave no choice. But you really must 

THE TRAVELLIIMQ UOmrAnllUlilo. allow me to say that it is precisely the reception I anticipated. 

No. XI. Still, in your service, I am willing to endure even Podbhrt— for a 

Scene— ^ Balcony outside the Mmih-Saal of the Insel Sotel^ Con- strictly hmited period ; that I do stipulate for. 

stance. Miss Peeihiergast is seated; Ctjlchaed is leaning Miss B. That, as I have already said, is quite understood. Now 
against the railing close hy. It is about nine; the moon has go and arrange with Mr. Podbijey. 

risen^ hig and yelhw, behind the mountains at the further end Culch. {to himself ns he retires). It is most unsatisfactory; hut 
ofthelahe; small black boats are shooting in and out of her at least PoDBUEY is disposed of ! 

track upon the water ; the beat of the steamers' paddles is heard ^ i i , 

they come into harbour. CuLCHARD has just proposed. The same Scene, a garter of an^ hour later. PoDBUET and 

Miss Brendergnst [after a siJence). stroTX^Y , klndeegast. , , _ 

with PirsKiN, that no girl should have the cruelty to refuse a Bodbury [with a very long face). No, I say, though I Kuskin 
proposal doesn’t say all that ? 

Ctdchard [with alacrity). Euskin is always so right. And— er— Miss B. I am not in the hahit of misquoting. If you wish to 
where there is such complete sympathy in tastes and ideas, as I verify the quotation, however, I daresay I could find you the refer- 
venture to think exists in our own case, the cruelty would ence in Tors Clavigern, 

Miss B. Pray allow me to finish! “ Refuse a proposal at once^^ Bodb. [ruefully). Thanks — I won’t trouble you. Only it does 
is Etjskin’s expression. He also says (if my memory does not betray seem rather rough on fellows, don’t you know. ^ If everyone went on 
me), that “no lover should have the insolence to think of being his plan— well, there wouldn’t be many marriages I Still, I never 


allow me to say that it is not precisely the reception I anticipated. 
Still, in your service, I am willing to endure even Podbhey— for a 


accepted at once.” 
Yon will find the 
passage somewhere in 

Culch. [whose jaw 
has visibly fallen). I 
cannot say I recall it 
at this moment. Does 
he hold that a lover 
should expect to be 
accepted by — er — 
instalments, because, 
if so 

Miss B. I think I 
can quote his exact 
words. “ If she sim- 
ply doesn’t like him, 
she may sendhim away 
for seven years ” 

Culch. [stiffly). No 
doubt that course is 
open to her. But why 
seven, and where is 
he expected to go 

Afm P. [continuing 
calmly). “He vowing 
to live on cresses ana 
wear sackcloth mean- 
while, or the hke 
penance.” 

Culch. I feel hound 
to state at once that, 
in mj own case, my 
msition at Somerset 
House would render 
anything of that sort 
utterly impracticable. 

Miss B. Wait, 
please, — yon are so 
impetuous. “If she 
likes him a little,” — 
(Ctjl chard’s brow 
relaxes ) — “or thinks 
she might come to 






















WkA 




“ It does seem rather rough on fellows, don’t you know.” 


thought you ’d say 
“ Yes ” right off. It’s 
like my cheek, I 
know, to ask you at 
all ; you ’re so awf uUy 
clever and that. And 
if there ’s a chance 
for me, I ’m game for 
anything in the way 
of a trial. Don’t 
make it stiffer than 
you can help, that’s 
all! 

Miss B. All I ask 
of you is to leave me 
for a short time, and 
go and travel with 
Mr. CuLCHAED again. 

Bodb. Oh, I say, 
Miss Prendergast, 
you know. Make it 
something else. Bo I 

MissB. That is the 
task I require, and I 
can accept no other. 
It is nothing, after 
all, but what you 
came out here to do. 

Bodb. I didn’t 
know him then, yon 
see. And what made 
me agree to come 
away with him at all 
is beyond me. It was 
all Hug HIE Rose’s 
doing — he said we 
should get on together 
like blazes. So we 
have — very like 
blazes ! 

Miss B. Never 
mind that. Are you 
willing to accept the 
trial or not ? 


near her,”— (CyiCHAED Bo^. If you only knew what he ’s like when he ’s nasty, you ’d let 
puttog km always on me off-yon would, reaUy. But there, to please you, I ’ll do it. I’ll 
hond^ liou-skius or giauts’ stand him as long as ever I can— ’pon my honour I will. Ondyyon’ll 

rwA » . ■ make it up to me afterwards, won’t you now? 

f distinct concession on Miss P. 1 will make no promises— a true knight should expect no 
T , reward for his service, Mr. PoDBUBT. 

self clear ‘ T Bodb. [blankly). Shouldn’t he ? I ’m a little new to the business, 

Seseit? iuMjl Wf dtl™t '“kink^^|;5^iri Ct hi^:ff1> ^ 


Swi“Ud<5fiidl^^^^^ poSe^' ' 

peS'dkyoutknk;#*;”^ And what precise form of-er- g heheye he ^ 

— Mr impose is, that yon leave Constance to-morrow But go and try, Mr. Pobbtot, 


Miss B. As soon as you can induce him to go— to-morrow, if 
possible. 

Todb. I don’t believe he ’U go, yon know, for one thing ! 

Miss B. [demurely). I think you will find him open to persuasion. 
But go and try, Mr. Podbuet. 

Bodb. [to himself, as lie withdraws). Well, I’ve let myself in for 


Culch (firmlu) If vmi eirnoAf 4 ? -.l-. nimmj, as tie wtmaraics). VVeii, i've let myseit inior 

him neri^ me^to travel for seven years with a nice thing ! Rummest way of treating a proposal I ever heard of. 

SSVSW weekf ^ ^ simply cannot do it. My leave I should, lust like to tell that fellow SlusKiN what I think of his 

Miss B I mentionp<l nn +ArTn T LoL’nvrr. T -u £ xi. i precious ideas. But there ’s one thing, though— she can’t care about 

areoverwesM meet avfliT^’ridV Zii ^^ree weeks CmcHAm, or she wouldn’t want him carted off like this . . . Hooray, 

have home the test I 1 never Ihonght of that before I 'Why, there he is, dodging about to 

fflSk possible, a certain find out how J got on. I ’U tackle W straight off. 

thS or^ot ? " “ Podbuet. Do you accept [Cuicbcied and Podbuet meet at the head of the staircase, and 

’ speak at the same moment. 
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Culch, Er—PoDBTJET it lias occurred ) 

,, ( leaTe tins place to-»morrow! 
Fodh. I say, CuiCHARD, ire really f ^ 

ought to ) 

Fodh. Hullo ! ttg ’re both of one mind for once, eh? (To himself.) 
Poor old beggar I (jot the sack ! That explains a lot. W eU, I won’t 
tell hiin anything about this business just now. ^ 

Culch. So it appears. (To himselj.) tHad his quietus, eyidently. a 
Ah, well, I won’t exult over him. ^ a 

[TAey go off together to consult a time^tahle. I 
Miss. F. [on the balcony, musing). Poor fellows I I couldn’t very s 
wen say anything more definite at present. By the time I see them c 
again, I may understand my own heart better. Really, it is rather 
an exciting sensation, having two suitors under vow and doing a 
penance at the same time— and all for my sake ! I hope, though, i 
they won’t mention it to one another— or to Bob. Bob does not i 

understand these things, and he might But, after all, there are t 

only two of them. And Ruskin distinctly says that every girl who 1 
is worth anything ought always to have half-a-dozen or so. Two is i 
really quite moderate. ^ 

A TOO-ENGAGING MAIDEN^S EEPLY. j 

{By Mr. FuncKs hind p&iinission.) < 

Yes, I read your effusion that lately got printed, ^ 

And at first never guessed there was anything meant. \ 

But when someone suggested that something was hinted. 

On your verses some time I reluctantly spent. ^ ^ 

f« They are fair — and perhaps you consider them \ 

You ’re a poet, no doubt, of a minor degree, * 
But I never was startled so strangely —no, 
never ! [nie ! ‘ 

As to learn that the lady you mentioned was 

le coolest of ways you sum up my attrac- 

ay allow me to turn my attention to you. 
are good, I believe, at the vulg^est 

)u have cheek and assurance sufficient for 
^e^hat people reckon “a nice soH of 

)ur sense of importance very strongly you 
are^ilious, you’ve got a conple^d^^f 

lu are plainer than I am— which says a 
1 I free altogether from blame in the 

id as to my frowning, I don’t know the 
ou really imagine that insolent chatter 
n affect me, or that I care for what people 

With fervent adorers around by the 

Por whom’ but my word is the law of 

Bo you think f ’d occasion to pitch on a 

And announce that you wanted myself 
as your wife ? 

Do not think I am angry, I am good at forgiving. 

Have my constant refusals then made you so sour r 
Even poets in Funch have to write for their living. 

And must wear their poor lives out at so much the hour. 

I am weary and tired of being proposed to, ^ 

And at times I ’m afraid it will injure my bram. 

But my heart for the future yourself, mind, is closed to, 

So don’t, I implore, come proposing again, 

A Real Burning Question.— What should be done with the 
mischievous and malicious noodles who communicate false 
(to the number of 518 in one year) to the London Fire Brigade, by 
means of the fire-alarm posts fixed for pubhc convemence and pro- 
tection in the public thoroughfares ? The almost appropriate Stake is 
out of date, but Mr. Funch opines that the Pillory would be none 
too bad for them. 

' The Bote, the Beae, ahb the Oxtts.— R ussia, it is asserted, 

' * ‘ intends to annex the whole of the elevated plateaus as the 

! Pamirs, and all parts of Afghanistan north of a sta*aight line 
from LakeYictoria to the junction of ® 

’ Oxus.” John Bull might say, I should like to Kotcha at it^ 


SOME LONDON '‘FIENDS.” 

(How to Brntme, after reading Correspondence on the subject in smraX 
Bailies:^) 

The “ Walking-stick and Umbrella Fiend 

Provide yourself with a steel-plated umbrella (carriage size), with 
a “ non-conducting ” handle. When open in a shower, where people 
are hurrying, let tne framework bristle with sharp penknife points. 
Held firmly in front of you, you will find everyone get out of your 
way. In entering 
crowded omnibus or rail- 
way carriage, by touching 
a knob, let the heat gene- 
rated by the electric cur- 
rent instantly cause the 
whole to become “red- 
hot.” Dexterously moved 
about in front of you, you 
will find this a most 
thoroughly protecting 
weapon, clearing in- ' 
stantly a large space on 
each side of you, and even 
sometimes involving the 
summoning of the con- 
ductor or guard, with a 
view to your removal „ 

either to another compartment, or even a general request tor your 
expulsion from the vehicle^ altogether. This may lead possibly to 
vour enjoyment of an entire compartment to yourself; tor, ot 
course, you wiU point out that you cannot he expected to travel 
without WumbreRa, which, after aU, happens merely to be con- 
structed on a newly-patented principle. 

The “ Mansom Cal Fiend 

This is easily oyercome. You have merely to employ au agent to 
purchase a second-hand steam-rolto for you,, put in a high-pressure 
boiler, and the thing is done. With practice, you can easily get 
eight miles an hour out of one of these exceUeut maohmes, and 
you will find a general indifierenoe as to ^e rule of the road, 
especially if you turn a corner or two at a stiff pace, act as a camtal 
“road-clearer.” Even the smartest butcher’s cart will do its best 
to get out of your way when it sees you coming. 

The ** Fiano Organ, German Fand, and General Street Music 
Fiend.^^ 

Get (your best way is through a friend at the Adiniralty) several 
fog-horns rejected by the Department on accost of their excessive 
and unbearable shrillness. Whenever any sort of street^music com- 


:og-norns rejectea uy uuo — - -- — 

ind unbearable shrillness. Whenever any sort of street music com- 

mences at either end of your street, 

turn on, by an apparatus specially 
arranged in your area^ the fuH 
force of the above. This will not 
only overpower your would-he 
tormentors, hut bring every house- 
holder in the neighbourhood to nis 
street-door beggmg you to desist. 
You have merely to say, “ When 
they stop, I turn ofi,” to get them 
to comprehend the situation. It 
may possibly lead to the interven- 
tion of the police, probably in some 
force ; but the net result will be 
that you will, for that morning, at 
least, enjoy a quiet street. 

There are other London fiends 
removable by various measures, 
concerning which much might be 
said if they were not actionable. 

“Gratitude— A Sense oe 
Favours to Come.”— Mr. Swin- 
V . BURNE unexpectedly says a good 
word for the much be -mocked 
Bowdler. “Ho mm (he says), 
ever did better service to Shax- 
speare than the man who made 
it possible to put him into the 
hands of intelligent and imagina- 
tive children.” Can Mr. SwiN- 
^ BURNE he “ proticipating ” the j 
\ period when another Bowriuer 
Portrait of a Gentleman may be called upon to do a similar 
‘ < Breaking in ” nis Shoot- * ‘ service ” for the author of Foems 
ing-Boots, I' Ballads ? 
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Of kis “choice” — througli selfishness— that 
young’ shepherd made a mess, 

But our Shepherd, Salisbury, mil not be 
so wildly weak ; 

And our claims noe shall not urge to compul- 
sion’s yery yerge, 

On the contrary each one thinks that 
“ another ” best will do. 

“N’o, loyed comrade” (each will say) “let 
me make my * splendid splurge ’ 

“ After youP'* 

Look at Goschen ! Can’t you see he regards 
with perfect glee 

The prospect of promotion of his faithful 
friend Balfour. 

JJe doesn’t want to lead. Ah no, indeed, 
indeed ! 

Do you think that off friend Arthur 
Joachim can wish to score ? 

Upon the Treasury Bench did he eyer try to 
trench 

On the proyince of the Leader for the time, 
no matter who ? 

He would cry, “Dear Arthur, Ho! from 
priority I blench, — 

“ After youl ” 

Then bland ’Balfour" in his turn such crude 
selfishness would spurn 

As the wish to proye himself popular more 
than soft J. G., 

With a most becoming blush his pale cheek, 
I ’m sure, would burn. 

If Hs uncle should cry, “ Come, nephew 
dear, and second me 1 ” 

lie would hint at nepotism, and the chance of 
secret schism. 

“Let the mild ex-Liberal lead, I will be 
his henchman true ! ” 

He would cry, with selfless joy on his brow 
like a pure chrism, 

“ After you 1 ” 

And as for simple Me ! Oh, it ’s utter fiddle- 
de-dee 

To suppose that I possess, or desire, the 
least look in. 

Ho, selfishness, my friends, we unitedly agree 

In Party life is just the unpardonable sin. 

Which “we do not understand,” like that 
other little game 

That Ah-Sint, reluctant, played, with some 
small success ’tis time. 

But we ’ye no sleeye-hidden card as we cry, 
with modest shame, 

“ After 2 /ow ” 


FRENCH AND ENGLISH. 

(As zey are Spoke at ze Country *0use,) 

Hostess, “ ’Oh— ER— j'espair ker yoos atvy TROoyY yotre— totrb— ir— er— yotre 
Collar Stud, Barrong?” 

M, le Baron. ‘*Oh, I zank tou, yes! I find ’eem on my Cerbt of TrowsdrsP' 


"AFTER YOU!^" 

I am sure I may say, on behalf of all those 
whose names are mentioned (for the Leadership of 
the House of Commons), that we do not understand 
what selfishness is in the Public Service. Everyone 
of us would prefer that someone else should hold that 
high and honourable office.” — Sir M. Hicks^Beach 
at Stockt07i’On’-Tees,'\ 

jEminent official Altruist loquitur - 
Oh, is there such ayice as unholy loye of self. 
In the Public Service, too ? ’Tis a thing I 
can’t believe. 


If I thought we could be moved by the love 
of power or pelf [greatly grieve. 
To compete for premier ofifice I should very 
But oh no, oh deary no I I am sure it can’t 
be so. * [course it isn’t true. 
We don’t even “understand it,” so of 
When we ’re called upon to go, each will say, 
all louting low, 

“After you!” 

We are not “competitive,” like those naughty 
goddesses [pine -clad peak. 

Who poor Paris fluttered so upon Ida’s 


What’s in a Hame?— The St. Jameses 
Gazette says: — “There are forty -seven 
divorces in the United States for every 
one in the United Kingdom.” Evidently 
“ United” is something more than anagram- 
matically identical with “ Untied.” 

“GRAY’S ELEGY” AMEHDED. 

[“ I have often thought that Gray’s JSlegy was 
defective in having no verse commemorative of the 
sequestered and unsophisticated philanthropy of 
the village doctor.” — Sir James Crichton- Browne 
at the Yorkshire College, Zeeds."] 

And one lies here of whom the scoffer said, 
He did his best the green churchyard to All ; 
Hone ever looks upon his lowly bed. 

Without the recollection of a piU. 

He lived sequestered, and he died unknown, 
A truly unsophisticated man ; 

A medicine-glass adorns his humble stone. 
And thus the epitaph they grayed him ran : 

“ Here Doctor Bolus lies, to dose no more ; 

His charge was moderate, but quite enough: 
Death left a last prescription at the door, 

And then the doctor had his ‘ Quantum 
suff: ” 
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HARRYING OUR 
HAKIMS. 

[A medical ioumal suggests 
that all candidates for Medical 
Degrees should be req^uired to 
gdve proof of good hand writing, 
in order to put an end to indis- 
tinct prescnptions.] 

A FEW additional re- 
quirements, we believe, 
nave been under consider- 
ation, of which the follow- 
ing are a sample 

All candidates for the 
M.B. Degree to be able to 
count up to fifty. Candi- 
dates who are more than 
fi-fty not to count. 

Nobody to become a 
Member of the Royal Col- 
lege of Surgeons until he 
has mastered Simple Addi- 
tion and Compound Frac- 
tures. 

Members of the Royal 
College of Physicians will 
henceforth be expected to 
know their Weights (with 
boots off) and Measures 
(round the waist). Troy 
weight only. * ^ Scruples ^ ’ 
not allowed. Good know- 
ledge of Multiplication 
Tame indispensahle for 
dispensers. 

No candidate to be ac- 
cepted for a Degree unless 
he either has a good “ bed- 
side manner,” or under- 
takes to develop one as 
soon as 



WATER 


WINE. 


‘ Hold 1 Enough I ’ 


ONLY YANOY ! 

(From Mr. Punch's Own 
Biimourists. ) 

It is not generally known 
that the Emperor of Russia 
visited London the other 
day on his way to Paris, 
where he is to hold an im- 
portant secret conference 
with the President of the 
Republic and M. Blowitz. 
His Imperial Majesty’s dis- 
guise was complete, con- 
sisting as it did of an 
aquiline nose of consider- 
able size, and a second- 
hand gaberdine of primi- 
tive cut. He visited the 
principal Music Halls of 
the Metropolis and left by 
the last train for Surbiton, 
where his ^ private yacht 
was in waiting to convey 
him to Marseilles, and so 
on to Paris by the new 
French canal system. 


to be at once ploughed unless he can answer all 
the following questions 

1. What would you do if asked to hold a consultation with a prac- 
titioner whom you have every reason to suppose an incapable quack? 

2. If a good paying patient, suffering from no ailment whatever, 
called you in with a view to getting a week’s holiday at the seaside 
by medical orders, how would you reconcile a desire to oblige that 
pardonable weakness with a strict regard for veracity ? 

3. When the parents of a large family, who do their duty manfully 
by calling you in about twice a week, and from whom therefore you 
derive a not inconsiderable proportion of your income, object to have 
an infant vaccinated at the proper time, because they erroneously 
consider it to be unfit for the operation, which would you feel inclined 
to strain— friendship^ or the law ? 

4. Do you believe in Influenza ? 

5. Have you ever seen a Microbe ? 

6. “In the multitude of visits there is safety.” Comment on this 
declaration. ^ How many visits do you think a common catarrh wiR 
support r Give reasons. 

7. What is the etiquette about Red Lamps ? 

• * Ryder.’ ’’-—Last week, on the 15th, as was reported 

m tne Crcobe, and elsewhere, “a humble crossing-sweeper,” named 
Ryder, stopped a runaway cab-horse (a great rarity this, too) just 
as ne was about to descend headlong the steps of the Duke of York’s 
column, ^d so saved the two passengers, who, we hope, in considera- 
tion 01 what he has done for their lives, have settled something han- 
som upon him for his life. If not, the proposition is here made, and 
alter the prop comes the Ryder, 

Ghostly Counsel. — Prizes are being offered for “Good Ghost 
fc^ories. This may mean Sto7'i€s of Good Ghosts ; but supplying 
the hyphen and supposing that the requirement is for “ Good Ghost- 
stones, then Mr. Punch makes a present of a good title to any san- 
guine amateur who may compete. Let him call his story, ‘ ‘ A Ghost 
or a Chance.” And 3fr. Punch wishes he may get it 1 

Penny Foolish,— Somebody has published a penny A B C of 
Theosophy. To the appeal of this Occult ABO the enlightened 
public will probably be D E F. 

Dine,” et “ftui Dine, Dort.” — A man who “goes 
nap at dinner, is pretty safe to go nap immediately after it. 


Monaco has adhered to 
the Triple Alliance. The 
negotiations thus brought 
to a successful issue, have 
been for a long time in 
progress. Obligations of 
honour, which no longer 
exist, nave hitherto com- 
pelled me, as your Cor- 
respondent, to keep secret 
the fact that amongst the 
croupiers of the trente~et-> 
quarante tables at the 
Casino for the past three months have been the Chancellors of the 
German and Austrian Empires, and the Marchese di Rudini, who, 
thus disguised, carried out their delicate mission to the Court of 
Monaco. ^ By this post I send you the draft treaty by which Monaco 
ejugages, in the event of war, to furnish a completely equipped con- 
tingent of ten men. 

The Baron de Booh -Worms arrived in town yesterday afternoon 
and transacted business at his office in Bouverie Street, afterwards 
returning to his country seat at Stow-in-the-Wold. 

BROWNING SOCIETY VERSES. 

[Dr. Furnivall announces that the Browning Society is about to be dissolved.] 

Hark ! ’tis the knell of the Browning Society, 

Wind-bags are bursting all round us to-day ; 

Fui^ivall fails, and for want of his diet he 
Pines like a love-stricken maiden away. 

Long has he fed upon cackle and platitude, 

Furnivall sauce to a dish full of dearth, 

Still, in the favourite Furnivall attitude, 

Grubbing about like a mole in the earth. 

Now must he vanish, the mole-hills are flat again, 

(Follies grow fewer it seems by degrees) ; 

Lovers of Browning may laugh and grow fat again, 

Rid of the jargon of Furnivallese. 

,New and Op Terms.~“ Slate, Slite, Slqte, Slitten,” is the 
title of an amusing article in the Saturday Peviezo^ on the derivation 
of the verb ‘ ‘ to slate. ’ ’ How * ‘ slote ’ ’ comes in is not quite evident, but 
that when the pages of a dull book are “ slitten” by the paper- 
knife, it will be read and slated hy a critic, and then “ slited ’^(or 
“slighted”) by the public, is quite sufficient without “putting a 
penny in the ‘ slote ’ ” on the chance of getting something better. 

So Like Him! — Tuesd^ last week was the seventieth birthday 
of Professor Virchow, He has refused all titles and emoluments, 
observing that “ Virchow is its own reward.” 


^ Very Pop-ular ! — Through the Tifnes came the information that, 
since the famine, the Russian Officers have given up drinking cham- 
pagne, Their conduct is really quite Magnuminous ! 
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"ADSCEIPTUS GLEBiE.” 

[“ He (Hr. GtOSCHEn) was in favour of giving the agricultural labourer 
every opportunity of becoming more attached to the soil,” — Mr, Goschen a t 
Cambridge.'l 

Attached to tlie soil ! Pretty optimist phrase 
We are so, and have been, from GurWs simpler'days, 

Though now platform flowers of speech — pleasant joke ! — 

May wreath the serf’s ring till men scarce see the yoke. 
Attached to the soil ! The soil clings to our souls ! 

Young labour’s scant guerdon, cold charity’s doles, 

The crow-scarer’s pittance, the poor-house’s aid 
All smell of it ! Tramping with boots thickly clayed 
Prom brown field or furrow, or lowered at last 
In our special six-feet by the sexton up-cast, 

We smack of the earth, till we earthy have grown. 

Like the mound that Death gives us~best friend— for our own. 
We tramp it, we delve it, we plough it, this soil, 

And a grave is the final reward of our toil. 

Attached ? The attachment of love is one thing, 

The attachment of profit another. GurtNs ring 
Is our form of attachment at bottom, Sir, still, 

And to favour that bond Hodge doubts not your good will. 

But when others talk of improving our lot 
By possession of more than a burial plot, 

By pay for our toil, and by balm for our troubles, 

You ban all such prospects as “ radiant bubbles.” 

Declare “under- currents of plunder” run through 
All plans for our aid save those favoured by you. 

Attached to the soil ! Ah ! how many approve 
That attachment, when founded on labour and love ! 

But about “ confiscation” they chatter and fuss 
At all talk of attaching the soil to poor us ! 


TREE AND INDEPENDENT, 

Scene — Manager's Room of the Ideal Theatre, 

R resent-- Committee of Taste, 

Manager, Now, you fellows, I think we have settled what to do 
next. Carry out the notion of an afternoon performance of the Ideal 
Drama. We have got the moderate guarantee, and the good stock 
company, and hope to receive the co- 
operation of the leading artists from 
other theatres. Isn’t that so ? 

Auditor, Yes, I can answer for the 
moderate guarantee— about £20— in the 
bank. 

Stage Manager, And the good stock 
company was imported early this morn- 
ing from Ireland. All very good Shak- 
spearian actors with a taste of a brogue 
to give their remarks pungency. 

Manager, That’s all right. And 
what is the play ? 

First Member of the Committee of 
Taste, “ Demons, by the Master^ 
Second Ditto, No, let us have some- 
thing newer. Why not an adaptation 
(by myself) of that charming work by 
Sod ALA — I call it Blood and Thunder f 

Manager [producing halfpenny). By the rules of the Company we 
toss for it. ( Throws up com. j Heads ! — Blood and Thunder wins. W e 
will do Blood and Thunder, Well, now as to casting it. Anything 
for Ieving in it ? 

Second Mem, Oh, yes— if he would play it. A Policeman who 
dies by cutting his throat in Scene 1. Not tne sort of part he usually 
selects, but capital. 

First Mem. It is not for Mr. Ieving to pick and choose, it is the 
cause of Art we serve. 

Second Mem, Well, yes. We might telephone and learn his 
views on the subject. [Subordinate takes instructions. 

Manager, All right ! Ah, here we have the piece ! Rather long, 
but the parts seem mild enough. Who ’s to do this soldier— a sort of 
heavy dragoon, with a cold, who dies in the First Scene of the 
Second Act ? 

Second Mem, Oh, anybody! Kendal or Taeeen; or if they 
can’t, then Haee or Lionel Beough. 

Manager, But do you think they will like it ? You see they each 
have their line, and 

First Mem. In the cause of Art they will be prepared to do any- 
thing. At least, they ought to be. 

Manager, Well, we will telephone to them too. (Subordinate 
takes further mstructions.) And now, how about the Ladies ? 

Second Mem. Oh, there are a lot of school-girls, and a woman who 



MODEST AMBITION. 


The Squire [to his Eldest Son, just home from the ’ Varsity), “ Well, 
MY Boy, and what have you settled to be?” 

The Squire's Son, “Just a Tlain Country Gentleman like you, 
Fathee 1 ” 


dies hv degrees of general paralysis. The girls, of course will be 
all right with— say. Miss Emery, Miss Linden, Miss Alma Mueeat, 
and Mrs. Kendal. But we want two people to play the woman. 
First Act. Miss Ellen Teeey ; second and third. Miss Genevieve 
Ward. To be properly played, both should be in it. 

Manager, But how will that do ? I do not think that Miss Teeey 
will care to 

First Mem, Nonsense I She is a most charming person, and will do 
anything in the cause of Art. 

Subordinate [returning from teleplione). Beg" pardon, Gentlemen, 
but Messrs. Kendal, F’aeeen, Brough and Haee say they 
are very sorry, but they are not at home ; and Mr. Ieving presents 
his compliments, and would be delighted to do what we wish, but 
he fears he will be otherwise engaged. However, he says you have 
his sympathy, and his heart goes out to you. [Exit, 

Manager. Well, what shall we do ? 

Second Mem, Oh, there ’s Yezin, and Teeeis, and Patjlton, and 
a heap more ! 

Subordinate [returning). Just heard from the Ladies, Gentlemen, . 
and they send their kindest regards, hut they are out too ! 

Acting Manager [entering). Well, how about the performance ? 

Members of the Council [together). Oh, it’s nearly arranged! 

Acting Man, Well, if I might suggest, as a person of considerable 
experience, it doesn’t matter a jot whether you get a company 
together or not. 

Members [as before). Why ? 

A cting Man, Because you won’t get an audience ! 

[Sce7ie closes in upon further consultation. 


THeosopIiic Tools. 

[By an Opponent of Occultism.) 

The Theosophic Boom, its wordy strife 
And futile fuss are fading out in “ fizzle.” 
They talk a deal about their ^'‘planes of life,” 
’Tis plain to me the fitter term were “ chisel.” 
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POPULAE SONGS EE-SUNG : 

Ok, Muss Bowdlee at the Music Halls. 

“ A NOD is as good as a wink to a blind horse,” says the old saw-, 
and a wink is no doubt as good as a smile to a purblind ass. But 
the wink is indeed one of the worst uses to which the human eye 
can be put. It signiiies usually the vulgarisation of humour, and 
the degradation of mirth. It is the favourite eye-language of the 
cynical cad, the coarse jester, the crapulous clown, and— above all— tbe 

chuckling cheat. , tt- n • i. 

It must he admitted, that the Muse of the Music Hall— in her 
Momus mood— has a strong leaning towards the glorihcation of 
cynical ’onteness of the Autolycm sort. It is a weakness which she 
seems to share with party scribes and Colonial politicians.^ If she 
had any classic leanings, which she has not, her f avouri^te deity 
would be Mercury, the “winking Cyllenian Argophont’ of the 
Homeric Hymn, the “ little cradled rogue,” the Apollo- cheating 
babe, “ the lord of those who swindle, house-break, sheep-steal and 
shop-lift,” under whom Autoh/cus 
r prided himself upon having been 

“littered.” Autolycus's complacent 
self-gratulation, “ How bless’ d are we 
simple men!” would 
appeal to the heart of the Music-hall 
votary. “ Ha, ha 1 what a fool 
/ \ Honesty is I and Trust his sworn 

/ \ brother, a very simple gentleman” 

/ ^ If \ is, virtually, the burthen of dozens 

(k \ f'l f favoujite of the Music- 

ditties. 

/ Sly-scheming Hennes “winked” 
KT# knowingly at Jupiter when he was 
' I ' ^ ** pitching his yarn ” about the stolen 

oxen, and Jupiter “according to his 

“Laughed heartily to hear the subtle 

/ //^^ mM Infant give such a plausible account, 

iM ^*1®! 1 every word a he.” 

So the Music-hall Muse “winks” 

/ jff! \ A'l knowingly, and knavishly, at her 

/ Jr // auience, and her audience “laugh 

/ heartily,” in Jovian guffaws, at her 

// fr- ii winks. What wonder then that she 

A LI should lyrically apostrophise “The 

Wink ” in laudatory numbers ? 

“ Say, boys, now is it (^nite the thing ? ” 

— ) she cries in sham deprecation, hut 

j I all the while she “winks the other 

^ eye” in a way her hearers quite un- 

derstand. “Cabby knows his fare,” and the Musio-haU Muse 
knows her clients. What, we wonder, would be her reception did 
she really carry out her ironically pretended protest and sing to 
the chuclding cads who applaud her, the following version of her 
favourite lay ? 

No, II.— THE WINK OF EOGUERT’S EYE. 

Aik — “ WmJj the Other JSye.'* 

Say, boys, whatever do men mean 

When they wink the other eye ? . . . 

Why, when “ sharps ” say the world is green, 

Do they wink the other eye ? 

The Radicals and Tories both tell stories, not a few, 

About Measures falsely promised, and reforms long overdue ; 
And when the simple Mob believes that every word is true. 

Then they — ^wmk the other eye 1 

C 7 iorM 5 .— Say, hoys, now is it quite the thing ! 

S£ty, should we let them have their ding ? 

Ah, when they get us “ on a string ” 

Then they wink the other eye ! 

Say, boys are Leaders to he loved, 

When they wink the other eye ? 

By artful speech the Mob is moved, 

Till it winks the other eye ; 

The optic Wink ’s the language of the sly and sordid soul, 

The mute freemasonry of Fraud, sign-post to Roguery’s goal. 
When Circe sees her votaries swine ready in sludge to roll 

Then she winks the other eye ! 

C%or2«5.— Say, boys, is it so fine a thing, 

Low Cunning, which Cheat’s laureates sing, 

The Oomus of the Mart and Ring, 

Wha— winks the other eye ? 

Say, boys, is Cunning’s promise good, 

When she winks the other eye ? 

Noodledom seeks her neighbourhood, 

And winks its other eye. 

For no one winks so freely as a fool who thinks he ’s sly ; 

The dupe of deeper knavery smirks in shallow mimicry 

Of the smirking Jekky Diddlek who is sucking him so dry, 

And who vSnks the other eye. 

0/iorws.— Say, hoys, now is the Wink a thing 

Worthy of worship ; will you fiing 

Your caps in air for the Knave-King 

Who — winks the other eye ? 

The Politician plucks his geese, 

Then he winks the other eye. 

Brazen Fraud steals Trade’s Golden Fleece, 

Then he winks the other eye. 

Autolycus pipes ballads ; public pockets are his aim ; 

Hahagas raves of “ liberty ” ; advancement is his game ; 

And when their dupes aren’t looking all these rogues do just 
the same. 

They— wink the other eye ! 

OAorws.— Say, hoys, paeans will you sing 

To winldng harpies all a- wing 

To prey on fools ; who steal, and sting, 

And— wink the other eye ? 

Wisdom may smile, hut Cunning can’t, 

She winks the other eye. 

Humour shall chortle, Mockery shan’t, 

She winks the other eye. 

The stars above us twinkle and the dews beneath us blink, 

All the eyes of Nature sparkle, and from merriment do not shrink, 

The Language of the Eye of Cynic Knavery is — the Wink ! 
Roguery “ winlcs the other eye ! ” 

Choi'us.-Soj, hoys, is it quite the thing ? 

“ Dued ime ” * to fools the Diddlers sing j 

Trust me ’tis Rascals in a Ring 

Who wink the other eye 1 

* Amiens, What that “ duedame ” ? 

Jaotces, ’Tis a Greek invocation to call fools into a circle. 

“ As You like Ac. JZ, Sc. 5. 

THE EVOLUTION OF TOMMY’S PRIVATE-SCHOOL REPORT. 

1. A rough draughty icritten hy the under '•inaster^ toho certainly 
has had rather a trying tceeh with Tommy. 

“I am unable to speak highly of either his intelligence or his 
industry ; but occasionally he works well,^ and has undoubtedly 
made some progress this term. His conduct is not always good.” 

2. Seco}id rough draught: ToMMr in the meantime has missed a 
repetition and accidentally knocked down the hlack-hoard, 

“ Exceptionally stupid and idle. Cannot be said to have made any 
progress whatever this term, although he has had every effort made 
with him. His conduct is abominable, noisy and unruly in the 
extreme.” 

3. Fair copy to he submitted to the principal ; of course^ Tommy 
had not intended to he overheard when he spo/ce of the under-master 
as “ Old Pig-face^^^ hut this is the result, 

“A more idle and utterly worthless hoy it has never been my 
misfortune to teach. Seems to have gone steadily backward all the 
term. Is most objectionable in his manners, and has no sense of 
honour.” 

4. Fair copy^ as amended hy the principal; hoiv %vas Tommy to 
know that stone would break the conservatory window^ and drive the 
principal to alter the report to this ? 

“ W"ould be better suited in a reformatory than in a school of this 
standing. Utterly depraved, vicious and idle, with marked criminal 
instincts. In intellect verges on the imbecile. ^ Unless there is a 
marked improvement next term, I cannot keep him.” 

5. FrincipaVs final copy ; it was fortunate that Tommy happened 
to remark that he had four cousins who were, perhaps^ coming next 
term. One can't lose four pupils.t even if it makes it necessary to 
write like this, 

“ A singularly bright and high-spirited hoy ; a little given to 
mischief, as all hoys are, but quite amenable to discipline. My 
assistant speaks most highly of his progress this term, and of his 
general intelligence. He seems well^ suited by our system.^ His 
conduct is, on the whole, admirable. He is truthful and conscientious.” 

COUPLET BY A CYNIC. 

“ Poetry does not sell I ” cry plaintive pleaders. 

Alas ! most modern Poetry does—it^ readers ! 


liTOTXCK — ^Rejected Communications or Contril>utions, whethor 2CS., Printed UCatter, Drawings, or Piotores ot any descriptio:^ wiU 
in no case 1)6 returned, not even wlLen accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Env^ope, Coveri or Wrapper* To this mlo 
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Younff Geandolph hat a Barty j 
He hunts der lions now, 

All in der lone Mashonaland, 

But he does not “ score ” — somehow. 

One Grand Old Lion he dared to peard, 
Und he “potted ” Earls and Dukes, 

But eiprht or nine real lions at once, 

He thinks are “ trap de luxeJ^ 

Young Geandolph hat a Barty, 

But he scooted ’cross der sea, 

Und he tidn’t say to dem, “ Come, my poys, 
Und drafel along mit me ! ” 

* Bans und Braus— 


OUNG GnvNDOLi'H liat a iJiirty — 

A'hero ish (hit Barty now? 

Ho idl’d in luf mit d’tr African goldt'; 

Hit Solly he ’d hat a row ; 

He dinks dat his secc«>>ion 
Would make der ro^^ht look plue, 

But. before he drafel vast and var, 

His Barty sphlit in two. 

Young Gilvndolph hat a Barty — 

Bere vash B-ir-u, W-lff, and G-est, 
Doy haf vorjrot dcir “ Leater,” 
tnd dat i«>h not deir vorst. 

B-lf-e vill “ boss ” der Commons, 

Yhile GEANDOLPH—sore disgraced— 

Ish “ oop a tree,” like der Bumble Bee, 
Und W-LFP and G-est are “ placed.” 

Young Geandolph hat a Barty— 

Yhen he dat Barty led, 

B-lf-e vash but a “ Bummer,” 

A loafing loUop-head. 

Young Tories schvore by Ge.andolph, 
(Dey schvear at Geandolph now,) 

How at de feet of der “lank assthete ” 

Der Times itshelf doth bow I 

Young Geandolph hat a Barty, 

Bere all vash “ Souse und Brouse.”* 
How he hets not dat prave gompany 
All in der Commons House, 

To see him skywgle Gl-dst-ne, 

Und schlog him on der kop. 

Young Tory bloods no longer shout 
Till der Sohpeaeee bids dem shtop. 

Und, like dat Rhine Mermaiden 
“ Yot hadn’t got nodings on,” 

Dcy “ don’t dink mooch of beoplesh 
Yat goes mit domselfs alone I ” 

Young Geandolph hat a Barty— 

Yhere ish dat Barty now ? 

Yhere ish dat oder Artetoe’s song 
Yot darkened der Champerlain’s prow? 
Yhere ish de himmelstrahlende stern, 

De shtar of der Tory fight ? 

All gon’d afay, as on Woodcock’s wing, 
Af ay in de ewigkeit ! 

■Ger., Biot and Bustle. 


OYSTEELESS. 

(By an Impecunious Gourmet.) 

[Oysters are very dear, and are likely, as the season 
advances, to be stiU higher in price.] 

Oh, Oyster mine ! Oh, Oyster mine ! 

You ’re still as exquisitely nice ; 

With perfect pearly tints you shine, 

But you are such an awful price. 

The lemon and the fresh cayenne, 

Brown bread and butter and the stout 
Are here, and just the same, hut then 
What if I have to leave you out ? 

What wonder that my spirits droop, 

That life can bring me no delight,' 

When I must give up oyster soup, 

So softly delicately white. 

The curry powder stands anear, 

The scallop shells, but what care I — 
You ’re so abominably dear, 

0 Oyster ! that I cannot buy. 

YYith sad imaginative fights, 

1 think upon the days of yore ; 

Like Ticklee, on Ambrosian nights, 

I have consumed thee by the score. 

And still, whenever you appeared, 

My pride it was to use you well ; 

I let the juice play round your heard, 

And always on the hollow shell. 




I placed you in the fair lark-pie. 

With steak and kidneys too, of course; 

Your ancestors were glad to die, 

So wgR I made the oyster sauce. 

I had you stewed and featljr fried. 

And dipped in hatter— think of that ; 

And, as a pleasant change, I ’ve tried 
You, skewered in rows, with bacon-fat. 

“ Where art thou, Alice ? ” cried the hard. 
“Where art thou, Oyster?” I exclaim. 

It really is extremely hard, 

To know thee nothing hut a name. 

For this is surely torment worse 
Than Dante heaped upon his dead ; — 

To find thee quite beyond my purse, 

And so go oysterless to bed. 

1 FROPOS OP THE SeCEETAEY FOE Wae’S 

EOSEATB Aftee- Dinner Speech [on the 
entirely satisfactory state of the Army 
generally ). — (Sian-) “hope told a llattcring 
tale.” 

University Mem.— The Dean of Christ 
Church will keep his seat till Christmas, and 
just a Liddell longer. 


“ Correct Card, Gents ! “ Wanted a Map of London ” was the heading of a letter in 

the Times last Thursday. Ho, Sir ! that ’s not what is wanted. There are hundreds of ’em, 
specially seductive pocket ones, with I'ust the very streets that one wants to discover as short 
cuts to great centres carefully omitted. What is wanted is, a correct map of London, divided 
into pocketable sections, portable, foldable, durable, on canvas,— but if imperfect, as so many 
of these small pocket catch-shilling ones are just now, although professedly brought up to 
date ’91, they are worse than useless, and to purchase one is a waste of time, temper and money. 

W e could mention an attractive-looking little map — which, but no Publishers and puhuc 

are hereby cautioned I H.B.— Test well your pocket map through a magnifying glass before 
buying. Experto crede ' 
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Presentiy I grew more placid^Optimists ^hould not be I 

“ Come in ! ” I ezclaimed~“ ooiifound yon ^ Pray stand 

But ^the^donkey^ still kept tapping. ^ ^ jMf 

“Wby tbe deuce do you come rapping, rapping at my 
Yet not ‘enter’ when you’re told to ? ’’—here 1 opened 

Open next I dung ^he shutter, when, with a prodigious 

In there stepped a bumptious Kaven, black as any bLcka- ^ ^ 

Not the lea^^beisance made he, not a mom^i^ stopped I 'i"' ' | JIB ^ 

But ^th scoi^'ul look, though ^ady, ;^erched abov^ny |i | 

“ WeU,” I said, sardonic smiling, “this is really rather IlSRl 

“Itcomportsn^with^decorummchastlg War Office bor^ , ^[1 1 ^ 

Tell me what your blessed Britannia ’ heid ^>w!f '/iliii i mMinMW 

Much I marvelled this sophistic fowl to utter pessimistic > .'•“»> ^ jf iMM f S 1 i mL 

Pustian, which so little meaning— little relevancy bore /V r A Hi liillfi'ii ill all 1 M M I ill hi l 

To the ^ Solly; but, al^ough^it may V V • ' fli I ^|x f ^ 111 I ! ^ 

This strange Jowl a strange resemblanL to “ Our Only ^ (I I'I'")! If I iBUllj'l/ i liii ll l'f\^ 

To the W-LS-L-Y whose pretensions to^sound military lore \ Ml bH I Hi I ii M 

But the^ Raven, sitting lonely on that much-peeled bust, ^j|)l I 1 j 1 || Ij 

Of our Arm^ as a makeshift, small, ilf^anned,^ and \' ll 1 ! 1 III 

Drat the pessimistic bird!— he grumbled of “the hardy- ^ ^ 1 1 / / 

Marchin^past side of a soldier’s life in peaL.”** “We’ve 

Winning battles with boy-troops,” I cried, “ We ’R do as ^ 

'we before ” 

auotli fits Raven, “ Nevermore !” . THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

“ Nonsense !” said 1. “ After dinner at the Holborn, as Aunt Jane. ‘‘That makes These Weddings in oue Family within a 
a winner [snore!) Twelvemonth! It will be rom then next, Matilda I” 

Spake I in the Pangloss spirit to the taxpayers, [DonH MaUlda. “Oh, no ! ” 

Told them our recruits— who ’ll master e’en unmerciful Aunt Jane. “Well, the most Exteaoedinaey Things happen sometimes, 

disaster, , . „ . , [yore,”— you know I 

Come in fast and come in faster, quite as good as those of ; — ; — y; . 

“Flattering tales of (Stan) H(me^” cried the bird, whose dismal And the Raven still is sitting, croaking statements most umttii^, 
dirges bore, One dark burden— “ Nevermore ! ” On Beitannia’ s much-peeled bust that ’s placed above my Office-door, 

“ Kano, if -Rnvpn fbia riliuc T » pried T “ Sfon vnnr mde reviline- 1 ^ Pangloss, e’en in seeming, lent p ear to his dark dreaming, 

Md upoa its cushfoa sinking, “I," 1 said, “ smasblike winking “7 ^ere like the shadow tlmt he caMon the floor. 


THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 


This impeachment you are bringing, 0 you ominous bird of yore, 

0 you grim, ungainly, ghastly, grumbling, gruesome feathered 
bore ! ” Croaked the Raven, “ You I ’ll floor.” 

Then methought the bird looked deDser, and his cheek became 
immenser. 

And he twaddled of Yon Moltke, and his German Army Corps ; 

“ Flattering the tax-payers’ vanity,” and much similar insanity, 

In a style that lacked urbanity, till the thing became a bore. 

“ Oh, get out of it ! ” I cried ; “ our little Army yet will score.” 

Ouoth the Raven, “ Nevermore ! ” 

“ Prophet ! ” said I, “of aU evil, that we ’re ‘ going to the devil ’ 

I Has been tbe old croaker’s gospel for a century, and more. 
Red-gilledColonelstbishave cbauntedinBEiTANNiA’sears undaunted, 


Dark and dismal evermore ! 


TUPPER’S PROYERBIAL PHILOSOPHY UP TO DATE. 

[“The range of onr inquiry was intended to inclnde the whole migratory 
range for seals . . . Our movements were kept most secret.” — >Sir George 
Baden-Powell on the Worh of the Behring &ea Cormmssioni^ 

We came, we saw, we — ^held our .tongues (myself — Baden- Pow^ell — 
and Mr. Dawson.) 

We popped on each seal-island “unbeknownst,” and what we 
discovered we held our jaws on. 

We ’d five hundred interviews within three months, which I think 
“ cuts the record ” in interviewing, 


By their ghosts you must be haunted. Take a Blue-pill, I implore ! Corresponded with ’Frisco, Japan, and Russia; so I hope you ’ll allow 
When our Army meets the foe it ’s hound to lick him as of yore ! ” 'we ’ve been “up and doing.” . m 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore!’’ (Not up and saying^ be’t weR understood). As Tuppeh (the 


“Prophet!” said I, “that’s nncivR. You may go to— weR, the 
devR ! [o’er. 

That Establishments are ‘ short,’ and ‘ standards ’ lowered o’er and 
That mere ‘ weeds,’ with chests of maiden, cannot march with knap- 
That the heat of sultry Aden, or the cold of Labrador, [sack laden ; 
Such can’t stand, may he the truth ; hut keep it dark, bird, I 
implore ! ” Quoth the Raven. “ Nevermore I ” 


Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore ! ’ 


“Then exense me, we’R he parting, doleful fowl,” I cried, 
upstarting ; [shore ! 

“ Get thee back to— the Red River, or the NRe’s sand-ftumhered 
Leave no * Magazine ’ as token of the twaddle you have spoken. 
What ? Beitannia stoney-hroken ? Quit her hnst above my door. 
Take thy hook from the War Office ; take thy beak from off my 
door I ” Quoth the Raven, “ Nevermore ! ” 


ire ! ” 'we ’ve been “up and doing.” 

(Not up and saying, be’t weR understood). As Tuppeh (the 
.pii x-u. Honourable C. H., Minister 

Of Fisheries) said, in the style of his namesake, “ The fool imagines 
or and SRence is sinister, 

L knan "the wise man knows that it’s often dexterous.” Be sure no 

laden • inquisitive shyness or bounce ’U 

bird I previous” with our Report, which goes first to the 

^ ’ Queen and the Privy CouncR. 

Some bigwig’s motto is, “ Say and Seal,” but as Tupper remarked 
cried, a forefinger laying 

[shore ! To the dexter side of a fine proboscis, “^Our motto at present is, 


Seal without saying ! ” 

Legal Query.- The oldest of the thirteen Judges on the Scotch 
Bench is Young. Any chance for a Junior after this ? 



208 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[OoTOBBB 31 , 1891 . 


recklessly. Look at those leaders— heading ri§;ht for the precipice 
. . . Ah, just saved it 1 How we do lurch in swinging round ! 

Lodh. Topheavy— I expect, too much luggage on board— havo 
another sandwich ? 

Calch. Hot for me, thanlcs. I say, I wonder if it ’s safe, having 
no parapet, only these stone posts, eh ? 

Pod, Safe enough— unless the wheel catches one — ^it was as near 
as a toucher just then— aren’t you going to smoke ? Ho ? I am. 


THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

Ho. XII. 

Scein’E — In front of the Hotel Boderihaus at Splilgen, The Dili- 
gence for Bellinzona is having its team attached. An elderly 
Englishwoman is sitting on her trunks trying to run through the 
last hu7idred pages of a novel fi'om the Hotel Library before 

her deparhire, PoDBunr ts m the Hotel, negotiating for sand- . ^hat were you so amused about just now, eh ? 

Culch. Was I amused? [The vehicle gives another tr. 
lurch,) Eeally, this is too horrible ! 

Fodb. {with secret etijoyment). We’re right enough, if the horses 


gentleman in smoked spectacles, with a shawl round his throat. 


tremendous 


The Dmgij Italian {suddenly discovering nationality). , ^ ^ ^ 

Ecco, siete Inglesel Lat us spika Ingelis. I onnerstan’ ’im to ze don’t happen to stumble.’' That olf -leader*" isn’t over sure-footed— 
bottom-side. {Laboriously, to Ctjlchahi), toAo tydes to conceal I did you see thatf {Culch. shudders,) But what’s the joke about 
chagrin.) ;Ow menni time you employ to go since Coire at here? | Miss Peendekoast ? 

(C. nods with vague encourageiyient.) Yich manners of vezzer you 1 Culch. {irritably). Oh, for Heaven’s sake, don’t bother about that 
vere possess troo your trave s— mosh ommereUa? (C.’s eyes grow now ! I’ve something else to think about. My goodness, we were 
vacant.) Ha,_I tink it yood ! _Zis day ze vicket root^sall ’ave plenti j nearly over that time ! What are you looking at ? 


’orse to puU,^ &e., &c. {Here Podbuet comes up, and puts some rugs 
in the coupe of the diligence.) You sit at ze beginning-end, hey ? 
better, ^ you tinlc, zan ze mizzle ? I too, zen, sail ride at ze front— we 
vill spika Ingelis, altro ! 

Fodb. {overhearing this, with hori'or). One minute, Cdxcblaed. 
{He draws him aside.) I say, for goodness’ sake, don’t let’s have 
that old organ-grinding Johnny in the 
coupe with us ! 

Culch, Organ-grinder! you are so very 
insular! For anything you can tell, he 
may be a decayed nobleman. 

Fod. {coarsely), WeU, let him decay 
somewhere else, that’s all! Just tell the 
Conductor to shove him in the interieur, do, 
while I nip in the coupe and keep our places. 

[Ctjlchaed, on reflection, adopts this sug- 
gestion, and the Italian Gentleman, after 
fluttering feebly about the coupe door, 
is uncerenioniously bundled by the Con- 
ductor into the hinder part of the 
diligence. 

In the Bernardino Fass, during the Ascent, 

Culch, Glorious view one gets at each 
fresh turn of the road, PoDBimy ! Look at 
Hinter-rhein, fax down helow there, like a 
toy village, and that vast desolate valley, 
with the grey river rushing through it, and 
f he^ green glacier at the end, and these 
awfiu snow-covered peaks all round— /oo/;, 
man! 

Fodb, I ’m looking, old chap. It ’s all 
there, right enough ! 

Culch, {v^eTed). It doesn’t seem to be 
making any particular impression on you, I 
must say ! 

Fodbr It ’s making me deuced peckish, I 
know that— how about lunch, eh ! 

Culch, {pained). We are going through 
scenery like^this, and all you think of is— lunch ! (Pobbuey ope^is 
a basket.) You may give me one of those sandwiches. What made 
you get veal? and the bread’s all crust, too! Thanks, I’ll take 
some claret . . . {They lunch ; the vehicle meanwhile toils up to the 
head of the Fass.) Dear me, we ’re at the top already! These 
rocks shut out the vaUey altogether— much colder at this height 
^ hnd this keen air most exhilarating ? 

Fodb. {slmering). Oh very, do you mind putting your window up ? 
event eh? ^ uncommon chirpy to-day. Beginning to get 

shan’t get over it for some hours yet. 

^ ^ ineant-(Ae«25«^%)-weU, your 

littie affair with Miss Peendeegast, you know. ^ 

Get over? im suddenly understands.) 
Ot, ai, to be swe. les, thank you, my dear fellow, it is not Tniilrin.; 

/- 7 T 1 a fit of silent laugMe?. 

Jtoowl ^ ^ to hear it. {To himself.) ’Jove, if he only knew what 

CuM. Fom don’t appear to he exactly heartbroken 
■WTl 4 • I be— about what 9 

«« ofresme). Exactly, I was forgetting. 

{To l^yejf-) It’s re^y ratter humorous. {Jffe laughs again.) 

I ft Q-ood Heayens, what 

^ rather a sharp pace for downhill, eh? I 

su;^^ these Swiss drivers know what they ’re about, ttough. 
i. 1 .- iV Gh, yes, generally— when they ’re not drunk. I can only see 
this fellow s boots — ^but they look to me a trifle souifly. 

Culch. {mspeeting them, anxiously). He does seem to drive very 


f^Fodh. {who has been lea^iing foi'ward). Only one of the traces — 
IGiey ’ve done it up with a penny ball of string, but I daresay it will 
stand the strain. You aren’t half enjoying the view, old fellow. 
Culch, Yes, I am. Magnificent ! — glorious ! — isn’t it ? 

Fodb, Find you see it better with your eyes shut ? But I say, f 
wish you ’d explain what you were sniggering at. 

Culch. Take my advice, and don’t press 
me, my dear fellow ; you may regret it if 
you do ! 

Fodb, I ’ll risk it. It must he a devilish 
funny joke to ticlde you like that. Come, 
out with it ! 

Culch. Well, if you must know, I was 
laughing . . . Oh, he ’ll never get those 
horses round in . . . I was— er — rather 
amused by your evident assumption that I 
must have been rejected by Miss Peen- 
BEEGAST. 

Fodb. Oh, was that it ? And you’re 
nothing of the kind, eh ? 

[He chuckles again, 
Culch, {with dignity). Ho doubt you will 
find it very singular ; but, as a matter of 
fact, she— well, she most certainly did not 
discourage my pretensions. 

Fodb, The deuce she didn’t ! Did she tell 
you Huskin’ s ideas about courtship being a 
probation, and ask you if you were ready to 
be under vow for her, by any chance ? 

Culch, This is too had, Pobbuey; you 
must have been there, or you couldn’t pos- 
sibly know ! 

^ Fodb, Much obliged, I ’m sure. I don’t 
listen behind doors, as a general thing. I 
suppose, now, she set you a trial of some 
kind, to prove your mettle, eh ? 

[ With another chuckle, 
Culch, {furiously). Take care— or I may 
tell you more than you bargain for ! 

Go on — never mind me. Bless you, I ’m under vow for her, 
too, my dear boy. Fact ! 

That’s impossible, and I can prove it. The service she 
demanded was, that I should leave Constance at once — with you. 
Do you understand — with you, Pobbuey ! 

Fodb. {with a prolonged whistle). My aunt ! 

Culch. {severely). You may invoke every female relative you 
possess in the world, but it won’t alter the fact, and that alone 
ought to convince you 

Fodb, Hold on a bit. Wait till you ’ve heard my penance. She 
told me to cart you ofi. Now, then ! 

Culch, {faintly). If I thought she’d been trifling with us both 
like that, I’d never 

Fodb. She’s no end of a clever girl, you know. And, after all, 
she may only have wanted time to make up her mind. 

Culch. {violently), I tell you what she is — she ’s a cold-blooded 
s-Jid a systematic fiirt ! I loathe and detest a prig, hut 
a mrt 1 despise — yes, despise, Pobbuey ! 

Fodb, {with only apparent irrelevance). The same to you, and 
many of ’em, old chap ! Hullo, we ’re going to stop at this inn. 
Let s get out and stretch our legs and have some cofiee. 

[They do ; Gn returning, they find the Italian Gentleman smiling 
brnidly at them from inside the coupe. 

The It, G, Goodahy, dear frens, a riverderla ! I success at your 
chairs. I vish you a pleasure’s delay ! 

Fodb. But I say, look here, Sir, we ’re going on, and you ’ve got 
our place! o o , j e 

The It. G, Sank you verri moch. I ’ope so. 

[He blows Pobbuey a kiss. 



‘ All elderly Englishwoman is sitting on her trunk.” 

Fodb. 
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Fodb, [with interne disgust). How on earth are we going to get 
that beggar out ? Set the Conductor at him, Cuxchakd, do— you can 
talk the lingo best ! 

Culch, [who has had enough of Podbtot for the present). Talk to 
him yourself, my dear fellow, Pm not going to make a row. 

[He gets in, 

Fodb, [to Conductor). Hi ! sprechen sie Franzosisch, Oder was? iU 
y-a quelgue chose dans mon siege^ dites~lui de — what the deuce is the 
French for “ clear out ’’ ? 

Cond, Montez^ Monsieur^ nous "bartons^ montez mte alors ! 

[He thrusts Podbuet, protesting vainly^ into the interieur^ with 
two peasants^ a priest and the elderly Englishwoman, The 
diligence starts again. 


AT THE ITALIAN OPERA. 


Tuesday, October 20^ A. — Opening night. Eomh et Juliette ; 
debuts of Mile. Simmonet, of the Opera Comique, and M. Cossiea, as 

the lovers. Lady Capulefs Small 
Dance, quite the smartest of the 
season, as the Veronese nobiHty 
present were evidently remarking, 
with abundance of easy gesture, 
to one another, as they led the way 
to the lemonade. The Juliette of 
the evening charming, and soon 



■ I \ X V ^ 

Two (CoYent Grarden) Gentlemen of Verona ! I 


singing herself into the good graces of a large audience; ditto, 
M. Cossiea, “than which, as the Prophet Nicholas would saj, “a 
more competent though perhaps a trifie full in the waist for 

balcony-scaling by moonlight.^’ If he had really trusted himself to 
that gossamer ladder in the Fourth Act, he would never have got away 
to Mantua, especially as Juliette, with the thoughtlessness of her age 
and sex, omitted to secure it in any way. Fortunately it was not a 
long drop, and the descent was accomplished without accident, as 
will be seen from the accompanying sketch. 



Exit Romeo by the Rope Ladder, — a shrewd guess at what really happens. 


Change foe a Tenor.— Mr. fSETMOUE Haben, the opponent of 
the Cremation gospel according to Thompson (Sir Henry of that 
ilk), should come to an arrangement with the English Light Opera 
tenor, and tack Coffin on to his name. 


ONLY PANCT ! 

[Troni Mr, Punch's Own Bumourists.) 

It may be interesting at this time of the year to^ mention the fact 
that Lord Salisbury ^ways uses a poker in cracking walnuts. He 
says it saves the silver. The other day, whilst wielding the poker 
across the walnuts and the wine, Mr. Glab stone chanced to look in. 
The Premier, with his well-known hospitality, immediately furnished 
the Eight Hon. Gentleman with another poker (brought in from the 
drawing-room), and ordered up a fresh sup ply of nuts. 

Mr. 'Glabstone, recurring in 
private conversation to a recent 
visit paid bv him to Lord Salis- 
bury in Arlington Street, ques- 
tioned the convenience of a poker 
as an instrument for shattering 
the shell of the walnut. For him- 
self, he says, he has always found 
a pair of tongs more convenient. 


The Marquis of Haetington, 
to whom this remark was re- 
ported, observed that as a dis- 
sentient Liberal he naturally 
differed from Mr. Glabstone, 
and was not to the fullest extent 
able to agree with his noble 
friend, the Marquis of Salis- 
bury. For his own part, he 
found the most convenient way 
of cracking a walnut was deftly 
to place the article in the in- 
terstice of the dining-room door, 
and gently close it. He found 
this plan combined with its 
original purpose a gentle exercise 
on the part of the guests highly 
conducive to digestion. 


Two hours later, the Leader of 
the Opposition was seen walking 
up Arlington Street, and on reach- 
ing Piccadilly, he hailed an omni- 
bus, observing the precaution be- 
fore entering of requiring the 
conductor to produce the scale of 
charges. “No pirate busses for 

Eight Hon. Member remarked, as [omitting the oath) he 
took his seat. 


It is no secret in official circles that before the vaeanoy in the 
office of Postmaster-General was hlled, it was placed at the disposal 
of the Baeon be Book-Woems. Upon Sir James Feegusson 
stepping in, the Prime Minister was urgently desirous to have the 
collaboration of the noble Baron at the Foreign Office. But, some- 
how, the post of Under-Secretary vacated by James was assigned 
to Mr. William James Lowther. 


We are authorised to state that His Imperial Majesty the Emperor 
of Germany, feeling the need of a little change, has resolved to stay 
at home for a fortnight. 

We are in a position to state that just prior to the General Election 
of 1880, Mr. Chamberlain was observed standing before a cheval 
glass, alternatively fixing his eyeglass in the right eye and in the 
left. A sked why he should thus quaintly occupy; his leisure moments, 
he replied : “ It is in view of the General Election. If on the plat- 
form any person in the crowd poses you with an awkward question, 
should you be able rapidly to transfer your eyeglass from your right 
eye to your left, and fix the obtruder with a stony stare, he is so 
much engaged in wondering whether you can keep the glass in 
position, that he forgets what he asked you, and you can pass on to 
less dangerous topics.^’ 

When Mr. Schombeeg M ‘Donnell informed his chief that Lord 
Ranbolph Churchill had “come upon eight lions,” Lord Salis- 
bury sighed and remained for a moment in deep thought. Then ho 
said, “ How different had the eight lions come upon him ! ” 

Mr. Glabstone has hacked himself to walk a mile, talk a mile, 
write a mile, review a mile, disestablish a mile, chop a mile and hop 
a mile in one hour. Sporting circles are much interested in the 
veteran statesman's undertaking, and little else is talked about at 
the chief West End resorts. The general opinion of those who 
ought to know seems to be in favour of the scythe-bearer, but not a 
few have invested a pound or two on the Mid-Lothian Marvel. 
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TRUE LITERARY EXCLUSIVENESS. 

“ JFeat, my dear Reginald! You don’t mean to say Yotr don’t admire Byron as a Poet?” 

Certainly not. Indeed I hate a quite special Loathing and Contempt for him in that particular Charaotah ! 
“Dear me I Why, what particular Poems of his do you object to so strongly?” 

*’ My deah Grandmothah, I nevah read a Line of Byron in my Life, — and I certainly nevah mean to I 


TRYING IT ON. 

[“ The natural result of a rapprochement between Eussia and Italy, even if 
avowedly platonic in its character, would be to weaken the prestige and moral 
force of the Triple Alliance.” — The Times.l 

Mr, Bruin loquitur : — 

Pstf Hang it, quite au mieux ! Now what am I to do ? 

I must draw her attention, if I ’m gomg to have a chance. 

She seems so satistied with those gallants at her side 
That just now in my direction she will hardly deign a glance. 

PH I Darling, just a word ! 

No I Deaf as any post ! It is perfectly absurd ! 

Pst! Heeds me not the least, just as though I were^ the Beast, 

And she the sovereign Beauty that she deems she is, no doubt. 
Since she won those burly heaux^ it appears to be no go, 

But Bruin ’s an old Masher, and he knows what he ’s about. 

Pst! Darling, look this way ! 

In your pretty little ear I ’ve a word or two to say ! 

The coy Gallic girl I ’ve won. It is really awful fun, 

For her prejudice was strong as -was that of Lady Anne 
To the ugly crookback, Dick. But my wooing there was quick. 
Platonic ? Oh ! of course. That is always Bruin’s plan. 

A flirtation means no harm. 

When you wish not to corrupt or betray, but simply charm. 

Fancy Italian girl won by ’the swagger twirl 
Of an Austrian moustache 1 It is monstrous, nothing less. 

What would Garibaldi say ? WeU, he doesn’t live to-day. 

Or he ’d tear her from the arm of her ancient foe, I guess. 

And that stalwart Teuton too ! 

Do you really think, my girl, he can really care for you f 

Ah ! you always were a flirt. Miss Italia. You have hurt 
France’s feelings very much. Why, she stood your faithful friend 


When the hated Austrian yoke bowed your neck. Did you invoke 
The pompous Prussian then your captivity to end ? 

Pst ! J ust a moment, dear. 

I ’ve a word or two to say it were worth your while to hear. 

Ah I A hasty glance she throws o’er her shoulder. But for those 
Big, blonde, burly bullies twain, I could win her, I am sure ; 

For my manners all girls praise, and I have such winning ways. 

And my lips, for kisses made, are for love a lasting lure, 

Pst! How those two stride on. 

Without a glance at me 1 Do they think the game is won ? 

Hrumph I The Bear, although polite, is as pertinacious, quite, 

As the tactless Teuton pig. I ’ll yet spoil their little game. 

Triple Alliance ‘f Fudge ! If that girl is a good judge, 

She will make a third with Me and my latest Gallic “ flame.” 

Pst ! Come along with me, 

My dark Italian belle ! We shall make a lovely Three I 

\_Left maldng signs. 


Acci-dental Query.— Let me ask the Patres Conscripti of our 
Academy Boyal, why Dentists are not admitted A.E.A. ex officio. 
We have all for ever so long, since the memory of the oldest Joe 
Miller, which runneth not to the contrary,^ known that Dentists 
drew teeth. But they nowadays add to their accomplishments by 
painting gums. The other day a friend of ours had a gum beauti- 
fully painted by a Dentist-artist in a certain Welbeck Street studio. 
It was a wonderful gathering ; our friend in the chair. 


The Old Joe and the New. 

To the humorous mind of a cynical cast. 

Party change many matters for mirth affords ; 

But of all the big jokes, we ’ve the biggest at last. 

In Chamberlain’s backing the House of Lords ! 
They toil not, nor spin ? That ’s a very old jeer I 
Won't the Lilies take back seats when Joe is a Peer? 





llusaiA. “SS— S— T! {Whis2)ers.) I WANT TO SPEAK TO TOtT, MY DEAR 






OOTOBEK 31, 1891.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



“LISTEN TO MY TALE OF WOA!” 

{I^ot much Gaiety about it ) 


TO MY LORD ADDINGTON. 

[Lord Addington, speaking recently at a Harvest 
Festival, said, “If lie were a labourer, and saw a 
rabbit nibbling his cabbages, he would go for that 
rabbit with the first thing at hand.” {IMhmiafitic 
chem.)^Daily Netvs.'l 

Lord Addington, most wonderful 
Of people-pleasing peers, 

You certainly contrived to raise 
“Enthusiastic cheers.” 

The villagers come flocking in 
From all the country through, 

To hear Your Lordship speak his mind 
And teU them what to do. 



You did it well, you told them how 
You ^d have them xinderstand 
A lucky chance has made you own 
A quantity of land. 

Though very fond of shooting, yet 
Your love of shooting stops 
At letting rabbits have their way 
At decimating crops. 


And so, if you a labourer were, 

(The which of course you ’ro not), 

And saw a rabbit in your ground 
A-nibbling — on the spot 
You ^d go for him with spade or fork, 
At which, so it appears, 

There rang throughout the crowded room 
“Enthusiastic cheers.” 

A Peer’s advice is always good, 

So doubtless they will grab it, — 

But no one will be happier than 
The cabbage-nibbling rabbit ! 


A LITTLE STEANGBE. 

[“ A.t the meeting of the Bermondsey Vestiy, the 
Medical Officer reported that water drawn from the 
service-pipe of a house in the Jamaica Road, had 
been submitted to him. The water was clear, but 
it contained a live horse-leech .” — Daily 

Oil, into our domestic pipes 
They crawl and creep by stealth. 

The gruesome creatures known unto 
An Officer of Health ! 

Harken to him of Bermondsey, 

Think what his murmurings teach, 

“The water seemed quite limpid, but— 
It did contain a Leech ! ” 

The service-pipe was sound and good 
In the Jamaica Road; 

The cistern there had harboured ne’er 
Microbe, or newt, or toad ; 

Ho clearer water softly laved 
A coral island beach ; 

So thought the householder, until — 

He found that awful Leech ! 

Perchance he was a temperance foe 
To alcoholic drink. 

And from all dalliance wdth Bung 
Did scrupulously shrink. 

Yet now to forms of fluid sin 
He ’ll cotton, all and each ; 

He does not like such liquors, but — 
Prefers them to a Leech ! 


Our pipes will not he pipes of peace 
If such things hap, I trow ; 

And as for Water Trusts, ’tis hard 
To trust in water now. 

Oh, Co. of Southwark and Yauxhall, 
we ratepayers beseech, 

Double your filtering charges, hut — 
Remove the loathly Leedi ! 


OUE BOOKING-OEEICE. 

There is a judicial review of Georc 
Meredith’s work in the Quarterly for 0( 
tober — masterly, too, quoth the Baron, ! 
striking a balance between effect and def ec 
and finding so much to be duly said in hi^ 
praise of tne diffuse and picturesquely- ci 
cumnavigating Novelist through whose lah] 
rinthine pages the simple Baron finds it hai 
to thread ms way, and yet keep the clu 
When the unskippingly conscientious perus 
of George M.’s novels is most desiroi 
that the author shall go ahead, George, lil 
an Irish cardriver, will stop to “<Hseoor 
us,” and at such length, and so difiusel 
and with such a wealth of ^ eccentric wor( 
coining and grammar - dodging, that at la 
the Baron gasps, choked by the rolling hi 
lows of sonorously booming or booming 
sonorous words, battles with the wave 
ducks, and comes up again hreathlessl 
wondering where he may be, and what it w 
all about. “ Story ! God bless you, I haver 
much to tell, Sir!” says the luxuriant 
fanciful novel-grinder. And he hasn’t muc 
it must he owned, for essenced it would j 



into half a volume, or less, and all over a: 
above is pot-fuls of rich colour, spilt aho 
almost at hai^hazard, permxitations and coi 
binationSj giving the effect of genius. Whi 
—genius it is ; but a little of it goes a gre 
way, in fact, a very great way, wanderi 
and straying until at length the Baron ca 
for his Richard Fever el^ and says, ‘ ‘ This 
the best that George Meredith has writte 
as sure as my name is 

“The Baron de Book-Worms.” 


Bard v. Bard. 

There was a poor Poet named Clough, 
Poet Swinburne declares he wrote stuff. 
Ah, well, he is dead I 
’Tis the living are fed, 

By log-rollers, on butter and pufi. 


A Suggestion.— In a new poetical play 
the Opera Comique there is a good deal 
hide-and-seek. It might have nad a seco 
title, and been appropriately called 1 
QueerHs Room ; or^ Secret Fassages in i 
Life of Mary Stuart, 
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STREET IMPROVEMENTS. 

[** If "we really used tlxe Tliames Embaslciiient sensibly and liberally, it would abound witli handsome shops and cheerful cafds and yolksgartens, 
with newspaper kiosks and long lines of bookstalls.”— Daily Telegraph, Oet. 21.] 
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SPORT! 


Cockney Sportsman {eager, lut disappointed). “ I say, my Boy, seen any Birds this way?" 
'Cute Eustk{likevnse anxious to make a hag). “Oh, a rare lot, Gtjv’noe — A rare lot — 

JUST FLEW OVER THIS ’ERE ’EDGE, AND SETTLED IN THAT ’ERE FIELD, CLOSE TO SQUIRE 

Blank’s ricks." 

\Qratef\(d Cockney Sportsman tipshoy a shilling^ and goes hopefully after ... a flock of Starlings / 


BLENDIMUS! 

“ Water, water everywhere ” in the Twies 
recently, except when Messrs. Gilbet wrote 
their annual, and this time hopeful, account 
of the Claret vintage, and when subsequently 
Messrs. “ P. and G.” — (who on earth are “ P. 
and G.” ?)— with a few modest lines at the 
foot of a page, last Wednesday, enlivened 
our drooping spirits with a brief but satisfac- 
tory account of Champagne Prospects. If the 
vintages of ’86 and ’87 are good, and those of 
’90 and ’91 poor, why not make a blend ? and 
why not sell it as such ? Let “ P. and G. ” 
—[confound it! who on earth can P. and G. 
be? “P. and J.” would be “Punch and Judy” 
—and, by the way, in the choice Lingua 
Tuscana, “P. and G.” would stand for 

Foncio e Giulia.'*^ But, on the other hand, 
who, unauthorised, would dare to use this 
signature ? No matter - where Iwere we ? — ah! 
— to resume.] Let “P. and G.,” whoe’er 
they be— which is rhyme, though not so in- 
tended— (but why this masquerade in initials ?) 
—let them exploit a “Blend of ’90-cum-’86 
and ’91-cum-’87,” sell it as such— viz., The 
“P. and G. Blend,” or “The Punchius and 
Giulia Blend” — at a reasonable figure, and 
thus the Not-quite-up-to-the-mark vintages 
will be saved. Have we not seen in City 
partnerships how a strong house saves a fail- 
ing one, and then the Blends go on success- 
fully ? Let “ P. and G.” give us a first-rate 
Champagne, call it, say. The “ G. B.,” or 
“Golden Blend,” at a reasonable price, and, 
to drop once again into poetry, No matter what 
their name may be. We’ll ever bless our P. 
^nd G. ! 

* “ P. and G. ” might stand for “ Pay-for-it and 
Get-it,” or “ Pour-it and Guzzle-it.” A Corre- 
spondent has suggested that solution of the initial 
problem might possibly be found in the names of 

Pommery and Gre^ No ! So common-place a 

suggestion is eyidently, and on the face of it, 
absurd. Not in this spirit did the Pickwick Club 
treat the celebrated inscription on the stone that 
so puzzled the antiquarians. 


CAUGHT BY THE CLASSICS. 

( The Record of a Exmied Life . ) 

Augustus Sparkler was an exceptionally 
brilliant man. At school he had done marvel- 
lously well, and if he did not'distinguish him- 
self at either of the Universities, it was less 
his fault than his misfortune. When he 
entered the world, after casting oJff parental 
control, he took up Medicine. He was a great 
success. He rose by leaps and bounds, until 
at length it was thought highly probable 
that he would be elected President of the Royal 
College of Physicians. He was sounded upon 
the subject, and a question was put to him. 

“ No,” he replied, sorroT^fulljr, and then the 
courteous Secretary informed him, with tears 
in his voice, that he feared he was disqualified. 

“ Well, I will enter the Navy.” 

He did. He passed through the Btitannia^ 
and rose by leaps and bounds, until it was con- 
sidered desirable to revive the post of Lord 
High Admiral for his acceptance. But before 
this^ was done, he was sounded upon the 
subject, and asked a question. 

“No,” he again answered, regretfully, 

“I am afraid then, that the scheme must 
be abandoned,” returned the Pirst Civil Lord 
(he had been chosen as more polite than his 
sea colleagues), and he was almost moved to 
tears in his sadness. 

“ I will enter the Army,” cried Augustus, 
with determination. 

And he did. He rose from the ranks in less 
than no time to become a Field Marshal. It 
was then that a certain Illustrious Personage 
asked him if he would like to become Com- 
mander-in-Chief. 


“It is not impossible I might resign in your 
favour,” said the I. P. And then he asked 
him the necessary question. 

“ No, Sir, ” returned Augustus, bowing 
down his head in shame. Again he found 
that his career was interrupted. 

“ I will try the Bar,” he shouted. 

And he did. He entered at Gray’s Inn, 
and in a very short time became a’G.C., a 
Judge, and a Lord Justice. Then the entire 
Ministry begged him, as a personal favour, 
to accept the post of Lord Chancellor. 

“ With pleasure,” was his modest rejoinder. 
Then he remembered that he had been asked 
a certain question on previous occasions, and 
explained matters. 

“ I am afraid you won’t do,” cried the 
entire Ministry, mournfully. 

“ Well, then, I will try the Church.” 


And he tried the Church. He became an 
eminent divine. Every one spoke well of 
him ; and when, in due course, the Primacy 
of all England was vacant, he was asked to 
accept it. Again he explained matters. 

“No!” shouted all the Deans and 
Chapters. 

“ Fou can’t mean it!” cried the entire 
body of Archdeacons. 

“Well, I never!” exclaimed every other 
ecclesiastical authority. But it could not be, 
and the disappointment was too much for 
poor Augustus, and he died of grief. 

And so they put on the tombstone, that he 
would have been President of the Royal 
College of Physicians, Lord High Admiral, 
Commander-in-Chief, Lord Chancellor, and 
Archbishop of Canterbury, if— 7ie had onhj 
learned Greek! 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

Ko. y.— TO GUSH. 

Mr De*uiest Di^ELiNO Person, 

How sweet and amiable of you to allow a bumble being like 
myself to write to you. Dropping your own special style (which, to 
be perfectly frank with you, 1 could no more continue through the 
whole of this letter than I could dine off treacle and butter-scotch), 
I beg to say that I am heartily glad to have this opportunity of 
telling you a few things which have been on my mind for a long 
time. In what comer of the great realm of abstractions do you 
make your home ? I imagine j^ou whiling away the hours on some 
soft couch of imitation down, with a little army of sweet but irrele- 
vant smiles ready at all times to do your bidding. You are refined, 
I am sure. You cultivate sympathy as some men cultivate orchids, 
until it blooms and luxuriates in the strangest and gaudiest shapes. 
Your real face is known of no other abstraction ; indeed, you never 
see it yourself, so well-fitted and so constant is the mask through 
which you waft the endearments which have caused you to be avoided 
everywhere. This, I admit, is imagination ; but is it very far from 
the truth ? Perhaps I ask in vain, for truth is the very last thing 
that may be expected of you and of those who do your bidding upon 
earth. I will not, therefore, press the question, but proceed at once 
to business. 

About a month ago I met your friend, Algernon Jess.a.mt. 
What is there about Al- ^ 

GERNON^that inspires such 

sentable ; some people have 
gone so far as to caU hm 
absolutely good-looking. He 
is t^, h^s figure is ^^o d,^Ms ^ 

his featm'es are re^ar, Ms 

the midMe, lies like a smooth 

1 pass over his remaining advan- 

tages, whether of dress or of nature. It 

is enough to say that, thus equipped, 

and with the additional merits of wealth mm 

and a good position. Algernon ought |J|||7 

to have found no difficulty in being one |i||[' Vl| M| pg| HM[| 

of the most popular men m town, m m 

Perhaps he would have been if he had mm 

not tried with such a persistent energy |j|ll 

to make himself “ so deuced agreeable.” |||l 

The phrase is not mine, but that of |H 

Sammy Miggs, who has a contempt for ||M 

Algernon and Ms methods, wMch he |ffl|L 

never attempts to conceal. I Hiil 

“Algt, my boy,” I have heard Mm 
say, while the unfortunate Jessamy \ 
smiled uneasily, and sMfted on Ms seat, ^ \ 

“Algy, my boy, I’ve known you too \ 

long to give in to any of your nonsense. V 

All that butter of yours is wasted here, , 

so you ’d better keep it for someone who ^ 

likes it. Try it on Qutsby,” he con- 

tinned, indicating the celebrated actor, 

who was at that moment frowning 

furiously over a notice of his latest performance; “he loves it in 
firkins, and I ’LL undertake to say you ’ll never get to the bottom of 
Ms swallowing capacity. You ’ll have to exhaust even 3 ’'our stock, 
Algy, my boy ; and that ’s saying a lot.” 

So thoroughly uncomfortable did the suave and gentle Algernon 
look, that I afterwards ventured to remonstrate mddly with the 
gadfly Miggs. 

‘ ‘ What H ” he said, ‘ ‘ made Mm uncomfortable, did I ? And a j oily 
good job too. Bless you, I know the beggar through and through, 
I wasn’t at Oxford with Mm for notMng. Wish I had been. He ’s 
the sort of ohap who loses no end of I.O.U.’s at cards one night, and 
when he wins piles of ready the next never offers to redeem them. 
You let me alone about Algy. I tell 3 "ou I know him. There ’s no 
bigger humbug in Christendom with ail Ms soft sawder and gas about 
everybody being the dearest and cleverest fellow he’s ever met. 
Bah!” 

And therewith Sammy left me, evidently smarting under some 
ancient sore inflicted by the apparently angelic Algernon. 

However, tMs little incident was not the one I intended to narrate. 
I met Algy, as I said, about a month ago. It was in Piccadilly. At 
first, as I approached, I thought he did not see me, but suddenly he 
seemed to become aware of my presence. An electric thril oi joy 


ran through Mm, a smile of heavenly welcome irradiated his face, 
he darted towards me with both hands stretched out and almost fell 
round my neck before all the astonished cabmen. 

“My dear, dear fellow,” he gasped, apparently struggling hpd 
with an overpowering emotion, “this is almost too much. To think 
that I should meet the one man of all others whom I have been 
literally longing to see. How you simply must walk with me for a 
bit. I can’t afford to let you go without having a good talk with 
you. It always refreshes mo so to hear your oiDinions of men and 
things.” 

Ignoring my assurance that I had an important appointment to 
keep, he linked his arm closely in mine and dragged me with him in 
the dii'ection from which I had come. How he pattered and chat- 
tered and flattered. He daubed me over with flattery as I have seen 
bill-stickers tash a hoarding over with paste. Never in my life had 
I felt so small, so mean and such a perfect fool, for though I own I 
have no objection to an occasional lollipop of praise, I must say I 
loathe it in iumijs the size of a jelly-fish. Yet such is the fare on 
wiich Jessamy compels me to subsist. And the annoying part of it 
was that every lump wMch he crammed down my throat contained 
an inferential compliment to himself, which I was forced either to 
accept, or in declining it to appear a churl. I was never more chur- 
lish, never less satisfied with myself. Amongst other things we 
spoke of the affairs of “The Dusthcap,” a little Club of which we 
were both members. Jessamy opined it was going to the dogs. 
“Just look,” he said, “ at the men they ’ve got on the Committee; 
mere nobodies. I ’ ve always wondered why you are not on it. Men 
like you and me wouldn’t make the ridiculous mistakes the present 
lot are constantly making. Taney their electing Mumpley, a regular 
outsider, without enough manners for a school-boy. I really don’t 
care about being in the same room with him.” At this very moment, 
by one of those curious coincidences which invariably happen, the 
abused Mumpley himself, a wealthy but otherwise inoffensive stock- 
broker, hove in sight. “ There comes the brute himself,” said Jes- 
samy; and in another moment his arms were round Mumpley’ s neck, 
and he was protesting, with all the fervour of a heartfelt conviction, 
that Mumpley was the one man of all others for whom his heart had 
been yearning. That being so, I left them together, and departed to# 
my business. 

*How doss Jessamy imagine that that kind of thing makes Mm a 
favourite ? It must be admitted that he is not very artistic in Ms 
methods ; and I fancy he must sometimes perceive, if 1 may use a 
homely phrase, that he doesn’t go down. But the poor beggar can’t 
help himself. Ho is driven by a force which he finds it impossible to 
resist into the cruel snares that are spread for the over-amiable. 
You, my dear Gush, are that force, ^and to you, therefore, the sugary 
Jessamy owes Ms failure to win the appreciation which he courts so 
ardently. 

And now I think I have relieved my mind of a sufficient load for 
the time being. If I can remember anything else that might interest 
you, you may count upon me to address you again. Permit me in the 
meantime to subscribe myself with all proper curtness. 

Yours. &c. Diogenes Hobinson. 

“THE PBODIGY SON.” 

Sir, — ^I have not seen Pamela's Prodigy, but I have just read the 
criticism in the Times, which says of it, “ It must be regarded either 
as a boyish eflusion or a sorry joke.” The criticism then points out 
how it lacks “ wit, humour, literary skill,” and apparently is wanting 
in everything that goes to make a successful play, — everything that 
is, except the actors. Mrs. J ohn W ood was in it : she is a host in her- 


is, except the actors. Mrs. J ohn W ood was in it : she is a host in her- 
self : not only a host, but the Manageress of 
the theatre who, with her partner in the P 

business, is responsible for the selection of -A 

pieces. How granting the critic to be right 
—and, on referring to others, I find a co??- 
sensus^ of opinion backing him up— at whose yIiJT 

door lies the responsibility of having delibe- r v ^ \ / 

rately selected a failure ? Under what com- ^ thfmlP 

pulsion could so clever and experienced an ^ JTSr" ///Jjmjw 
autocrat, sharp as a needle and with the I® 

“heve of an ’awk”in theatrical matters, i Imm 

as Mrs, John Wood, have made so fatal a \ M 
mistake— that is, if the critics arc right, and 
if it be a mistake ? To err, is human ^^ — m l f + 

and, including evenMrs. J ohnW ood, and the 

critics, we are all human, — “ To for give, divine''* — the critics not being 
divine could not forgive ; the public apparently, did forgive — and, will, 
of course, forget. ’Tis all very well to fall foul of the unhappy author 
— ^whom we will not name — after the event ; but why was the piece 
ever chosen, and why was not the discovery of its unfitness made 
during rehearsal? Ho! “as long as the world goes round” these 
things will happen in the best regulated theatres, and experience is 
apparently no sort of guide in such matters. — Yours faithiully, 

“Hot There, Hot There, My Child!” 


KOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returne,d, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rale 
there will be no exception, 
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ONLY FANCY! 





We learn by tele- 
graph f romBerHnthat 
some uneasiness exists 
in that capital owing 
to demonstrations 
made by the pboto- 
^rapbists and artists 
in plaster -of -Paris, 
wboliave been accus- 
tomed to reproduce 
likenesses and busts of 
His Imperial Majesty. 
They complain that, 
owing to a measure of 
uncertainty about the 
Emperor’s personal 
appearance from day 
to day, they have large 
stocks thrown on their 
hands, and are reduced 
to a condition ap- 
proaching bank- 
ruptcy. The crisis has 
been^ precipitated by 
the circumstance that, 
just when the com- 
bined trades, recover- 
ing from their first 


disaster, had produced a Christmas stock of portraits and busts, 
showing His Majesty with a beard, he shaved it off, and once more 
they have their goods returned on their hands. Prussian 3^ per Cents, 
have fallen to 83-85. 

When Sir AuairsTirs DRTiRiOLANtrs read in the TVmes that Signor 
Lago had been granted the Queen’s permission to prefix “Hoyal” 
to his opera entertainment at the Shaftesbury Theatre, it gave him so 
great a shock that, but for the opportune (“ opera-tune,” Sir Axigtjsttjs 
jocosely put it) arrival of Dr. Eobson Roustem Pasha, the shock 
might have had a serious effect. 

On Monday last, at half -past three, the King of Spain cut a new 
tooth. His Majesty’s seventh acquisition in this class of property. 
The happy event was celebrated by a salute of seventeen guns. 

“ What ’s that ? ” asked His Majesty, awakened by the roar from 
his siesta. 

“Sire,” said the Field-Marshal commanding the troops, bringing 
his trusty Toledo to the salute, “ your Majesty has condescended to 
cut a tooth.” 

“ That ’s all very well to begin with,” said the King ; “ but, when 
I grow a httle older, I mean to cut a dash.” 

Previous to the appointment of Mr. Arthur Balfour, much 
speculation was indulged in as to the succession to the Leadership 
of the House of Commons. In Conservative circles there was an 
almost universal desire to see the place filled by a noble Baron well- 
known for the assiduity with which he arrives in town to transact 
business in Bouverie Street, returning to\hifl country seat the same 
evening. 

During the interval after it had been made known that the 
Leadership of the House of Commons had been offered to Mr. Balfour, 
and whilst his decision was anxiously awaited. Sir William Har- 
couRT was asked whether he thought the Chief Secretary would take 
the pkce. 

“Who can say, Toby answered the Squire, stroking his 

chin, with a far-away glance. “ The 'situation reminds me of an 
incident that came under my notice when I represented Oxford 
borough. One of my constituents, a wort^ pastor, had had a call 
to another and much wealthier church. He asked for time to con- 
sider the proposal. One afternoon, a fortnight later, I met his son 
in High Street, and inquired whether his father had decided to take 
the new place. ‘Well,’ said the youngster, ‘Pa is still praying for 
light, but most of the things are packed.’ ” 

We understand that an innovation will be introduced at Guildhall 
on the occasion of the Lord Mayor’s dinner. The Lord Mayor elect 
being a Welshman, intends to substitute the leek for the loving cup. 
At the stage of the festival where the loving cup usually goes round, 
a dish of leeks will be passed along, and every guest wiU be expected 
publicly to eat one. This will necessitate an alteration in the time- 
honoured formula of the Toastmaster. On the 9th of November it 
will run: “My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, the Right Hon. the 
Lord Mayor pledges you with a loving leek, and bids you hall a 
’arty welcome.” 


OUR OWN FINANCIAL COLUMN. 

{By Crcesus. ) 

[Mr, Bunch has decided that it is absolutely necessary for him to publish 
every week a financial article. The best treatises on Political Economy lay 
it down as an axiom that, where the desire for acquisition is universal, and 
the standard of value absolute, a balance between gain and loss can only be 
reached by the mathematical adjustment of meum and tuum. Acting upon 
this principle, Mr. Bunch has, in the interests of everybody, retained the 
services of one of the most, if not the most, eminent contemporary financiers, 
whom modesty alone prevents from signing his own name to his benevolent 
and comprehensive articles. Those, however, who care to look beneath 
the surface, will have no difficulty in determining the identity of one of the 
greatest modem monetary authorities, a man whose nod has before this 
shattered prosperous empires, and whose word is even better than his bond, 
could such a thing be possible. Mr. Bunch has only one thing to say to those 
who desire to be rich. It is this. Follow implicitly the advice of Cbcesus.] 

Sir, — ^You have asked me to devote some of my spare time to the 
enlightenment of your readers on matters connected with the money- 
markets of the world. The request is an easy one to make. You 
talk of spare time, as if the man who controlled millions of money, 
and could at any moment put all the Directors of the Bank of England 
in his waistcoat pocket, had absolutely nothing to do except to devote 
himself to the affairs of other people. Such a man has no leisure. 
When he is not engaged in launching loans, or in admitting to an 
audience the Prime Mnisters of peoples rightly struggling to free 
themselves from debt by adding largely to their public liabilities, 
when, I sajr, he is not thusly or otherwisely engaged, his mind must 
still busy itself with the details of all the immense concerns over 
which he, more or less, presides. ^ However, I am willing to make a.n 
exception in jrour case, and to impart to yon the rijpe fruits of an 
experience wluch has no parallel in any country oi the habitable 
globe. Without, therefore, cutting any more time to waste, I begin. 

(1.) ATmes. “There ^ can he no doubt that in this department a 
largely increased activity may soon be expected. I am aware that 
in “ Shafts ” there has been a downward tendency ; but I am 
assured by the Secretary of the “Dodjd Plant Co.” 6/8, 

54*2^, 7/8), that the prospects of this branch of investment were 
never more brilliant. The latest report of the Mining Expert sent 
out to investigate this mine, runs as follows 

“I have now been three days in the interior of the Dodja Plant. 
I can confidently state that 1 found no water, though there was 
evidence of large deposits of salt, which could he worked at an 
immense profit. The gold is abundant. I have crushed ten tons of 
quartz with my own hands^ and found the yield in florins extraordi- 
nary. The natives guard the mouth of the mine. Please relieve 
promptly. My assistant became a Salmi yesterday.”^ 

There is some obscurity (intentional, of coipse) in the last few 
words. I may, therefore, state that a Salmi is one of the most 
important native bankers. The profession is only open to million- 
naires. I therefore say, emphatically, buy Dodjas. 

(2.) The Carbon Diamond Fields. — The latest quotations are 14j 
to the dozen, with irregular falls. Carbon Prefs. 
unaltered. Trusts firm. This is a good invest- 
ment for a poor man. In fact there could not 
be a better. No necessity to deal through an 
ordinary stockbroker. Wire “Croisijs, City,” 

That will find me, and by return you shall have 
address of hanker, to whom first deposit for 
cover must be immediately paid. 

(3.) Italian Cattivas quieter. A Correspondent 
asks — “What do you recommend a man who has 
laid by £20 to do in order to hold £1,000 at the 
end of a month ? ” I say at once, Try Cattivas 
(19| Def. ; Deb. Stk. 14—15). Wire “ Crcbisus, 

City.” 

(4.) South- African Bih Kroost short. Gold continues to he in 
good demand. Anybody wishing to make a quick profit out of a 
small sum, such as from two to five sovereigns, wire “Crcesus, City” 
anytime before 12*30. In all cases of telegraphing, the message 
must be “ Reply-Paid^ ’ or no notice will be taken of the communi- 
cation, Remember “ Time is Money.” Keep up a good suxoply of 
both, and you ’ll live to bless “ Crcesus.” 

Advice Make (Brighton) “A,” while the sun shines. 

Inquiries as to The Bara Docks Company., and The Jerrie 
Myer Bilder Company, I will answer squarely and fairly next 
week. Don’t move in tnese without the straight and direct advice 
of “ Crcesus.” 

As to the Turpin, Sheppard, and Ahershato Highways Company, 
I shall have something to say next week. Investors who want a 
real good thing, just hoM your coin in hand for a week, till I say 
“ Go,” and then go it. This Company will ,be a big thing, and, 
mind you, safe. 

For the present I close the account, to re-open it next week, and, 
to show my good faith, send you my subscription, which ycra may 
read here, as I subscribe myself, “ Crcesus, City.” 
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[“ For our part we do not believe in protected 
studies. Greek came into the Western world, poor 
and needy, three centuries ago. By her own un- 
aided charms she has won her way. By those 
chaims we believe that she will hold her own 
against all competitors until literatui'e and civilisa- 
tion are no more.”— 

Protected Greek! Protected Greek ! 

Baipottr may doubt, the Time^ demur, 
And Guttering “ correspondents ” seek 
Against the goddess strife to stir, 

But while the Senate rules, you bet, 

The Goths shan^t smash the Grecians yet. 


When Don meets Don injurious fray 
Then comes in sooth the tug of war ; 

And on this memorable day 
They gather in from near and far, 

To whelm the unnatural ones who ’d seek 
To set the “ Grace against the Greek. 

SwETE looks on Jebb and Jebb on Browite, 
And Bateson looks on Pobertson Smith. 
They cry, “Of Weledon ^tis ilL-done 1 ” 

But Thomson is a man of pith, 

And Grimthoepb, that scalp - hunting 
“ Brave 

Will tomahawk the “ Modem ” slave. 


I The Proctors sat with serious brow, 

' Within the swarming Senate House, 

Voters in hundreds swarmed below. 

Fellows of scholarship and nou$. 

They counted votes, and, when ’twas done, 
Non-^placetB had it, three to one ! 

And where are they, Granta’s fell foes, 

The champions of the Modern side ? 

Five twenty-five emphatic “Hoes” 

Have squelched their schemes, and dashed 
their pride. 

Hurroo ! for those so prompt to vindicate 
Compulsory Greek agaipst the Syndicate ! 
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Thus sang, or ^0X11(1, or could, or should haye sung, 

The modern G-reek, in imitative verse ; 

MeanTvhile the Goddess, grave, though ever young. 

Stood, Psyche-hke, untempted to rehearse 
The ragings—angrier ink was seldom slung— 

Uttered by Bykoh' in Minerva’s Curse. 

She simply stood, as stately-proud as Pallas, 

Looking so calm, some might have, deemed her callous. 

Amusing sight this game ! Bon versus Bon 
Mixed in a sort of classic Donnybrook, 

A lethal weapon is a Lexicon 
When rivals make a bludgeon of the book. 

By her unaided charms the Goddess won 
Her way. Thk is the language of her look. 

(The Laureate’s) ** Judge thou me by what I am, 

“ So shalt thou find me, fairest ” — sans Compxilsory 
Cram! 

BETV^EN THE ACTS. 

Scene — Europe, The Cheat Powers diseo'oered in Council, 

Russia, How, I think I have arranged matters fairly 
well. I shall myself lend a hand to France, and that 
wOl keep the balance decently level, so far as Germany 
is concerned. 

Germany, Will it ? I can fight you both I 
Austria, How, keep quiet. If we are to be partners, 
you must not be so impulsive. 

Italy, ^ Just what 1 say. Why can’t he take it calmly ! 
Russia, Well, of course it’s not my business ; but if 
you want to break up the Triple Alliance, that ’s the way 
to do it ! Well, then, France employed with you boys on 
the Ehine, I shah move down south, and quietly occupy 
Constantinople. Hot^ no one could object to that 1 
Germany, Why, I should, and so would Austria, 
wouldn’t you ? 

Austria, Of course. But what coxild we do, if we were 
hard at work with France ? 

Italy, Yes; and fancy the Mediterranean becoming 
a Russian lake I 

Russia, Oh, you would soon grow accustomed to it ! 
Then I should move on to Afghanistan, and quietly 
make my way to India. But all this has to be done after 
the first step is taken. England must scuttle out of 
Egypt. 

England, Scuttle out of Egypt? Why, certainly! 
After consideration ! [Left considering. 



MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Young Lady {in Contralto tones of remarkable depth and richness), “ Have yotj 
GOT ANY Low French Songs ? ” 

Music Publisher {indignantly), Certainly not, Miss I Totr must try some 
OTHER Establishment ! ” 



EGBERT ON THE COMING SHO. 

What a prowd and appy day dear old Whales is about for to have 
on the werry next Lord Mare’s Day, as is cumming, which it’s the 
ninth of nex month, which it ’s nex Monday. Hot only is wun of the 
werry populusest of living Welchmen a going for to be made Lord 
Mare on that werry day, but the Prince of 
Whales hisself, who was inwited but karnt 
kum cos he ’s keepin’ his hone Jewbilly at ome 
that appy and horspigious day. Praps Madam 
Haddyleaner Patty (wich is quite a Welch 
name) would kum up an give us a treat on 
this ohashun. 

Prapsmy enthewsiasmin the cause of Whales 
may be xcused when I reweals the fack that 
I am myself arf a Welchman, as my Mother 
was a reel one before me, and so, strange to 
say, was my Huncle, her Brother. There was 
sum idear of dressing me up as a Bard with 
a Arp, and I was to jine in when the rest on 
us struck up “ The March of the Men of Garlickf but I prudently 
declined the temting horfier. I need scarcely say that Welch Rabbits 
will be a werry striking part of the Maynoo, being probably substi- 
tuted for the Barrens of Beef. 

I ’m told as all the Ministers is a cumming. 

Brown,^ with his ushal raddicle imperence, says it ’s becoz they 
knos as it ’s for the larst time. Yes, much Brown knos about 
it, when he sed jest the werry same thing larst year ! I ’m told as 
Mr. Balfour and Mr, Goshen is to be seated nex to each other, so 
that they can take the Loving Cup together. So that will be all 
nte. We are going to have a splendid Persession — the werry 
longest and the werry hinterestingest of moddern times! So I 
adwise all my many kyind paytrons and Country Cuzzins to 
erlyJ^ There’s no telling what dredful changes may take place in 
these horful rewolus^nary times, and ewen the “ Sacred Sho ” may 
be stript of sum of its many attrackshuns, or ewen erbolished alto- 
gether ! But that is, of course, only a fearfool wision, begotten, as 



Shakspeare says, of too much supper last nite, “ a praying on my 
eat-oppressed Brane ! ” Ho, no I There are things as is posserbel, 
and there are things as ainH, and them as ain’t done werry ofien 
happen. Robert. 


The Two Graces. 

[Miss Maude Millett was at Cambridge last week, when the Grace of 
the Senate for an inquiry into the Compulsory Greek question was non^ 
placeted by a large majorit3^] 

The tug of war. when Greek met Anti-Greek 
In deadly feud, was over in a trice. 

They spoke out promptly, when they had to speak— 

They would not have the Grace at any price. 

But undergraduates of every race 
Flocked to the Theatre, each night to fill it. 

The Grace they placeted was just the Grace 
Of one fair maiden— pretty Miss Maude Millett. 

A Chili Picele. — T he following advertisement is sent us, extracted 
from the Chilian Times : — 

C ASA QUIHTA ! — To Let in Yiiia del Mar the first storj' of a comfoiiable 
house, with beautiful garden and yard, situated in the finest part of the 
villa, and consisting of eight rooms, baths, gas, cellar and all other comforts, 
etc., against rent or board to a matrimony — Apply, &c., &c. 

If Chilians can treat English like this, Americans will stand a poor 
chance against rent or hoard to a matrimony , The terms of the 
lease in Chilian Legal English would probably “ afford employment 
for the gentlemen of the long robe.” 

The Observer recently warned us that — 

“Louisa Lady Ailesbury must not be confounded with Maria I^ady 
Ailesbury, who is the widow of the elder brother of her husband.” 

There is surely some misapprehension here. I.ady “A.” did not 
marry her deceased husband’s brother, whether “ elder ” or younger. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. XIII. 

ScE27E — A hundred yards or so from the top of Monte Generoso^ 
above Lake Lugano, CuLCHi^RD, who^ with a crowd of other 
excursionists, has made the ascent by rail, is toiling up the steep 
and very slippery slope to the summit, 

Culchard {to himself, as he stops to pant). More climbing*! I 
thought this line was supposed to go to the top ! But that *s Italian 
aH over— hem—as Podbuey would say ! Wonder, by the way^ if he 
expected to be asked to come with me. I Ve no reason for sacrificing 
myself like that any longer ! {He sighs,) Ah, Hypatia, if you 
could know what a dreary disenchanted blank you have made of my 
life ! And I who believed you capable of appreciating such devotion 
as mine! 

A Voice behind. My ! If I don’t know that back I ’ll just give up ! 
HowVe %jou been getting along all this time, Mx. Ctjlchaed ? 

Culch, {turning). Miss Trotter ! A most delightful and — er — 
unexpected meeting, indeed 1 

Miss Trotter, WeU, we came up on the oars in front of yours. 
We’ve taken rooms at the hotel up 
here.^ Poppa reckoned the air would 
be kind of fresher on the top of this 
mountain, and I don’t believe but 
what he’s right either. I guess I 
shall want another hairpin through 
my hat. And are you still going 
around with Mr. Podbury ? As in- 
separable as ever, I presume ? 

Culch, Er — about as inseparable. 

That is, we are stiB travelflng to- 
gether— only, on this particular after- 
noon-; — 

Miss, T, He went and got mislaid ? 

I see.^ He used to stray considerable 
over in Q-ermany, didn’t he ? WeU, 

I’m real pleased to see you anyway. 

And how^s the poetry been panning- 
out ? I hope you ’ ve had a pretty good 
yield of sonnets ? 

Culch, {to himself). She ’s reaUy 
grown distinctly prettier. She might 
show a ^ little more feeling, though, 
considering we were almost, if not 

quite {Aloud,) So you remember 

my poor poems? I’m afraid I have 
not been very— er— prolific of late. 

Miss T, You don’t say ! I should 
think you ’d have had one to show for 
every day, with the date to it, like a 
new-laid ^g. 

Culch, Birds don’t lay— er— I mean 
they don’t sing, in the dark. My light 
has been— er— lacking of late. 

Miss T, If that’s intended for me, 
you ought to begin chirping right 
away. But you’re not going to tell 
me you’ve been “lounjun round en 
sufferin’ ” like— wasn’t it Uncle Re- 
mus' s'^vor Terrapin? {Catching C.’s 
look of bewilderment.) What, don’t you know Uncle Hemus? 

CM. ipohieli/). Mr. ^oitee is the only relation of yours I have 
nad tne pleasure ot meeting, as yet. 

Miss T. Why, I recko^d Uncle Remus was pretty most every- 
body’s relation by now. He ’s a book. But likely you ’ve no use for 
our national humorous literature ? 

Cukh. I-^r— must confess I seldom waste time over the humorous 
literature ot any nation. 

Miss T. I guess that accosts for your gaiety ! There, don’t you 
r^d me, Mr. CracHAM. But suppose we hurry along and inspect 
t^s panorama they talk so much of ; it isn’t going to be any ade- 
snow. It s just a real representative mass-meeting of Swiss moun- 
tains, with every prominent peak in the country on the platform, and 
a deputation doTO below from the leading Italian lakes. It ’s ever 
so elegant,— and there ’s Poppa around on the top too. 

On the top. Tourists discovered making more or less appropriate 
remarks. 

First Tounst {strugghng^ with a long printed panorama, which 
Mips like a smQ Grand 'new, Sir, get ’em aUfrom here, you see! 

Monte Eosa, Matterhorn, Breithorn ^ 

[ Works through them all conscientiously, until, much to every- 
body s relief, his panorama escapes into space. 

Second T, { a lady, with the air of a person making a discovery). 
How wonderfuUy smaU everything looks down below \ ^ 


Third T, {a British Matron, with a talent for incongruity). Yes, 
dear, very — quite worth coming aU this way for, but as I was telling 
you, we ’ve ^ways been accustomed to such an evangelical service, 
so that our new Rector is reaUy rather — but we ’re quite friendly of 
course ; go there for tennis, and he dines with us, and all that. StiU, 
I do think, when it comes to having lighted candles in broad 
da'^ight (<§’C., (J-c.) 

Fourth T, {an equally incongruous American), Wa’al, yes, 
they show up well, cert’nly, those peaks do. But I was about to re- 
mark, Sir, I went to that particular establishment on Fleet Street. I 
caUed for a chop. And" when it came, I don’t deny I felt dis- 
appointed, for the plate aU around was just as dry — ! But the 
moment I struck a fork into that chop^ Sir,— weU, the way the gravy 
just came gushing out was— there, it ain’t no use me trying to put it 
in words ! But from that instant, Sir, I kinder realised the peculiar 
charm of your British chop. 

Fifth T, {a discontented Teuton), I exheoted more as zis. It is nod 
glear enough— nod at aU. Zey dolt me fromze dop you see Milan. I 
look all aroundt. Novere I see Milan ! And I lief my obera-glass 
behint me in ze drain, *’and I slib on ze grass and shram my mittle 
finger, and altogedder I do not vish I had com. 

Miss T, {^'esenting CuLCHAia) to 
Mr. Cyrtts K. T.). I guess you ’ve 
met this gentleman before ! 

Mr, T, WeU now, that ’s so. 
didn’t just reckon I ’d meet him again 
aU this way above the sea-level though, 
but I ’m just as pleased to see him. 
Rode up on the cars, I presume, Sir ? 
Tolerable bUly road all the way, airPt 
it now ? There cann’t anybody say we 
bain’ made the most of our time since 
you left us.. Took a run over to Ber- 
lin ; had two hours and a haff in that 
city, and I dunno as I keered about 
maldng a more pro-tracted visit. 
Went right through to Yi-enna, saw 
round Yi-enna. 1 did want, being so 
near, to just waltz into Turkey and see 
that. But I guess Turkey ’U have to 
keep tUl next time. Then back again 
into Switzerland, for I do seem to nave 
kinder taken a fancy to Switzerland. 
I’d like to have put in more time 
there, and we stayed best part of a 
week too ! But Italy ’s au interesting 
place. Yes, I’m getting considerable 
interested in Italy, so far as I ’ve got. 

There ’s Geneva now 

Miss T, You do beat anything for 
mixing up places. Father. And you 
don’t want to be letting yourself loose 
ou Mr. Culchard this way. You ’d 
better go and bring Mr. Yan Boo- 
DELER along: he ’s round somewhere. 

Mr, T, I do Uke slinging ofi: when 
I meet a friend ; but I ’ll shut down, 
Maud, I ’ll shut down. 

Miss T, Oil, there you are, Charley! 
Come right here, and be introduced to 
Mr. Culchard. He’s a vur]^ intel- 
My cousin, Mr. Charles Yah Boodeler,— Mr. Cul- 
Yah Boodeler ’s intelligent too. He ’s going to write 
om great National Amurrean novel, soon as ever he has time for 
it. That ’s so, isn’t it ? 

Y: •?' slim, pale young man, with a cosmopolitan air and 
a languid drawl). It ’s our most pressing national need. Sir, and I 
nave long cherished the intention of supplying it, I am collecting 
material, and, when the psychological moment arrives, I shall write 
tnat novel. And I believe it will be a big thing, a very big thing; 

I mean to make it a complete compendium of every phase of our great 
and complicated civilisation from State to State and from shore to 
m xr j 1 - [Culchard bows vaguely, 

^ J^s T, \ee, and the great'Amurrean public are going to rise up 
m them miUions and boom it. Only I don’t believe they ’d better 
yet, till there’s something more than covers to 
mat. novel. And how you’re going to collect material for an 
Amurrean nnvel, flying round Europe, just beats me ! 

Mr, V, B, Uoith superiority). Because you don’t realise that it ’s 
precisely m Europe that I find my best American types. Our 
oilmens show up better against a European background, — it excites 
and stimulates their nationality, so to speak. And again, with a 
big subject like mine, you want to step back to get the proper focus. 
Now I’m back. 

Miss T, I guess it ’s more Uke ski] 
as you’re having a good time ! 



“ Sti-uggling with a long printed Panorama.” 


ligent man. 
CHARD. Mr, 


Lpping, Charley. But so long 
And berets Mr. Culchard will fix 
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you up some sonnets for headings to the chapters. You needn’t 
begin away, Mr. CuLcniED ; I ^ess there’s no hurry. But 
we get talking and talking^ and never look at anything. I don’t call 
it encouraging the scenery, and that ’s a fact ! 

Ifr. Y. [later ^ to CtncHAED). And you’re pretty comfortable at 
your hotel ? "Well, I dunno, after all, what there is to keep us here. 
1 guess we ’ll go down again and stop at Lugano, eh, Mattd ? 

[CiJLCHAEi) eagerly awaits her reply. 

Miss T. I declare ! After bringing all my trunks way up here ! 
But I’d just as soon move down as not; they’re not unpacked 
any. [Joy of C.) Seems a pity, too, after engaging rooms here. 
And they looked real nice. Mr. Ctjichiio), don’t you and Mr. Pon- 
BURY want to come up here and take them ? They ’ve a perfectly 
splendid view, and then we could have yours, you know! (C. 
cannot conceal Ms chagrin at this suggestion.) Well, see here, Poppa, 
we ’U go along and try if we can’t square the hotel-clerk and get our 
baggage on the cars again, and then we ’ll see just how we feel about 
it. I ’m perfectly indifferent either way. 

Ouhh. [to himself as he follows). Can she be really as indifferent 
as she seems ? I’m afraid she has very little heart I But if only 
she can be induced to go back to Lugano . . . She will be at the same 
hotel— a great point I I wish that feUow Yais” Boodeler wasn’t 
coming too, though . . . Not that they ’ve settled to come at all yet 1 
. . . Still, I fancy she likes the idea . . . She ’U come— if I don’t appear 
too anxious about it 1 [ATe xcaJks on, trying to whistle carelessly. 


“Why, surely you know we are the ‘ C ’ Dmsion ? ” „ 

At this moment the Chief of my Staff again appeared. Sir, 
said he, “are we to advance or retire? I must know at once, 
with a view to arranging satisfactorily the requirements of the 
Commissariat.” 

“One moment, Grentlemen,” I replied, and then entered an 
inner recess. I searched my pockets, and finding my tossing half- 
crown, spun it into the air. I eagerly ascertained the result. 

“We will advance, Sir,” said I to the Chief of the Staff on my 
return. And my tone suggested both strong determination and 
peremptory command. 


LULLABY OP AN INEANT SPECULATOR. 

1891. 

[A lo'iig way after Sir Walter Scott.) 

[Packets called ** Lucky Sweets,” in which the bait ia the chance of “ prize 
gifts,” are having a large sale amongst children.] 

Oh, hush thee, my babie ! thy sire is a “ bear,” 

Thy mother a “ hooky,” both leary and fair, 

And the spirit of bold Speculation, I see. 

Heredity’s taint hath stirred early in thee. 

Oh, two to one bar one 1 Heigh I dance, babie, dance ! 
Oh, tiddley-um, diddley-um, back the off-chance ! 


WAR IN A FOG. 

[A JRecord of the Next Campaign of the Coining Moltke. ) 

Our Army was now advancing in good order. We had the “ A ” 
Division of the enemy on our right, and the “B” Division on 
our left, hut of course w^ehad lost sight of Division “ C.” It was the 
morning after we had taken the fortress that had unexpectedly 
appeared before ns on our right front, and had found ourselyes 

to eur surprise by the side 
of a river. The Chief of 
my Staff entered my tent 
wmlst I was engaged in 
studying a map not very 
successfully. 

“General,” said he, 
“military music can he 
heard in the distance, from 
which I take it it must he 
the other part of our Army.” 

‘ ‘ This IS most fortunate, ’ ’ 
I replied; “hut ai’e they 
supposed to he in this part 
of the country ? I fancied 
they were besieging the 
enemy’s metropolis. 

“So it was reported,” 
returned my subordinate; 
“hut it appears that, tak- 
ing the first turning to the 
right, instead of the second to the left, they lost their way, and 
instead of capturing the capital, suiTonnded a harbour, in which, to 
their astonishment, they found his fieet.” 

“I suppose that the movements of Division ‘ C ’ are shrouded in 
mystery ? ” 

“They are,” returned the Chief of the Staff, saluting. “It is 
presumed that the commander is wandering somewhere near the 
frontier. A spy from bis Army says that he nad entirely lost touch 
of the country, and was continually asking his way. But how about 
our friends, the remainder of our Army, who are now approaching 
towards us ? What shall we do ? ” 

‘ ‘ Give them a fitting reception ” was my reply. 

In a moment our Army halted and pitched their tents. Accus- 
tomed to State functions of every sort and description, it was no 
difficult matter to them to decorate the line of march appropriately. 
Suddenly there was the sound of firing, and five minutes later an 
offi.oer wearing the uniform of the enemy entered my tent and 
surrendered his sword. 

“General,” said he, “I yield to your superior knowle<^e of 
military tactics. I had expected to find friends, and now I have 
come across foes. And you number more than half a million of men, 
do you not?” 

“Wen, no ; you may mean my brother commander, who has that 
force under ms orders. But we have only about twenty thousand.” 

“And I have given up my arms for nothing,” said my visitor, 

“ To whom have I the Jionour of speaking ? ” I asked, haughtily, 
“ I presume, the Captain of the ‘ A ’ Division ? ” 

“ The ‘ A ’ Division I Why, they are miles away ! and so are the 
‘B’ Division.” 

“ Then, who on earth are you ? ” 



Oh, hear not thy rattle, 
though loudly it goes ; 
Oh, suck not thy fingers I 
\ Oh, count not thy toes ! 

The “Last Odds” and 
^ ^ “ Share List ” to thee 

shall be read 

4s To-night ere thou ’rt cosily 
tucked up in bed. 

Oh, two to one bar one, (fee. 

Oh, hush thee, my babie! 

Thy sire will soon come, 
With “Surprise Packets” 
for thee. Oh, ain’t it 
yum-yum ? 

And “Lucky Sweets,” babie, 
will catch thine off eye. 
Not “ Hush-a-hye, babie I ” 
^ but rather, “ Buy ! 
Buy ! ” 

Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 

My lullaby, babie, ’s not 
that of old nurse ; 

The pillow for thee has less charms than the purse ; 

It is not that “Sweets ” from those packets you’d suck ; 

No, babie, your yearning ’s to try your young luck. 

Oh, twb to one bar one, &c. 



You eagerly buy them, the “ Prizes ” to seek 

(You “blued” two-and-tenpence, my babie, last week), 

Those “Lucky Sweets,” babie, are babydom’s “play.” 

But as for the sweets, why you chuck them away ! 

Oh, two to one bar one, &c. 

Oh, princes may “punt,” babie ; nobles may “plunge,” 
But, babie, that chubby fist’s cynical lunge 
Means craving for nothing that babyhood eats ; 

No, babie, you’d fain do a “ flutter” in sweets. 

Oh, two to one bar one, 

The tuck-shops, my babie, are well up to date ; 

They know Speculation now rules the whole State ; 

It sways aH the classes, all ages, each sex ; 

So now we ’re provided with “ Nursery Specs.” 

Oh, two to one bar one, &o. 

Shall Court, Camp and Counter all yield to the spell 
And Cradledom not be considered as well ? 

Shall betting fire Oxford, and gambling witch Girton, 

And Infancy not put its own little shirt on P 
Oh, two to one, bar one, &c. 

Oh, hush thee, my babie ! the time will soon come 
When at Baccarat boards you ’ll sit sucking your thumb. 
Meanwhile “ Lucky Sweets ” babie, buy while you may, 
They will teach simple childhood the charms of hi^h play. 
Oh, two to one, bar one ! Heigh ! dance, babie, dance ! 
Oh, tiddley-um, diddley-um, hack the off-chance ! 

* In the Stock Exchange sense, of course. 
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A DOMESTIC DIAGNOSIS. 

Jones [who has mne with his Wife to oall on the new Uffighlours), ** Wonder if they been Married long Hypatia ? ” 
Mrs. Jones, “Oh NO. Evidently Newly-married.” 

J(mes. “How can you tell?” Mrs. Jones. “Drawing-room smells op Tobacco-Smoke!” 


THE IDLE AND THE INDUSTRIOUS APPRENTICE. 

[An Old-fashioned Apologue with a Modem Application , ) 

Q-randolph and Arthur were two yonng Apprentices, bound 
betimes to the ingenious and estimable Art or Craft of Cabinet- 
Making, Both of them were youths of a Sprightly Q-enius, and of an 
Alert Apprehension, attended, in the case of (Jrandolph, with a 
mighly heat and ebullition of Fancy, which led early to a certain 
frothiness or ventosity in speech. Arthur, on the other hand, 
though possessed of excellent Parts, appeared to be of a more 
phlegmatic temperament, and took on a more languorous, not to say 
saturnine demeanour. 

So it came about that for the time Q-randolph seemed to carry it 
over his fellow Apprentice, who indeed, amongst superficial observers, 
incurred the reproach of indolence and lackadaisical indifEerence, and 
although both were of creditable repute in the Craft, yet did Q-ran- 
DOLPH shine the more prominently and give the greater promise of 
pre-eminence, Arthur seeming content, as men say, to plap second 
fiddle to the more pushing Performer, 

’Tis, however, within^ the purview of 'the Wise and the common 
observation of the Judicious, that things are not always as they 
seem ! 

^RANDOLPH, at an early epoch in his Apprenticeship, did found a 
sort of Comradeny or Free Company, which, from the number of ics 
constituent items, came to be intituled The Fourth Party, in the 
which Arthur modestly took subordinate place, with unobtrusive 
ease and languid resignation. This Party did push matters in the 
Crafty with a high hand and a talkative tongue. For as the 
ingenious Earl of Shaftesbury saith in his Soliloquy, “Company 
is an extreme provocative to Fancy, and, like a hot bed in gardening, 
is apt to make our Imaginations sprout too fast.” 

That G-randolph was obnoxious to this charge of “ sprouting too 
fast ” may seem made manifest by the sequel. He indeed pushed 
himself into the front place by dint of copious verbosity, and 
militant oppugnancy. But (as the same Shaftesbury saith) where, 
instead of Controul, Debate, or Argument, the chief exercise of the 
wit consists in uncontroulable Harangues and Reasonings, which 


must neither be questioned nor contradicted ; there is great danger 
lest the Party, thro’ this habit, shou’d suffer much by Cruditys, Indi- 
gestions, Choler, bile, and particularly by a certain tumour, or 
flatulencu, which renders him, of all men, the least liable to apply 
the wholesome regimen of self -practice. ’Tis no wonder if such 
quaint practitioners grow to an enormous size of Absurdity, whilst 
they continue the reverse of that practice, by which alone we 
correct the Redundancy of Humours, and chasten the exuberance of 
Conceit and Fancy. 

Whether this particular “ quaint practitioner” (our Idle Appren- 
tice, Grandolph] plagued “the Party” too much with his “ Cru- 
ditys, Choler,” &c., or whether he found himself unable to correct 
his own “ Redundancy of Humours,” certain it is that, at the very 
Pinnacle of Promise, and Height of Achievement, Grandolph broke 
his indentures of Apprenticeship, and ran away I 

And now, indeed, came the Opportunity of the true Industrious 
Apprentice, the hitherto calm and languid-looking, but, in verity, 
valorous, and vigilant, and virile Arthur. Whereof, to be sure, he 
made abundant use, burgeoning forth into full blossom with 
astonishing suddenness, seizing Opportunity by the forelock with 
manly promptitude, and gaining golden opinions from all sorts of 
people ; so that, after brief probation, he slipped, by general acclaim, 
into tnat very premier place so strangely, suddeiuy, and intem- 
pestively abdicated by the Idle Apprentice, Grandolph, 

Concerning the latter, the latest reports are not reassuring. Like 
his celebrated prototype of fable, the ill-fated “ Don’t Care,” he 
runneth a chance of being ‘ ‘ devoured by lions ” ! At least he appears 
to have sought the company of those parlous beasts in their native 
Afric wilds, W e hear that ‘ ‘ the lions kept him tucked up one night, ’ ’ 
wnich same news (—gathered from a diurnal intituled the Johannes- 
berg Star—) hath a fearsome and ill-boding sound. That he is— for 
the time at least— in every sense “ tucked up,” is only too obviously 
true. Peradventure he may yet think the better of it, correct his 
Frothy Distemper and Yagrant Disposition, and (as the agonising 
advertisements have it) return to his friends that all may be forgiven 
and much forgotten I 

But the last accounts of him picture him as lying languidly asprawl 
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upon a Mausoleum in Mashonaland, playing 
dice with himself ! The tomb would indeed 
appear to be, in the sombre words of the 
Mystick Poet 

“ The yault of his lost Ulalume,’* 

the runic-sounding word, “ Ulalume,” being 
taken perchance as the African synonym 
for “ Keputation.” "^Yhether the cheering 
word Eesurgam will ever be appropriate to 
that Tomb remaineth to be seen. But it would 
appear only too plain that Grandolph (in the 
words of the aforesaid Shaetesbitey) “hath 
been a great frequenter of the woods and 
river-banks, where he hath consum’d abun- 
dance of his breath, suffer’d his Fancy to 
evaporate, and reduc’d the vehemence both of 
his bpirit and Yoice.’ ’ In short, that the erst 
ambitious and aspiring Granbolph is still 
content, for the time at least, to play the part 
of The Idle Apprentice. 


“"VYHYS”— WISE AITD OTHERWISE. 

{Bdng Queer Qiwries.) 

I WONDER why, whene’er a four- 
YYheeler advances to a door, 

(A common thing on Britain’s shore,) 

I wonder why, 

At once some aged man wiU stand 
And stare until its inmates land, 

As if enchained by something grand. 

Or weird, or high. 

I wonder why the powers that mend 
•The streets should root them up, and rend 
The roads with giant pipes on end 
And bricks amy, 

Just when we turn to town again ; 

Though nothing stirred while West 
Cockayne 

. Lay waste — a huge, deserted lane— 

I wonder why, 

I wonder why athwart the Row 
Stray loafers linger, loth to go 
Past the mid-crossing, and are so 
Resolved to die, 

Hoping that, as you gallop near 
You ’ll maul them by your mad career— 

I wonder why. 


I wonder why, when 
theatre Stalls, 

Are “ papered ” by Pro- 
fessionals, 

And children arch in 
Thespis’ halls 
Their gambols ply. 
Why the Box-ofiSlce has 
the face 

To offer m«, who book 
my place — 

A' Stall that would the 
Pit disgrace, 

I wonder why. 

I wonder why, whenever pressed 
A little money to invest 
In something which is quite the best 
Affair to buy, 

I always read next morning that 
IsTot J, but it (in parlance pat 
Of City articles) was “ Flat,” 

I wonder why. 



Contrihution towards Nursery 
RRymes. 

{For Use of Inf mt Students in Hew School of 
Dramatic Art.) 

’Tis the voice of the Prompter, 

I hear him quite plain ; 

He has prompted me twice, 

Let himp)rompt me again. 


THE PEETTY SIMPLETON. 

[The Spectator warns men against marrying 
simpletons, pointing out that “ there is no bore on 
earth equal to the woman who can neither talk nor 
listen, and who has no mental interests in common 
with her husband.”] 

When fair Belinda sweetly smiles. 

And airily before you trips, 

You ’re captured by her artless wiles. 
And must admire her rosy hps. 

You know that she is very fair, 

You see that she has splendid eyes ; 

But ah, rash lover, have a care. 

And find out if Belinda ’s wise. 

For beauty, trust us, is not aU 
A wife in these days should possess ; 

Her conversation ’s apt to pall. 

If she can talk of naught but dress. 

She need not be too dee^y read,^ 

You do not want a pnggish bride ; 

But still take care the pretty head 
Can boast some little brain inside. 



In courtship aU she said was sweet. 

For you had died to win a glance ; 

Her little platitudes seemed neat, 
Breathed ’mid the pauses of the dance. 

Y'ou would have felt a heartless fiend 
To criticise, when by her side ; 

Nor would the lady have demeaned 
Herself to answer, had you tried. 

But when you ’ve won her for a wife, 
And ante-nuptial glamour dies, 

What food for matrimonial strife 
Her crass inconsequent replies. 

How terrible to find ner dense. 

And never grasping what you mean ; 

You ’ll think one gleam of common sense 
Worth more than finest eyes e’er seen. 

Bays come when love no longer gives 
illusions as in hours of yore ; 

And hapless is the man who Hves 
To find his wife become a bore. 

Then keep, if you’d avoid that day, 

The wise Spectator's golden rule ; 

Bon’t be by beauty led away, 

And choose for wife a pretty fool. 


In the YiVnea’ book advertisement column, 
the S. P, C. K, announces the following new 
publication 

THE OUSE. By the Rev. A. J. Postbh, M.A. 

This, we suppose, is the first of a new un- 
aspirated Arry Series. The next Yolume 
being The Ome, and, after that. Books of 
Ighgate^ Amsted^ OUoway^ md other Ills . , , 


OUR BOOKmG-OFFICE. 

The Baron recognises, ^ with pleasure, the 
actuality of the dramatic scenes In 
Iridge Courts^ by Mr. Lehmann. The 
dialogues during rehearsal at the A. B. C., 



and of the Classic Play, are about the best of 
the many best things in the book. Mighti^ 
disappointed is the Baron with Mr. J. H. 
Shorxhoxtse’s Lady Falaise, which, begin- 
ning so strongly, ends so feebly. ^ Powerful 
it promised to be ; exciting it promised to be ; 
but weak it becomes, and,^ now and again, 
wearisome. Sorry for this is 

The Baron de Boon-Worms. 


aUERIES FOR CAHDIBATES (L.C.C.) 

( What they may come to . ) 

As the County Council now has power over 
the Tramways of London, wiR you pledge 
yourself to see that smoking carnages, com- 
fortable cushions, waiting-rooms at street- 
corners, and constant civility, are provided 
foo^J-ss^iigers ? . ^ n 

WiR youahoHsh the irritating and ^nefa- 
rious Ticket System ? 

How long do you thinlc it wRl be before the 
electric Rght is universaRy established in 
the cars ? 

YYhat is your view as to the provision of 
suitable places for wet umbrellas ? 

Will you at once vote for “ Free or Assisted 
Locomotion” ? 

If a wheel of yom’ private carriage comes 
off owing to skidding in the Tramway line, : 
will you pledge yourself not to bring any 
claim for compensation against the Rates ? 

Will you vote for the summary dismissal 
of any Conductor who proceeds to count the 
passengers after being informed that he is 
“fuR inside”? 

Is it a fact that you have promised to in- 
troduce “ Pullman Palace Restaurant Cars, 
with free lunches,” on the Tram-lines? If so. 
do you contemplate providing the cost out oi 
your own resources, or how F 

You state in your Address to the Electors 
that you “ are desirous of reducing the hours 
of Tram employ is to four a day, with two 
months’ holiday in the year, and of giving 
a general rise of wages up to about £2 extra 
per week.” Will you kindly say how you 
reooncRe this desire with your expressed 
intention to ‘ ‘ run the concern on the most 
economical plan, so as to save the pockets of 
the Ratepayers” ? 

It is reported that you have pledged your- 
self, if elected, to see that the Tram Con- 
ductors “get their Saturday to Monday at 
Brighton as a regular thing.” How do you 
propose to carry out this part of your pro- 
gramme ? 

Bo you consider yourself justified, in face 
of the above statements, in characterising 
the rival Candidate for the Council as 
“ attempting to catch the Labour Yote by an 
impudent combination of insincere flattery, 

1 ana fraudulent promises^^^^^ , „ , 
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BELOW THE BELT!^^ 

{Extracts from the Political ^^Pistiana ” of the Period.) 

L — By the Brummagem Bantam^^ {as reported in the 

“ Injudicious Botthholder^^), 

** The ’Arwarden Old ’Un, G-emmen? Lor bless yer, he ain’t no 
account, nohow. Can’t ’it a ’ole in a pound o’ butter, ’e can’t. 
Alius was a muff and a muddler ; middling showy style, and a bit 
dodgy with, his dooks, but neither a slogger nor a^ stayer, and, 
atween you and me and the post, alius ready to hist the white 
feather when ’ard pressed.^ Wot ’s that you say ? JTis * Travelling 
Company ’ ? A reglar swindle, and a fair frost, Gemmen. Went 
‘round the country’ on false purtences, and never did no good 
nowheres. Awful poor lot o’ Pugs, that gang. Not in it with the 
‘ ’Atfield Combination Troupe,’ as can tight a bit, and ’as some 
smart scrappers in it. No, Gemmen, the ‘Old ’Un’ alius were a 
fraud. Couldn’t stand up to a Froggy, ’e couldn’t. His Company 
muddled the ’ole bag o’tricks, and made a hawful mess of it. Ah, 
and would agen, mark yer, if they got the chance. Should a’most 
like to see ’em another shy, if only for the bloomin’ fun o’ the 
thing ; but it ’ud be a bit too expensive, and bring discredit on our 
Noble Hart, besides.” 

{Comments of the^ L B. H. Brayvo, Brummagem Bantam! 
His style of hitting is straight and smarts in the ring or out of it. 
Hope the over-rated Hawardian Old ’ Un and his Company relish 
the pepper young Joe has administered to the shifty Veteran and his 
parasitic ‘ Items ’ ) 

11 . — From the “ Newcastle Kohhlerj^ alias “ Honest 

“ Werrymuch surprised to see as that windictive Bounder, the 
‘Brummagem Bantam,’ has bin a letting out wicious like at his 
old pals, the ’ Arwarden Old ’Un and his Pugilistic Company. ‘ They 
was muffs and muddlers,’ he sez. Well, he ought to ha’ said ‘ we,’ 
considerin’ as he tons one on ’em ! ! I The Old ’Un was Ms first 
patron, and me and other members of the Company his pertikler 
pals, and then he used for to crack us^ all up sky-high. Now he 
rounds on us for ‘making a mess of it.’ Well, praps if all wos 
knowed— but no matter ! Only, to quarrel with your old pals, and 


then go about a-sneerin’ and a-ieerin’ at them for wot you yerself 
wos a party to, I call ‘ bitting below the belt ’ ” ! 

{Comments of the I, B. H. Bosh! ^Honest John^ is a shrew ^ 
and not a Practical Pug. Is one prizefighter never to criticise 
another's style because he 's once been in the same Company with him f 
Might as well say he must therefore never improve his own style. 
Besides, any stick is good enough to heat the Grand Old Pug-dog 
with!") ‘ . 

III. — Bejoinder of the Bnmmagem Bantam." 

“ ’Itting below the belt be jolly well blowed ! Honest John don’t 
believe a word ’e sez— it ’s ony his narsty spite.^ Makes hisself 
the wiaduck for the ’Arwarden Gang’s witrol and winegar, e’ do. In 
course I wos one o’ the Old ’Un’s Company, wus luck! But I’ve 
lamed a bit since then. Wot do you think ? When I larruped 
my old pals, and called ’em mugs, messers, and muddlers, in corse I 
included myself j tacit-like. But there was no call for to say so ! 
As to not showing of ’em up acos I wos one of ’em— Walto*.' 

If ^Aa^’sthe Newcastle Nobbier’ sj‘ theory ’ of fair-play, ’e may jest 
go ’ome and eat coke ! ” 

{Comments of the l. B. H. “ The^ B. B. is quite right. If a Pug 
may not round on his old pals for doing' what he helped them to do^ 
it follows that he himself ?nu$t never try to do better. Which is 
absurd ! Go it, J oe ! ” ) 

lY , — Surrejoinder from “ Honest JouNj^ 

“,My ‘theory’ ain't a hit wot the B. B. says it is. My ‘ theory’ 
is that it’s mean, and unfair, and unperfessional to curry favour 
with one’s present backers by ’olding hup one’s old pals to public 
redicule for doing wpt we ’elped ’em to do, and at the time praised 
’em /or doin’. I call that ‘ hitting below the belt ! ’ And I believe 
every ’onest and manly Pug from Figo to Sayebs would ha’ said 
(fitter to ‘ ’Onest Johh.’ That’s all, Gemmen 1 ” 

{Comment of the I. B. H. Bosh! Joe' 6 style of hitting is no 
doubt uncomfortable— for the Old ’ Un and his pals. That's exactiv 
WET WE LIKE IT ' What' s the use of hitting above the belt only 
when Idle foe's only vulnerable below it f We rejoice to see the B. B 
hmeking the sawdust out of the Grand Old Fistic Fetish, and 
squelching the cant and claptrap out of ‘ Honest John.' ”) 
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STORICULES. 

Yn.-GAZET. 

“ Toxi ’ee the fust pineter T^liort I’ve kno^d,” said Jelia 
demtirely. “Father -works at a pluinher s, hut ^ industr us. 

’E ain’t a good man. An’ mother drinks. (Jfui . 

JxJLii. Sanbt had consented, in consideration of money rec^yed, 

to let me make a sketch of her. She was a tail tbn ^ 

dirty and very intelligent 
face, great grey eyes, and 
long reddish hair. She was 
very bright and talkative; 
and yet she amazed me by 
being distinctly sanctimoni- 
ous. She looked critically 
round my studio on her 
entrance. 

“You ain’t got no tex’ 
’ung up,” she remarked, 
disparagingly. “ We ’ as 
two tex’ in our kitching. 

I ’ung ’em up myself. An’ 
father beat me for it. But 
I didn’t keer, ’cos I knew I 
wos doin’ good.” 

She pressed her thin nps 
together, and looked like a 
mangled martyr. 

‘ ‘ Do you go to Sunday 
School?” I asked, as I got 
to work. 

“I goes reggler, an’ I’m 
first in the School, and I 
laiows more colics than any 
of ’em, excep’ teachers. I 
ain’t like G-azet.” 
“Who’sGAZEY?” 

“She’s a girl what I 
’ites. She’s a bad girl. 
We calls ’er Gazet, ’cos 
it’s short for Gehazi; but 
that ain’t ’er real nime. She ’s a liar. She ’s alius tellin’ lies— seems 
as if she couldn’t storp doin’ it.” Julia Saihjx sighed sadly. 

“ What kind of lies? ” .r* , j , 

“ She don’t tell no lies to get ’erself out of n9thm’ ; ’cos she s so 
bad that she don’t keer whort rows she gets inter. But she tells 
other sorts. She just sits up on the fence what goes^rpun the 
green, an’ mikes up things, an’ a lot of the children am t got i 
more sense than to sit roun’ an’ listen to ’er. That just mikes ’er 
worse. She sits theer, a-tellin’ stories, an’ sweerin’ they’re all 
•feue. You never ’eard such stories.” 

“ What are they all about? ” « , , . 

“Mostly about gran’ things an’ wunnerM things— kings, 
oarridges, an’ angels, an’ firevmx, an’ dreams what she says she s 
’ad. An’ she ’ll sweer they ’re true. My word, it is wicked of ’er ! 
She’s alius pretennin’ to be things what she ain’t, too. One Sat dy 
arf’noon she said she was a steam-injun. An’ she got ’old of a little 
boy. Bob Collings, and said ’e was the tender. An’ Bob Collings 
’ ad to f oiler close be’ind ’er all that arf’noon, else she’d a’ nigh 
kiUed ’im. ’E got rather tired, because she kept runnin’^ about, 
bein’ a express an’ ’avin’ cerlishuns. Lawst of all she wived ]er 
a-wms about, and mide a kind o’ whooshin’ noise. ‘ Now,’ she said, 
‘my biler’s bast, an’ I’m done for!’ So she lay fiat on the wet 
groun’, an’ the tender went ’ome to ’is tea.” 

“ What ’s she like to look at ? ” 

JuLLA Sanby confessed, with apparent reluctance, that Gazey was 
very pretty. “ She’s prettier nor I am, nor any of the other ohil- 
drun roun’ ’ere. She ’s got golding ’air, an’ blue eyes. But I ’ite 
’er, ’cos she’s so bad, an’ ’cos she mikes the other childrun bad. I 
don’t never listen to none of ’er mike-ups now.” 

“ Would she let me make a sketch of her ? ” ^ 

“ Dunno. You wouldn’t like ’er. She’s low in the wye she talks. 
The new curick don’t like ’er. Nobody don’t like ’er.” 

Now, just in this sentence, I fancied that the sanctimoniousness of 
Julia Sanby had become mixed with some real feeling. I also 
refieoted on the fact that, although most children are egoists, Julia 
Saeby seemed to take more pleasure in tal ki ng about Gazey 
than in discussing herself. I had distinct suspicions, 

“ Could you remember any of Gazey’ s stories ? ” 

“ Might, p’raps.” 

“ Go on, then. Tell me one.” 

She began a story, which was obviously an improvisation, with 
little incidents taken from other stories added to it. It was full of 
the -wildest imaginings. She told it without the least nervousness or 
embarrassment. Her assumption of demureness and sanctity 


vanished utterly. She became vivid and dramatic. ‘ * An’ I ’d tike 
my gorspil oath it’s aU true,” she added, at the conclusion, as if 

from force of habit. , x 4. u • -li 

“ Julia Sanby,” I said, Gazey has not got golden hair nor blue 
eyes, neither is she pretty. Ibw are Gazey, ’ 

“ i swear I ain’t. I ’m a good girl, and knows my colics ; Gazey’s 

y^j.y®^.^elL’’ I answered, and went on finishing the sketch, as 
though I took no interest in her. After a few seconds’ silence, she 

added, quite calmly, »xto-dxtj 

“ Owdjer know? I can pretend proper, cawn t I ? But I ’adn’t 
never talked about myself as if I was someone else afore. That 
pickshur ain’t much like me.” , , „ ^ 

“It will be when it’s finished. Come to-morrow at the same 

time.” 

“ Do you think I ’m a liar ? ’ . , ^ ^ ^ i » 

“You ’re either a liar or an artist, but I ’m not sure which.” 
Gazey put on her exceedingly frowsy hat. ‘‘ The new c 
needn’t a fen so cock-sure about it then. G’ mornin’. ’ 


curick 


THE LATEST FROM BOBBY. 

{An intercepted Letter,) 

Sclioolhouse^ Swishborough, 

Dearest DAKLnfG Mother, Thursday, 

. I WAS so glad to get the hamper, and it has done me much good, 
all the fellows were pleased with the cake, and the sardines were first- 
rate, and the potted stuffs were awfully good. I am sorry you forgot 
the bottles of acidulated drops, but you can send them in the next 
hamper as soon as you like. There are 
only sixty -two days to the holidays — 

1688 hours including nights ! Isn’t that 
joUyl 

And now, my dear Mother, I want to 
write most seriously to you upon a matter 
of great importance. You know I have 
been doing “Music” as an “extra.” 

Well, it does not agree with me. ^ The 
fact is, it is an hour every week in my 
playtime, when the Doctor says it is good 
for my health that I should bo enjoying 
myself. And “Music” is an extra, like 
“Sausages for breakfast.” And, of 
course, one has to think of all that. How r i 

hard dear Papa works to get his living ; and, of course, 1 oughtn t 
to waste anything, ought I? Well, I really think I could give up 
“ Music.” After all, it ’s awful rot, and only fit for a pack of 
girls ! So this is the great favour I ’m going to ask you— and mmd 
you say “ Yes.” May I give up “ Music,” and take up Sausages 
for breakfast” instead ? , . « 

Always your most loving Son, Bobby. 

IF THE FASHION SPREADS. 

Scene — Interior of a Fashionable Church, The Incumbent has 
read the Banns of M.arriage between John Plant.agenet be 
Smith and Mary &uart be Brown, and asks the usual question. 



Counsel {rising in pew), I beg to object. 

Incumbent {surprised^ but self-possessed). You -will be good enough 
to communicate with us in the Vestry, at the end of the service. 

Counsel, But I prefer to raise my objections at once. I may say, 
Reverend Sir, that I am here on behalf of Mr. J ohn Plant^enet 
BE Smith, who is my client. I am instructed by the Messrs. Cabias 
of Bedford Row, and I contend that since the Members of the London 
County Council have instructed counsel to appear on their behalf at 
meetings in which they themselves act judicially, the right extends 
to Places of Public Worship. 

Incumbent, Perhaps we might hear you later. It you were kina i 
enough to raise your objections in the Vestry, it would be—— 1 

Counsel {interrupting). Pardon me, that would scarcely be satis- 
factory. We do not wish any hole-and-corner agitation. ^ I am 
instructed by my client to say, that he courts the fullest investi- 
gation. Now, the facts are these ^ 
\Gives the facts, and ends an eloquent speech xoith a magnificent 
peroration. 

Incumbent, In consequence of the rather long argument of our dear 
and learned brother, the customary quarter of an hour’s sermon will 
not be given on this occasion. [^Curtain, 

At. Fresco Opera. — Cavalleria Rusticana at the Royal Shaftes- 
bury, and Le Reve in the Winter (Covent) Garden kept by Ex- 
Sheriff Druriolanus. “About the latter,” sa.y8 Sir DrUbiolanus, 
“ some enthusiasts quite rave, S^e ? ’/ {Fxit Ex- Sheriff, to note 
this down for the forthcoming Pantomime^ 


NOTICE. — ^Rejected Communicatioiis or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, w:^ 
in no case be returned, not even -when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this mie 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

No. VI. —TO VANITY. 

Deae Vaitity, 


see except that Captain Aeblast, of the 30th Lancers, the dashing 
first-born of the Bishop, -who happened to be spending a few days of 
his long leave in Arohester, devoted himself with all the assiduity 
of his military nature to twirling his heavy moustache in the immediate 


I thus'K I can see you smirking and posturing before the neighbourhood of Sophy Matbloom, and not in that of Heemiohe. 
abstract mirror, which is your constant companion. It pleases you. Indeed, I have reason to know that, after the guests had departed, 
no doubt, to think that anybody should pay you the compliment of poor Sophy had to endure from her sister a dreadful scene, the harsh 
making you the object and the subject of a whole letter. Perhaps details of which have not yet faded from her memory. And then I 
when you have read it to the end you will alter your mood, since it remembered, too, how it was a matter of family chaff against 
cannot please you to listen to the truth about yourself. None of Hekhiohb that once, not very long after she had entered upon her 
those whom you infect here below ever did like it. Sometimes, to he teens, she had sobbed convulsively through a whole night, because 
sure, it had to he endured with many grimaces, hut it was extra- she had discovered that her juvenile arms were thin and mottled, 
ordinary to note how the clouds caused by the aggravated truth- and she imagined that she would never be able to wear a low dress, 
teller passed away as soon as his departure had enabled the object of or shine in Society. 

these reproaches to recover his or her false self again. V^at boots Such, then, was the beautiful Heemiohe, who for some years rode 
it, after all, to tell the truth ? For those whom you protect are clad rough-shod over the hearts of all the males in Archester. Space fails 
in armour, which is proof against the sharpest lance, and they can me to enumerate all her engagements. She broke them one after 
thus hid defiance to all the clumsy attacks of the merely honest and another without a thought, and oast her admirers away as if they 
downright — for a time ; hut in the end their punishment conies, not had been dresses of last year’s fashion. Most of them, it must he 
^ways iu the manner that their friends predict, but none the less said, recovered quickly enough, hut the miserable Cope became a 
inevitable in one manner or another, ^ For they all fashion a hopeless h^ochondriac, and never smiled again. He died the other 
ridiculous monster out of^ affectations, strivings ana falsehoods, and day, and Heemiohb’s sketch of Hakkihsoh was found, frayed and 
label it “Myself ; ” and in the end the monster takes breath, and soiled, in an ancient pocket-hook which he always carried about with 
lives and crushes his despised maker, and immediately vanishes into him. Hankihsoh’s fate seemed at first to be worse. He took to 
space. ^ . poetry, morbid, passionate, yearning, unhealthy poetry, of the 

Permit me to proceed in my' usual f way, and to offer you au skimmed ;SwiHBT7E^rE variety, and for a time was gloomy enough, 
example or two. And I begin with , . . , , , Having, however, engaged in a paper eonfiict with one of 


Heemio]se Maybloom. Heemtone 
was one of a large family of delightful 
daughters. Their father was the well- 
known Dr. Maybloom, who was Dean 
of Archester Cathedral. His massive 
and convincing volumes on The Fauna 
and Flora of the Mosaic Books in 
their Relation to Modern Botanical 
Investigation^ must he within your 
recollection. It was followed, you 
remember, by The Bean's Buty^ 
which, being published at a time when 
there was, so to speak, a boom in reli- 
gious novels, was ordered by many 
readers under the impression that it 
was likely to upset their mature reli- 
gious convictions by its assaults on 
orthodoxy. Their disappointment when 
two stout tomes, dealing historically 
with the status and duties of Deans, 
were delivered to them, was the theme 
of cheerful comment amongst the 
light-hearted members of ^the Dean’s 
own family. 

Was there^ ever in this world 7so 
delightful a family circle as that of 
the Deanery ? The daughters were all 
pretty, hut that was their smallest 
merit. They were aU clever, and well- 
read, ^ without a tinge of the blue- 
stocking, and most of them were musical 






his critics, he forgot nis sorrows, and though he stiU 
declares au overwhelming desire for death and oblivion 
about six times a year, in various magazines, he seemed, 
when I last saw him, fairly comfortable and happy. But, 
of course, he has never secured a vicarage. 

To return to Hermione. She at last married a certain 
Mr. Paedoe, a barrister practising on the Archester Circuit, 
and established herself in town. Shortly afterwards she 
became the rage. Hor beauty, her wit, her music, her 
dinners, her diamonds, were spoken 
of with enthusiasm. All the elderly 
rouh, whose leathery hearts had been 
^ f offered up at hundreds of shrines, 

^ j became her temporary slaves. She 

/ coaxed them, cajoled them, and fooled 

^ > — them, did this innocent daughter of a 

^ simple-minded Dean, to the top of 

their various bents. She schemed suc- 
' " '■ cessfully against countless rivals, in 

order to maintain her pre-eminence in 

the admiration of her circle. Her 
1 ambition knew no hounds. She 

ii / /^ . changed her so-called friends every 

W V /*!>'/ week; she cultivated grand passions 

Ijlll ' for actors, authors, musicians, and 

i/L even for professors. Sometimes she 

‘l f played to select audiences with all her 

V old ravishing skill, but this happened 

more and more rarely, until at last 
she utterly declined, and even went 
so far as to fiout H.S.H. the Duke of 


to the tips of their slender fingers. How merrily their laughter used Kalbskopf, who had been specially invited to meet her, 
to ring across the ancient close, and how playfully and gently they Then suddenly came the crash. 'She left her husband, in company 
used to rally the dear learned old Dean who had watched over them with Charlie Fitzhhbeet, the heir presumptive to the wealthy earldom 
and cared for them since Mrs. Maybloom’ s death, many years before, of Battersea. On the following day Mr. Paepoe blew out his brains, 
with all the tender care of the most devoted mother. And of this fair leaving ten thousand pounds of debt and three young children, 
and smiling throng, “my only rosary,’’ as the Dean used to call Six months afterwards the venerable Dean died, and sentimental 


people spoke of a broken heart. Then the Earl of Battersea, in a 
fit of indignation, married, and was^ blessed with a son, the present 


xnem, hermione was, i tnmx, tne prettiest, as sne was certainly people spoxe oi a oroken Heart. Xnen tne Earl of Battersea, in a 
the most accomplished. Every kind of gift had been showered fit of indignation, married, and was blessed with a son, the present 
upon her by Nature. When she played her violin, accompanied by Earl. Charlie Fitzhxtbeet married Heemione, but they are as 
her elder sister on the piano, tears trickled unhidden down the poor as curates, and he hates her. I saw her two days ago in a shabby 
aquiline nose of the militant Bishop of Archester, the chapter stood hired carriage. She is getting prematurely ola, and grey, and 
hushed to a man, and the snrrounding curates were only prevented wrinkled, and everybody avoids her, except 'her sister Sophy, who 
by a salutary fear of ruining their chances of preferment from laying still visits her, and suffers her ill-humour. 


themselves, their pittances, and their garnered store of slippers at Charming story, isn’t it ? I shall write again soon, 
her pretty feet. Then in a fit of eb arming petulance, she would Yours, in the meantime, Diog-eis^es Robihson. 

break off in the middle of the piece, lay down her violin, and, with - 

a pretty imperiousness, command, a younger sister to fetch her zither, 

on which to complete the subjugation of her adorers. And then her Night-Mailing.— “ Night Mail between London and Paris” has 

caricatures— summer-lightning flashes of pencilled wit, as I heard been recently announced in all the papers as now ready and willing 
the Reverend Simeon Cope describe them in a moment of enthusiasm to take night-mailers from Yictoria, L. C. & D., to the French Capital, 
after she had shown us her sketch of his rival, the Reverend It is to be a Third-class Night Mail, though a Knight of the First 
Stephen Hankinson. Class can, of course, travel by it should he be so disposed. Thirty 

But even lu those days, while she still had about her all the shillings tlirough fare for “ a single but as the tariff doesn’t ex- 
fascinations of peerless beauty and. fresh and glowing youth, I plicitly inform us whether the passenger will he asked the question, 
mistrusted her. Alone of all the sisters she seemed to me to be “Married or single?” and so he charged accordingly, we may pre- 
wanting in heart. I heard her several times attempt to snub her sume that a margin is left for a little surprise. The train of Night 
father, and once I noted how she spent a whole evening in moody Mails— a kind of gay bachelor train, no females being of the party- 
silence, and refused to pky a note, for no other reason that I cotlld is to start at 815 p/m., and to be in Paris at 5*50 a-m. 
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DRAWING THE BADGER. 

{A Kidural History Note,) 
















.NV4. ■ 


T:^ Badger {Meles-Taxus) is'at once one of the most inoffensiye 
(m one sense) offensive of our few remaining British Carnivora. 
He IS described by Hapiee of Merchiston, in his Booh of Nature 
md of Man, as a “quiet nocturnal beast, but if much ‘badgered’ 
becoming obstinate, and fighting to the last, in which it is a type of 
a large class of Britons, who lilce to be let alone, but when iU used 
can fight.” 

That great new authoiity^ on Natural History, Mr. Gr. A. Henty 
(author of TAoae Other Animals), should be able to tell us much 
ab^t the Badger. Therewith he would be able, in his own favourite 
fashion, to point a moral ” (against the Demogorgon Democracy), 


and “adorn a tale” (of laboured waggery). He might find the 
subject as suggestive of sardonic chaff as American women and 
B^ublican institutions. 

What says the pojDular 'Wood? He describes the Badger as 

slow and clumsy in its actions,” and as “rolling along so 
awhwardly that it may easily be mistaken for a young pig in 
the dusk of the evening.” Woe, however, to whomsoever does 
take the creature for “a young pig.” “Being naturally as harm- 
less an animal as can be imagined, it is a terrible antagonist 
when provoked to use the means of defence with which it is so well 
provided.” 
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We tax the patience of poor Meles^^Taxits, 

Until he turns with tooth and claws and whacks ns. 

The natural home of Taxm — the Exchequer — 

Harbours a creature that keeps up its pecker. 

“ For the purpose of so-called ‘ sport,’ the Badger used 
to be captured and put into a cage ready to be tormented 
at the cruel wiU of every ruffian who might chose to risk 
his dog against the shar^ teeth of the captive animal.” 

This particular sort of “sport ” is a little out of date. 
But “ drawing a Badger ” is not unknown even in these ; 
humanitarian days. Dogs will sometimes voluntarily \ 
rush in to risk their hides and muzzles against the afore- ' 
said sharp teeth, &c. Look at those in the picture ! 

The two small, if aggressive, terriers seem uneaually 
matched against the “ clumsy” but strong-jawed and 
terribly-toothed Badger. They have drawn him, indeed, 
out of his hole, and one of them, at least, seems rather 
sorry for it, if you may judge by the way in which he 
turns tail and makes for his protector, the big Bull- 
Terrier, The ventripotent broken-haired tyke looks more 
valorous— for the moment. ^Yap! yap! y^l Meles- 
Tcucus takes little notice of himj however, ^ His eyes are 
on that sturdy specimen of Canis fainiliaris there, whose 
bold eyes in turn are on him. Both, perhaps, experience — 

“ That stem joy which warriors feel 
In foemen worthy of their steel.” 

“ Drawn by those two tiny yefers ? Not a bit of it ! 
But 2/oM, my complacent canine Colossus— come on if you 
dare I ” And he does dare, evidently. Whether he ’ll 
regret his daring remains to be seen. 


The Memory of Milton. 

Milton forgotten ? Nay, my Besant, nay ; 

Not wholly, even in this petty day. 

When learning snips, when criticism snaps, 

And the great bulk of readers feed on scraps. 

Still, still he finds his “ audience fit, though few,” 
The forget not since they never knew. 

The Off-Portsmouth Phrase-Book. 

Have you caught a fish ? 

No, but I have bagged a cannon-ball. 

Is the sea too rou^ for your boat ? 

No, the sea is not too rough, but the Torpedoes are 
decidedly embarrassing. 

Is that a pretty shell that you are going to carry home 
to your cMldren ? 

No, it is a live one, that, if it bursts a yard nearer, 
wiU blow us into smithereens. 

Do you propose returning to your lodging to-night ? 
That is a matter that will be decided by the Com- 
mander of the nearest practising gun-boat. 



THE RESULT OF TOO MUCH GREEK. 

First Classic, “ By the way, hadn’t Dante got another Name ? ” 

JSecoiid Classic, “Yes; Alfieri, I think— OR else Alighieri.” 

First Classic, “Ah, perhaps you’re right. I had a notion it was 
Gabriel Rossetti, or something ! ” 


CUTTING REMARKS. 

Mr. Henry Author Jones has taken a theatre wherein to play Ms 
own plays to his own taste. On the first night of The Crusaders this 
taste was not exactly the taste of the 
audience. Mr. Henry Author Jones 
seemed to object to be tied to time, and the 
result was tne prompt appearance of that 
terrible conqueror of tilings terrestrial. 
General Boredom. Since the initial per- 
formance, it is reported that matters have 
gone on more smoothly. According to the 
* ‘ usual sources of information’’ the dramatist 
has been cheered on leaving his theatre, and 
heartily congratulated. On one occasion he 
actually supplemented Ms piece with a 
speech I Apparently he was under the im- 
pression that there could not be too much of 
Tied to Tune. a good thing— J ones for choice I It may be 

that since the first performance, there has been some curtailment 
made in the play. To judge from appearances it was a question of 
cutting— either the author the play, or the public the theatre 1 


Quite a New Spec.— We have just received a prospectus of a 
Company entitled “ The Monarch Insurance Society , Of course, 
aR the Crowned Heads of Europe will be in it. We haven’t yet read 
^ the title being sufficient for the present. donne d penser. 
Will it provide New Monarchs for old ones ? Will it give good 
sovereigns in exchange for bad ones ? If so— where will the profit 
come in ? 


FRENCH AS SHE IS “WRIT.” 

The Standard's own Yienna Correspondent, when reporting the 
unpleasant incident in the life of the Due d’ Orleans, told us how 
the Prince, on unwittingly “accepting service,” said to the astute 
lawyer’s clerk, “Mais, Monsieur, ce n’est pas le moment.” To which 
the clerk replied, “ also in French,” says the Standard^ “ One time 
is as good as another.” But why was not the lawyp’s clerk’s 
French as she is spoke given as well as that of M. le Due ? And how 
much more telling it would have been had M. le Due been served 
weR and faithfully by a clerk like Ferker's Mr, Loxoten^ fresh, 
very fresh, from a carouse at the “ Magpie and Stump,” or even by 
one of Messrs, Dodson and Fog's young men who enjoyed themselves 
so much when “ a twigging ” of the virtuous Mr, Picktvich, 

“ Mais, Monsieur, ce n’est pas le moment,” says the Duke, to which 
our Mr, Lototen would have replied in Magpie-and-Stumping French, 
“ Eggskewsy moy, Mossoo, le Dook, ung Tom is aussy bong qu’ ung 
autre. Mossoo ler Dook ar maintenong pemse ler dooumong ; voici 
le cemy et voild two. Bonsoir, il faut que je I’accroche.”^ 

Whereupon he wouldpiave ‘ ‘ hooked it,” as it appears this particular 
lawyer’s clerk did, and was not seen again. No doubt he joined a 
circle of admiring friends in the legal neighbourhood (some Magpies- 
and-Stumps still exist), where, over a glass and a cigar, he recounted 
the merry tale of how he had served a Duke. 


The relation of Hypnotiser to the Hypnotised^ at the Aquarium 
may be simply described as “ Germane to the subject.” 


Song and Chorus for the County Council on next Debate 
ON THE Water Supply. — “ Young Benn he was a nice young man.” 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. XIY. 

Scene — Gardens "belonging to ^ the Hotel clu Fare, I/ugano. Time.^ 
afternoon ; the orchestra ts tuning up in a hiosh. CuLCHARl) is 
seated^ on a bench in the shade^ "keeping an anxious eye upon the 
opposite door. 


for any considerable period, likely I ’d weaken. I ’m not just sure. 
And I can’t ever make myself believe but wbat you ’re disapproving 
of me, inside of you, most all the time ! 

Culch, Pray dismiss such— er— morbid misgivings, dear Miss 
Trotter. Show that you do so by accepting me as your guide and 
companion through life ! 

Miss T, My ! but that sounds like a proposal P 

Oxdch, I intended it to bear that— *er— construction. It w a 


Culch, {to himself). She said she had a headache, and made her proposal — ^made after the fullest reflection. « , . 

father and Yan Boodeler go out on the lake without her. But she Miss T. I ’m ever so obliged. But we don’t fix things quite that 
certainly gave me to understand that she might come out when the way in my country. We want to feel pretty sure, first, we shann’t 
band played, if she felt better. The question is, whether she get left. And it don’t seem to me as if I’d had opportunities 

to feel better or not. She is the most tantalising girl ! I don’t enough of studying your leading characteristics. I ’ll have to study 
know what to make of her. Not a single reference, as yet, to that them some more before I know whereabouts I am ; and I want 
last talk we had at Bingen. I must see if I can’t recall it to her you to understand that I ’m not going to commit myself to any- 
memory— if she comes. I’ll wait here, on the chance of it— we thing at present. That mayn’t be sentiment, but I guess it’s 

■ are not l^ely to be dis . Confound it all— P odrurt 1 [with sup-- common-sense, ^ anyway. And all you ’ve got to do is, just to keep 

pressed irritation as Podbtjrt coxnes up). Well, do you want any- around, and kind of impress me with a conviction that you ’re the 
thing in particular ? vurry brightest and best man in the entire universe, and I don’t 

Fodb, [cheerfully, as he sits down,) Only the pleasure of your believe you ’ll find much difficulty about that. And now I guess 
society, old chap. How nicely you do put things ! we ’ll go into table d^hote — I ’m just as ravenous ! 


Culeh, The — er— fact is, 
I can’t promise to be a 
particularly lively com- 
panion just now. 

Fodb, Not byway of a 
change ? Ah, well, it ’s a 
piiy— but I must put up 
with you as you are, I 
suppose. You seQ—[with 
a ynw)— I ’ve got that vow 
to work out. 

Culch, Possibly — but I 
haven’t. As I ’ve already 
told you — I retire. 

Fodb, Wobbled back to 
Miss Trotter again, eh? 
Matter of taste, of course, 
but, for my part, I think 
your first impression of 
her was nearer the truth— 
she ’s not what I call a 
highly cultivated sort of 
girl, y’ know. 

Citlch, You are natu- 
rally exacting on that 
point, but have the good- 
ness to leave my first im- 
pressions alone, and — er — 
frankly, Podbury, I see 
no necessity [now, at all 
events) to take that ridi- 
culous — ^hum — ^penance too 
literally. We are traveU 
ling together, and I imagine 
that IS enough for ifcss 
Prendergast. 

Fodb, It’s enough for 


' i*.'- I / 
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“ How little you know mo ! ” 


Culch, (to himself, as he 
follows her). Really, this 
is not much better than 
Ruskin, after all. But I 
don’t despair. That last 
remark was distinctly en- 
couraging ! 

Scene— -4 large Salle d 
Manger, decorated in the 
Pompeian style. Table 
d^hSte has begun, Cni- 
CHARD is seated between 
Miss Trotter and a 
large and conversational 
stranger. Opposite are 
three empty chairs, 

Culchard^s Neighbour, 
Then you ’re going on to 
Yenioe? Well, you take 
my advice. When you get 
there, you ask for tuimy. 
Don’t forget — txmny ! 

Culch, [who wants to 
talk to Miss T.) Tunnjr ? 
Thank you. I— er— will 
certainly remember his 
name, if I require a guide. 

His N, A guide? No, 
no— tunny ’s a fish, Sir, a 
coarse red fish, with flesh 
like a raw beefsteak. 

Culch, Is that so ? Then 
I will malce a point of ask- 
ing for it— if I want raw 
beefsteak. 


“How little you know mo!” \_Atte7npts to turn to 

me— especially when you ^ Miss T. 

make yourseH so doosid amiable as this. You needn’t alarm yourself His N, That ’s what I did when I was at Yenice. I sent for the 
you won t have any more of my company than I can help • only I Manager. He came. I said to him. “ Look here, I ’m an English- 
musz say, tor two lellows who came out to do a tour together, it ’s man. My name’s Bellerby. ( Culcharb bows in vatient boredom,) 


must say, for two fellows who came out to do a tour together, it ’s man. My name’s Bellerby. (Culcbcarb bows in patient boredom,) 

7 - . ^ . T -r T . ay ^ grumbling, I’ve heard of your Yenetian tunny. I wish to taste it. Bring mie 

ijoter, I he band has finished playing ; Miss Trotter is on the some! ” 

rn A j bench With OxnJ^KL's.'D, Culch. (crushingly), A most excellent method of obtaining it, no 

inean to tell me you’ve never met anybody doubt. (Yb Waiter.) Numero vingt-sept, demi bouteille de Chianti, 
since you even cared to converse with ? ^ et siphon I n ^ y 

■fcbat strike you as so very His N, You don’t wait till I ’ve Sir I I obtain it— not 

-x i -i . . at first. The man made cxcuses. I was prepared for I told 

stpikcs me as just a little too thin. I judged him plainly, “I know what yoz^’re thinking — it’s a cheap fish, and 
you d ffo aw;ay, and forget I ever existed. you fancy I ’m ordering it out of economy I ” 

^f'^aer reproacn). How little you know me! I may Culch. [raising his eyebrows /br Miss T.’s benefit). Of course, he 
t be an— er demonstrative man, my — er — feelings are not easily naturally would think so. And that is how you got your tunny ? 
roused, but, once roused, well [wounded) — I think I may claim to I see. [Mr. Bellerby stares at him suspiciously, and decides to 


possess an ordinary degree of constancy ! 

Miss T, Well, I ’m sure I ought to feel it a vurry high compli- 


suppress the remainder of his tunny. 
Miss T, This hotel seems to be thinning some, 
ghosts right in front of us this evening. 

tJ. - 'j-T . 1 t 


We ’ve three 


Cidch, [turning wiih e^ 


I I ^ ^ tt 7 -7 7 .. ^ effusion). So we have! My friend is one, 

ttoougb. . [J^c^es, on reflection, that the less he says about this and he’ll be here presently, but I much prefer myself to see every 
^llfkat ispast. And now may I not expect a more seat occupied. There is something so depressing about a vacant 
defimte answer to the question I asked at Bmgen ? 1 our reply then chair, don’t you think ? 

T A V * X T. X 7 * Miss T. It’s calculated to put one in mind of MacbeWs little 

iuzss A. I guess It s got to be just about as ambiguous now dinner-party, certainly. But you can cheer up, Mr. Cxjlcharb, here 
—there don t seem anything I can say. There ’s times when I feel comes a couple of belated Banquos, My gracious, I dolike that girl’s 
as it it mignt be sort of elevatmg and improving to have you shining face — she has such a perfectly lovely expression, and looks real 
around ; and there ’s other times when I suspect that, if it went on superior too ! 4r j j , 


X7,a TlaIx a. \ T) X n aT- X • \l \ 1 — T MUW. Alw AX wv. AA«A o JJA OOOAA l/X J , WlAU X JXLUUJLL UX CICX JLUVSCXX LV BCC t?VCX V 

7 + xi IS past. And now may I not expect a more seat occupied. There is something so depressing about a vacant 
dennite answer to the Question I aftken at RmcrAn ? ^ Anr ttaii 


— ^there don’t seem anything I ci 
as if it might be sort of elevating 
around ; and there ’s other times 
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Culeh, {who has Just dropped his glasses into his soup), I — ah — 
which lady are you referring too ? [he deans and adjusts his glasses 
— to discover that he is face to face with Miss Hypatia Prendeegast.) 
Oh . . . I — I see—precisely, quite so 1 {He turns to Bellerbt to 
cover his confusion and avoid meeting Mis s Prenderoast’s epe,) I 
leg your pardon, you were describing how you caught a tunny? 
Pray continue. 

Mr, Bellerhu {stijfly). Excuse me, I don’t seem fortunate enough 
to have secured your undivided attention. 

Culch, {with intense interest), Quite the contrary, I assure you! 
You were saying you always ordered it out of economy ? 

Mr, B, Pardon me — I was saying nothing of the sort. I 
was saying that I told the Manager I Imew that was why he 
thought I ordered it—a rather different thing! “You’re quite 
wrong,” I said. “You may pay twopence-hafoenny a pound for 
it, and charge me half-a-crown, if you like, hut Imean to taste that 
tunny I ” I was determined not to be done out of my tunny, Sir I 

OuWh, {hreathlessly). And what did the tunny— I mean the 
Manager — say to that r 


you refuse to give it me,— well, I shall just send my courier out for 
it, that’s all!” So, with that^ they brought me some — and any- 
thing more delicious I never tasted in all my life ! 

Culch, {to himself). If I can only keep him on at this tunny ! 
{Aloud,) And — er — ^what does it taste like exactly^ now ? 

Mr, B, [pregnantly). You order it, Sir — insist on having it. 
Then you ’ll knoio what it tastes like ! 

[He devotes himself to his soup, 
Culch, {with his eyes Imcered — to himself). I must look up in 
another minute— and then ! [He shwers. 


“TYPICAL DEVELOPMENTS.” 

One of our very occasional contributors, whose valuable time is 
mainly occupied by the composition of successful novels, sends us 
the following, written by his type-writer. From this specimen it 
will be gathered what a real economy in correcting letter-press a 
) type- writer must be. 

Dear Editor 

I send you my new book to reed and if you 
likit pleaase give me a legup. 
The story ofmy other book was 
anti-turkish but has not yet 
been probited in Constanple 
though it has reachd its tetenth 
edition, at least the ninth is 
neraly all shrubshcribed bed- j 
isrereaddy. If my pullis- 
sasfide oughtbe. 

^ Never use pen now only typ- 

writr so much quickerin tellgible convenent 
an leshble Yours g SMUGGYNS 

It strikes us that either the machine stammers, or that it was. at 
the time of writing, somewhat the worse for hquor,^ or that it is a 
very truthfully phonetic -writing but somewhat indiscreet amanu- 
ensis. At the same time herewith and hereby every success to our 
friend Smuggyns’s new book. 


Hard Lines for Him.— When the first stone of a new theatre in 
Cranbourne Street was laid the other day by some Magnates of the 
Theatrical Profession — ^beg pardon, “ the Profession,” we should have 
said — Mrs. Bancroft made a telling impromptu speech, and then 
Mr. Yardiey, ancient Cricketer and Modern Dramatist, was hit on 
the head — accidentally, of course — by the bottle which is in use on 
these occasions. ^ “ Very Yardley treated,” observed Sir Drxjriola- 
Nirs, m his happiest vein. Not the first literary gent who, according 
to the ancient slang of the Tom-and- Jerry period, has been “cut” 
by lU-use of the bottle. But the unfortunate author’s sorrows did 
jjpfsiid, with this sad blow, as, very soon afterwards, his dear friends 
the Critics, with profuse apologies for being compelled to handle him 
so severely, were down upon him for his new version of a French 
mece, entitled The Planter, So the logical sequence of events was, 
that first a blow was planted, and then appeared The Planter, 

An Ecclesiastical Layman. — ^At a meeting in Kome, the “Duke di 
Sermoneta ” took the chair. If ever there were a staunch Church- 
man, this by his name, rendered in English as “ Sermon-devourer,” 
should be he. 


OUR OWN FINANCIAL COLUMN. 

Telegraphic Address — “ Crcesus, E, C, ” 

I Sir, — Let me first express my financial acknowledgments to the 
teeming millions who have honoured me, and benefited themselves 
by seeking my admce since my first u, 

letter appeared last week. Communi- 
cations containing cheques, postal 
orders, and stamps, have poured in 
upon me in one unceasing torrent. 

The consignors have, in every case, been 
good enough to say that they handed 

all they possessed over to me, in the I 

full confidence that I would invest the (i 

proceeds to the best advantage in some Ij 

of the countless undertakings in which If 

I wield a^aramoun^infiuence. Their ^ 

Investors remember that, in the j|| M 
course of the last Q-erman Expedition to l|l m 
Central Africa, a tract of country, rich iSl ® 
in every ^ mineral deposit, and ad- 
I mirably fitted for the operations of 

husbandry, was discovered in lat. 42°, long. 65°. The Germans at 
j that time had^ not a single handkerchief left, and were unable, 
therefore to hoist the German flag over the palace of the native king, 

I Gul-oull. Private information of this was conveyed to me. I at 
once fitted out an Expedition at my own expense^ placed myself at 
the head of it, and after terrible hardships, in the course of which no 
less than two hunted of my comrades either succumbed outright to 
the bite of the poisonous contango fly, or had to be mercifully dis- 
patched by the hammer (a painless native form of death), in order to 
end their tortures, I succeeded in reaching the capital, where I was 
hospitably received by the king. After a negotiation of three weeks, 
His Majesty agreed, in the kindest and most affable manner, to 
concede to me his whole country together with all its revenues, 
minerals, royalties, timber, water-power, lakes, farm-houses, stock 
and manor-houses, the whole beautifully situated in the heart of a 
first-class sporting country, within easy reach of ten packs of hounds ; 
the old residential palace replete witn every modern comfort, and 
admirably adapted for the purposes of a gentleman desiring to set up 
in the business of kingship. It matters not what I had to pay for 
tins. The secret is my own, and shall go to Westminster Abbey 
with me. The point is, that with the funds entrusted to me, I have 
formed the Cent-per-Central African Exploration and Investment 
Syndicate, and have allotted shares to all those whose contributions 
have come to hand. As to profit, I have calculated it on the strictest 
actuarial principles, and find it cpunot be less than £100 for every 
£100 invested. This may sof-m small, but in these matters moderation 
is the soul of busincfes. 1 shall have more to say on this subject next 
week. 

Answers to Correspondents, 

Dismal Jemmy. — Why do you suggest that the motto of my new 
company should be, “ Stealer et fraudax ” f Is it a Latin joke ? If 
so, don’t write to me any more. Those who deal with me must be 
British to the backbone. 

ANXiotrs.— You can’t do better than send me those £50,000. I 
guarantee secrecy and quick returns. The Eyeoyu Land Trust is 
best for your purposes (Pref. deb. 492 ; stk. 18. 2. 3). Send money 
at once to Crcesus, E.C. Delay might he fatal. 

Capitalist. — No doubt, as you say, Consols are Consols ; but take 
my advice and don’t give Goschen your money. Why not try the 
United Bladder Mortgage Company f Bladders are hound to go up. 
They were fioated at 10 and are now at 96. Verb, sap. No ; £20,000 
would not be too much. 

“ Potter.”— Something good may he done in Land Rails, if you 
can get near enough. Have a shot at them by aU means. 

“ Practical Joker.”— Quite right. Sell them. 

“ Anxious Inquirer ” wishes to be informed what is the difference 
between Preferred and Deferred. If he will tell us how much he 
expects to receive in each case, the mere calculation of the difference 
will be an easy matter ; but to receive it is quite another aff'air. If 
he wishes to know the “ distinction” between these two classes of 
securities,” it may he summed up in the answer to the question, 
“ Will you have it now, or wait till you get it ? ” 

“ A Puzzled One,” — Sell everything. 

“Meet Me by Midnight.”- Yes. A Loan. 

“ Lambkin.”— P art with No. 2, &o., but take oai*e of No. 1. 

“ Insider.”— G et out. 

“ Tottie Totts.” — Here for private consultation from 5 to 7 p.m. 

“ Richard.”— Bizzy B’s, Sell Early P’s, and Spoiled Fives. 
Buy Jingoes. 

“ Bruno.” — “ Bear” your burdens. 

“ Ada with the Goldenhair.”— S end photo at once. Cannot 
advise until we know your figure. “ Croesus, E.C.” 
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A JUBILEE GREETING ! 

{Set to a Song from Sir Walter Scott) 
November 9, 1891. 

Mr, Punch {for self and everybody) loq-uitiir 

Mt Prince, ’tis for our coming King 
We all lift glass in hand ; 

For him that loud hurrahs do ring 
To-day all round the land, 

My Prince, 

All round a loyal land ! 

Let sycophantish slave kotoo ; 

You love not such display ; 

Let courtiers cringe and creatures “ boo/’ 
’Tis not our English way, 

My Prince, 

’Tis not our English way. 

As Flora to Prince Charlie bent 
It is no shame to bow ; 

And you ’re a man to be content 
With man’s respect, I trow, 

My Prince, 

With man’s respect, I trow. 

For Fifty Years we ’ve known you. Sir, 

And liked you. Love is free ! 

That ’s why the land is all astir, 

To hail your Jubilee, 

My Prince, 

To hail your Jubilee. 

In Forty-Six Punch pictured you, 

“ A &.ilor every inch,” * 

* See Carti^, “Every Inch a Sailor,” p. 129, 
Vol. XI., Se^6, 1846. 


Toasting “ Mamma ! ” in a stiff brew 
Without a sign of flinch, 

My Prince, 

Without one sign of flinch. 

In Seventy-One he stood beside 
Your door in sad “ Suspense.”t 
We saw the turn in that dark tide 
With thankfulness intense. 

My Prince, 

With gratitude intense. 

From stage to stage your course he ’s marked 
Abroad as eke at home ; 

Where’er you’ve travelled, toiled, skylarked; 
And now mid-age has come. 

My Prince, 

And now mid-age has come. 

Come as it comes to all. Most true ! 

But, “ let the galled jade wince,” 

Still Pu71cNs pencil pictures you 
As every inch a Prince, 

My Prince, 

Yes, every inch a Prince ! 

And now your Jubilee we greet. 

With hearty English joy. 

Who, as those Fifty Years did fleet, 

Have watched you, man and boy, 

My Prince, 

Have watched you, man and boy. 

When all is done that Prince can do. 

All is not done in vain. 

That ’s why we drink Good Health to you 
Again and eke again, 

My Prince, 

Again and eke again ! 
t See Cartoon, “ Suspense,” p. 263, Vol. LXI., 
Dec. 23, 1871. 


Punch turns him round and right about. 
And leads the British roar 
Which rises in one loyal shout, 

“ Health to the Prince once more ! 

My Prince, 

Health to him evermore ! ” 

And health to her, the unfading flower 
From Denmark, o’er the foam. 

Ad multos annos^ grace, and power, 
Love, and a Happy Home, 

My Prince, 

Love, and a Happy Home ! 

Now youth has gone, and manhood come. 
Your Jubilee we keep, 

Good-will shall strike detraction dumb. 
And sound from deep to deep, 

My Prince, 

From white-clifE’d deep to deep ! 


An Apparently Hard CASE.—Miss Print 
is responsible for a great deal. The other day 
a tender-hearted person read in a daily paper, 
that a stranger ‘ ‘ arriving in^ Pari^ did not 
even know where to go and die.” How sad I 
But the compositor had only omitted the “ n ” 
from the last word of the sentence. So it 
wasn’t so bad after all, though for the stranger 
bad enough, 

‘ ‘ Music ’s THE Food.” — At the Savoy Hotel 
the band of Herr WuRHsis advertised to per- 
form during dinner. The name of the dinner 
might follow suit, and be entitled “ The Diet 
of Wurms, for Gentle and Simple.” Of course 
the band of Herr Whrhs is an attraction ; 
“ Wurms for bait,” eh ? 


Svy MtOc 


A JUBILEE GEEETING! 

Me. Pence [for self and everylody). “HEARTY CONGEATULATIOHS, SIR!— KNOWN YOU FIFTY YEARS, 

AND LIKE YOU BETTER THAN EYER ! ! ” 
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10 TRIUMPHE ! 

Or, Greek for Heifer ! 

{By an Old Boy. ) 

Thee, Camus, reverend renown 
Tliy grateful votaries seek, 

Foil’d are the Vandals who ’d “send down” 
The Genius of Greek. 

For Culture's jewell’d master-key 
They cupboard pick-locks tend, 

And in the cult of Mammon see 
Learning’s true aim and end ; 

Pit shallow youth’s impatient^fuss 
Against the grit of Cato, 

Set Ibsen up for -^schylus, 

And Ollendorff for Plato ; 

For songs august of heroes sung, 

And epic hosts embattled. 

Enforce some pidgin-Latin tongue 
By every waiter prattled ; 

For nymphs, where o’er the fragrant pines 
A sea-bright sun uprises, ^ 

Their fancy plays round primmest lines 
Of prigs receiving prizes. i 

From Sir John Cheke to Dr. Jebb, I 
From Calverlet to Milton, 

Clear spirits burst the Sophist-web, 

And rent the rook they built on. 

Welldon is falsely named in this, 

For sure, in slighting Greek, he 
^ill Learning’s final blessing miss, 

Her KOXSoS T€7roir]K€* 

What though the urchin deem it “ rot” 
(Such hasty views we stoop’d to, 


Not seeing how on earth they got 
Tetummenos from Tvpto) 

Still let us learn, not beastly facts, 
The field of any booby. 

But how thought acts and interacts. 
And contraries can true be. 



Though on oblivion’s barren shores 
He give it quick sepulture, 

Still through reluctant passman’s pores 
Instil the dew of culture. 

Still give us of the rills divine 
That flow from haunted Helicon, 

Nor rend thyself to feed the swine, 

Like a perverted Pelican. 


Keep far the time when every bee 
That booms in every bonnet. 

Shall find a chair of Apiary, 

! And drone long lectures on it. 

i Still the large light and sweetness seek 
I Of Keats’s raptured vision, 

. (Or Keate’s) — till Greek at last meets Greek 
I In brotherhood Elysian. 


A New Treasure for the Treasurer 
OF Bartholomew’s.— J fr, JBunch, G.P.E., 
General President of Everything, hegs to 
congratulate Professor Hubert Herkomer, 
ll.A.M.A., on his admirable portrait of Sir 
Sydney Hedley, and now, not only Hedley, 
but Full-Lengthly Waterlow, Bart., of 
“Bart.’s,” which H.R.H. correctly described 
as “ a very fine work of Art, painted by ono 
of our most eminent artists.” Such appro- 
bation of Sir Hubert Herkomer is praise 
indeed! Mr, Bunchy G P.E., prefixes the 
“ Sir ” prophetically. For the present it may 
be taken as the last syllable, detached, of 
“ Profes-sir£^^ 

“ Wells, ^ I Never ! ” — “Mr. Wells,” 
says the Twies Correspondent, “has made 
250,000 francs” (up to now), and “last year 
he made £20,000.’’ Talk of the waters at 
various jinking or health-resorts abroad, 
why, their fame is as nothing compared with 
the unprecedented success of the Wells of 
Monte Carlo. How the other chaps who lose 
must he like Leech’s old gent “a cussin’ 
and a swearin’ like hanythink.” So the two 
extremes at Monte Carlo may be expressed 
by the name of a weU-known shopkeeping 
London firm, i,e,y Swears and Wells. 
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NOTHING LIKE LABOUR. 

(A Pleasaitt Prospect suggested hy the 
evidence taken hefore the Royal Cmn^ 
misswn,) 

And so tte Unemployed rose from 
the ditch in -which he had passed the 
night, and made for the to-wn. It was 
early morning, and he thought he could 
possibly get something to do at the 
baker’s. 

“ Want to work ? ” cried the foreman. 
“Why, my good feUow, it is all oyer 
for the next two days. The trade only 
allows four hours, so we begin at eight 
on one night, and carry it on until 
four on the folio-wing morning. People 
get their loaves a little stale, but old 
oread is said to be good for the digestion ! ” 

So the Unemployed went on until he 
came to a half-built house. The work- 
men had left, but there was stiH a 
watchman on the premises. 

“Want to work ! Why what are you 
thinking about ! Why, our trade only 
allows two hours a day, so we build a 
house by laying foundation-stones. It 
is rather slow, but very sure.” 

So the starving man continued his 
journey. He was unsuccessful at every 
trade centre. One industry allowed its 
members to work only for three hours a 
day, another two, a third four, and so 
on. There was only one exception to the 
rule, and this (so the doctor thinks) was 
caused by necessity. The undertakers 
were fully employed twelve hours out of 
the twenty -four. Even the public- 
houses were closed at noon. The work- 
houses and casual wards were never 
empty. 

But being of a sanguine temperament, 
the Unemj^oyed cheered his drooping 
spirits by murmuring, “Better luck 
to-morrow ! ” Then he retired to his 
rather damp quarters in the country 
ditch I • 


Literary Intelligence. 

Airy opening of article hy Mr, (jINLET 
ScoRCHSAM, a rising young author, 
“Asked by Editor of Magasin des 
Louvres to let him have a paper on Art 

as Applied to Drapery ” 

Note hy the Agonised Editor [who has 
been struggling with MS. for several 
hours), “And he did let me have it, 
with a vengeance ! ” j 



A SCENE AT THE ‘^LUCULLUS.” 

Mrs, Rlmiderby, “ Now, my dear Monty, let me order the Luncheon ar-la-fraingsy. 

GaSSONG ! I WISH TO BEGIN— AS WE ALWAYS DO IN PARIS, MY DEARS — WITH SOME OH.EF- 
YOU UNDERSTAND— SOME ” 

[Ihnile, the Waiter, is in despair. It occurs to him however, presently that the Lady pn'ohahly 
means Hors d' oeuvres f and ads accordingly. 


LIGHT CONDUCT IN HEAVENLY BODIES, 

Dear Mr. Editor, 

, W^T on earth, or rather what in the starry Heavens’ name, 
15 the meaning of this heading to a paragraph in the Times of Tuesday, 
Nov. 3 : — 

“Apparent Duplicity of Jupiter’s Satellite No. 1.’^ 
Exce^that the stars are given to -wink, I have never hefore heard 
of the Heavenly Bodies bemg accused, of immorality. It is true 
that the duplicity is said to be only “ ap- 
parent ” or alleged, but this is doubtless due 
to the precaution of the scientist to escape an 
action for libel. Flatterers have often been 
accused of this vice, and Satellites are not 
much better. A “ Star ” on the stage might 

- perhaps thus acknowledge the presence of a 

friend and admirer in the Stalls or in the 
charmed Circle. But for a Heavenly Body 
ml to be guilty of duplicity, and above all for a 
n| “ Number One” BteavenlY Body, is too much. 
" No more wiU the simple fines 

“ Twinkle, twinkle, little Star I ” 

he true. No; if “Jupiter’s Satellite No. 1” takes to such light 
conduct, then shall we nave to read 


“ Wink, 0 wink, you little Star ! ” 

Henceforth let astronomers be very careful what observations 
they make. To what a state of things are we coming, when at 
night all the sublunary world is nodding, and the Stars above are 
winking. Jf there ’s duplicity in a Satellite of Jupiter, how about 
Jupiter itself ? Can we nenceforth put any trust in the Planets ? 
Are they in league with deceitful soothsayers, astrologers, aud 
fortune-tellers? I cannot further pursue the painful subject. We 
owe a debt of gratitude to the Times for exposing duplicity in the 
highest places. Imagine treachery in Aurora Borealis 1 What an 
a-^ul flirt she would be ! ! How she ’d “ wink the other eye I ” 

Yours, An Astronomer Loyai. 


From Mashonaland, — Inspired by the success of Arthur B., of 
De Gorstibus Non Disputandum, and of Sir Kettle-Drummond 
Wolff, our Grandolph meditates a surprise return to bis own 
native land and to Parliamentary life. He announces bis intention 
of changing his name, and will call himself “Lord Nil Despe- 
Bandum Churchill.” Hail to the modern Cocur-de-Lion I ” 


Final.— The Daily Chronicle says it does not regard Mr. Goschen 
as one of the Puritans of finance. Well, no, perhaps, Georg-b 
Joachim’s finance— like his manner— is rather Cavalier! 
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1 ONLY FANCY! 

Mr. Parkier- Atkinson, M.P., attending: tlie American Methodist 
Conference, has been supplying the United States with interesting 
illustrations of House of Commons manners. Incidentally he 

observed that Primitive Methodists, 
members of which body were largely 
represented in his audience, are 
“ impostors.” This led to some 
misunderstanding, and Mr. Farmer- 
Atishnson, M.P., found it necessary 
explain that he had used the 
simply in a Parliamentary 
/Pffin ' v\v^ 1R sense.” T^’’e learn by special Zadldel 

telegram that, on emerging from 
n after the meeting, the 

Ebenezer (Omaha), 
bringing down his clenched fist on 
/ w crown of the hat of Mr. Farmer- 

/ -J If M.P., altered its situa- 

/ '? I ^ direction that temporarily 

‘ ^ II ^ obscured the vision of the Hon. 

vi II 1 Wliat do you mean ? ” inquired 
m - Atkinson, M.P., 

/ ' / struggling out of the wi*eek of his 

.“i. ^^oan it in a pui^ely Pick- 
'■ \ 1 \ "0 ■ sense,” said the Rev. Her- 

VJ Ebenezer (Omaha), with a 

seraphic smile that disarmed eon- 


[Novbmbbr 14, 1891. 


tion of his ascending the throne of Bulgaria. His keen insiffh 
into European politics has convinced him that this arrangemen 

•nrnnm Q-ffnvH a eA+fl/s-rrt Afi4- aJS «« -i-w ***V’*J 




status of a Kingdom. “ I have,” he said to the Emissary of th 
Powers who approached him on the subject, “been so long accus 
tomed to associate with Crovmed Heads, that in a Prinoiualitv 
should feel like a fish out of water.” ^ ^ 

With his usual considerateness, Herr voN der Blowitzown-Trom] 
has recogmsed the inconvenience that would be imposed on his sub- 

obliged to refer to him by his ful 
title. He vuU, therefore, deign to be known on coins, postage- 
stamps, and in semi-offici al communication s, as Tromp the First. 

There is no truth iu the report that, on behalf of Mr. Johk 
M oRLEr, Sir William Harcourt waited upon Mr. Chamberlain 

the Eiffht Hon. GentlemaiJ 
mentioned Hr. Jesse Coiltngs ; and that the two seconds have 
wransed a meeting at Boulogne. The idle rumour doubtless arose 
out ot the fact that an acrimonious correspondence between the two 
rormer mends has been carried on in the columns of the Thnes. 

According to the newspaper reports, during the ceremony of 
^oeptence h^ the Prince of Wales, as President of BartholXeVs 
Hospital, of the portrait of Sir Sypnet Wateblow, the Treaswer” 
a prominent position on the platfoi-m, and tie 
Hon. Baronet sat immediately m front of it.” We learn that tMs 
arrangement led to some mismderstanding. people, on entering, not 
at first knowing which was the portrait, and which was Sir STBirar. 


. - The GEKiiAisr Empekoe has lately 

- sa. _ rearranged his scheme of work for 

Farmer Atkinson ^-eekdays. From six A. M. to eight 

j T „+• t n 1 ' j. giYes lectures on Strategy 

WrnoK “sht to ten he 

instructs the chief actors, musicians and painters of Berlin in the 
pnnoiples of their respective arts. The hours from ten toKe he 

Kmitflrf® eS't^® Memoirs in fifty-four volumes. A 

copies is to be issued. From twelve to 
oSm colonels, captures fortresses, 

dispatches to himself, and makes speeches of varying 
leng& to aU who will listen to him. Any professional repS 
K T“^*® “*®®-'^ ffisMajesty^s words is immXtely 
ttn smokeless powder. S 

^ uniforms, dismisses Ministers and 

^*®w to General Capeivi, and composes 

Ins history of How I pnoked the Bismarck Bubble.” From ei»ht 

how to*atS^^^Sr®tfLV°^®L how to teach, wives 

” attena to their families, bankers how to carry on their busi- 
ness, and cooks how to prepare dinners. The rest of the day he 

on?U next His MajesVleavIs K 

on his tenth visit to the European Courts. 

There is no truth in the report that the Lord Chancellor is 
arraiKmg a Christmas party, to which shall he invited all the 
members and connections of Ha family for whom he has found 
fc ‘®^“i ef offlee- It is well know^ S the acwS 

datiou at Lord Halsbpby s town residence is eompoi-atively limited. 

TT ^®“’ O’CONNOB, M.P. (known iu the 

SlSicHlife“m?nf John”) has decided to retire ftZ 

^ personal expenenoe durmg the Cork Election has 

SJoitio? ® ® take pSt in 

over^S!?\ea^s^ of t’hf chimney-pots, wMoh fiew harmless 

O’Oomtfov m'^ariably struck me,” said Mr. 

0 CONN OR, toymg with the bandage over his left eyebrow. 

~i;s.sriErat«‘s?S'-aiK 

ing^ of this hopeless contest was designed solelv to lead nn +a An’e 
mmdent, is one worthy only of the diseased iS^iorof a pfofe 
sional nval, who has no patients to call Hm out^ven from Ctoch. 


ECHOES FROM THE LABOUR COMMISSION. 

Commfssi^fp’ ^ ovidenoe before tHs 

Second Voice. Certainly, that is my desire. I am here to speak in 
the name of my feUow-labourers, and ^ ^ 

TifrUHon??'’ “ 

oofe! ftL^isTnly— ^ “®®* “ 

strtofaJ^- bTfefeoW that 

Ido eonsider them beneficial, most honefioial. I feel 
H^Vny t^® dove of liberty 

arMteatira J®’’- e^e in favour of 

Second V. No, I am not. For when Dives meets the beggars, 

■ ] tliea the cry of labour rises on the 

I e*'“‘T WRnt, and 

m hmiSmm ' will do. And may I ask to what 

belong P 

I Second V* I belong to none. 
Ul thinking and right-minded 

mau^ should care for his fellows 
himself. Like an eagle’ on a 
i mountain, he . 

I First K Yes, thank you, that 

liiwPilim ' ,9* ^^sk, if 

'WIHHIHn i y^^^ belong to no trade, what is 

occupation ? 

t Ik^^r^^ occupation is to 

| ^B ||P i wiR dcfl you, that 

' Notice to probable Irish Ob- 

■flil -rEGTORS on Both SrDEs.—The 

— IKBw * " / ^ Ftinch so recently 

HBWm ' Praised, entitled Tim, is neither 
jr^r" Irish nor iiolitical. Both sides can 
vHI" "" ^’•■^5!; and enj 9 y it. A Parnellite 
iMH aathor is thinking of adapting 

i-HcjCENS, and bringing out a new 
version of an old Christmas book, 

A ®“^tl®d riny Tim. 




T A denied) that Herr von dee Blowttzown- -- 

T? supervision of universal affairs o n -d - 6lb Times Revived. — The 

oontemporary. We Rewsld, the Pianist, rnnkes lus Lord Mayor. Grracious 

flbLCrJf intention does not in any case imSv fscapesto.Wicafrom Lvans!! “And,”asksamxddle- 

E'^opean Stage. It is no enthusiastic audience, who might aged Correspondent, “during this 

diplomatic drdles tha t the Herr has W anmoached MuSchin^ 
— ^ ot. James siiaiL House be known as EVANs’i ‘ " 

or Pictures ot any aescripuon, wui 

ttiero will he no exbeption. pauiea oy a stamped and Addressed hnvelopo, Cover, or V/rapper. To this rulo 


V.M.UJ....44.VO, WiXU imMI 

nave torn him into musical pieces s 
St. JTames’s Hall. 


V. ..*** WJU1.VI ajq.uJUiviUAJJ 

1 House be known as Evans’s ? ” 
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CARS, IN HONOUR OF THE WELSH LORD MAYOR, 

Strangely enongh omitted from the Procession on the Ninth. 


CANCEL, OR RECALL. 

The World last week sounded a 
note about tbe compulsory retire- 
ment, by reason of ^e, from one of 
tbe large Revenue Departments, of 
a gentleman wbo has the great honour 
to be the son of “the most distin- 
^shed Irishman of this century/’ 
if this sentence has really been passed 
authoritatively, which Mr, Punch 
takes leave to doubt, then said 
“Authority ” will do well to recall 
it in favour of the son of the Libera- 
tor, which his name is also “ Dan.” 
And, to give the well-known lines 
so often quoted, — 

“■When Dan^l saw the writing on the 
wall. 

At first he couldn't make it out at all.” 

And the sooner the ofificial writing 
on the wall — if it exists — be oblite- 
rated, the better for the^ public ser- 
vice, as, when the public, like the 
Captain in the ballad of '‘'‘Billy Tay^ 
“ Comes for to hear on ’t,” the 
said British Public will “werry 
much applaud what has been done ” 
in suppressing, not issuing, recon- 
sidering, or revoking the order. So 
sajs “Mr. P.,’\and the “B. P.” 
will agree with him. 


THE ANCIENT MILLINER. 

{His Reminiscences of the Recent Gale.) 
PAET I. 

It was the Ancient Milliner 
Stood by his open door ; 

The tale he told was something like 
A tale I ’d heard before. 

-M< « 

I called forthwith a Hansom, and 
“ Now, Cabman, drive I ” I cried ; 
“For I must get this bandbox home 
Before the eventide. 





“The bride a- 
pacing up 
the aisle 
Mad as a dog 
would he, 
Without this 
sweet confec- 
tion of 

Silk and pas- 
sementerie.” 


■ ■' Westward the 

good cab flew. 
The horse 
Was kick- 
some, wild, 
^ and gay ; , 

^ head from 

side to side 
In an offen- 
sive way. 

He tossed his head, he shook his mane, 
And he was big and black ; 

He wore a little mackintosh 
Upon his monstrous hack. 

I mused upon that mackintosh, 

All mournfully mused I ; 

It was too small a thing to keep 
So large a heastie dry. 

And on we went up Oxford Street 
With a short, uneasy motion ; 

What made the beast go sideways I 
Have not the faintest notion, 

But we ran into an omnibus 
With a short, uneasy motion. 


Paining Cats and Dogs. 


All in a hot, improper way. 
The rude ’bus-driver said. 


That them what couldn’t drive a horse 
Should try a moke instead. 

Never a word my cabman spoke — 

No audible reply— j 

But, oh, a thousand scathing things , 

He thought ; and so did I. | 

“ What ails thee, Ancient Milliner ? 

What means thy ashen hue ? 

Why look’st thou so?” — I murmured, 
“Blow I” 

And at my word it blew. 

PAET II. 

The storm-blast came down Edgware 
Road, 

Shrieking in furious glee,^ 

It struck the cab, and both its doors 
Leaped open, flying free. 

I shut those doors, and kept them close 
With all my might and main ; 

The storm-hlast snatched them from my 
And forced them back again, [hands, 

It blew the cabman from his perch 
Towards the horned moon ; 

I saw him dimly overhead 
Sail like a bad balloon. 

It blew the bandbox far away 
Across the angry sea ; 

The English Channel ’s scattered with 
Silk and passementerie. 

The siUy horse within the shaft 
One moment did remain ; 

And then the harness snapped, and he 
Went flying through the rain ; 

And fell, a four-legged meteor, 

Upon the coast oi Spain. 

Mrst Voice, 

“ What makes that cab move on so fast 
Wherein no horse I find? ” 

Second Voice, 

“The horse has cut away before ; 

The cab ’s blown from behind.” 

Then just against the Harrow Road 
I made one desperate bound — 

A leprous lamp-post and myself 
Lay mingled in a swound! 

And cables snapped, and all things 
snapped; 

When the next morn was grey. 


The Telegraph appeared without 
Its “ Paris Day by Day.” 

PAET III. 

Oh, cheapness is a pleasant thing, 
Beloved from pole to pole ! 

To get a thing at one-and-four, 

For which your friend pays twopence 
more, 

Is balm unto the soul. 

And cheaper than that Hansom cab 
Whose tale I ’ve told thee thus, 

Far cheaper it had been to take 
The stately omnibus ! 

To take the stately omnibus 
Where all together sit ; ^ 

Each takes his ticket in his hands, 

Obeys the Company’s commands, 

And pays his pence for it. 

And if you would not find yonrself 
Wrecked in the Edgware Road, 

Do not be vulgar and declare 
You wish you may he bio wed I 


THE “MASHER’S” ANSWER. 

[Dr. Arabella Kenbaly, in the Westminster 
Review, is severe on the young men of the day for 
not dancing, and avoiding matrimony.] 

Bless me, Doctor Arabella, 

Hard a lady’s hand can strike ! 

Do you really mean a 
‘ feUa’ 

Is to dance just when 
you like ? 

Why so savagely sar- 
castic, 

That we will not 
“take the floor,” 
And account the “ light 
fantastic ” 

An unmitigated bore ? 

You avow we ’re shy of 
marriage. 

Is not that too hard again ? 

When a maiden wants a carriage, 

And a mansion in Park Lane, 
Diamonds, furs, and opera-boxes : 

Although ardently one loves, 

AU the balance I ’ve at Cox’s 
Wouldn’t keep a girl in gloves. 
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Lord EaUlury {to Bill Sikes). “If yott doh't say anything, it will go against you; ano if you do, it will bis all ui> with you !” 

‘w “^ “7 ‘techmoal system’ which excludes ‘anybody who knows anything about the facts from 
most ^ ®®°V? ®'PP®” *o English lawyers, but really 

a kror&™sTnf foSSI 1 * ‘^® witness-box, and giving his evidence, subject tolhe ordeafof cross-Laminadon.’ It may bi 


L mTxSle' teSs^eX’^SW V? sto^e t‘o^ b^r all 

a trorfo^^^SfesTut eUe.’t^tt!] giving his evidence, subject tolhe ordeafof cross-Laminadon.’ It may bi 

Of^TerHihgSi^exMUe^®’^* from tke legal eye. Here ’s the Box, my Sizes ! With particular 

But I’ve lonn?f one' I* s«emB a preposterous p^ox I invite you, William, to-step inside, [pride 

^ ® diminutive To exclude the accused^ from the Witness’s Some pecuhar things, things rich and rare, 

In that ekfi T m ^ s n ^ YOU vmeE vou are there. 

As its constitn^onal j • • 

AS Its consntTitionai guardian, I A very unpremdiced Chancellor. Wl^Af. a Aiirimifl maf.+’.At* ia rn aivi rtt»Tr T 


.0 exclude the accused from the Witness’s Some peculiar things, things rich and rare, 
m IT r . , , n I Jia-'ve to show you vmen you are thei . 

lo alter that is a duty for ‘ ‘ Will you walk into my par ” dear me ! 

A very unprejudiced Chancellor. What a curious matter is memory ! 
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What, what has that old son^ to do 
With the little matter ’twixt me and you.? 

I apologise for the irrelevance, for 
I am such a logical Chancellor ! 

If yon step inside— as I trust you will — 

We shall worm out the Truth with forensic 
skill; 

And if you decline— as I hope you won’t— 
We shall know there are reasons, friend, why 
you don’t. 

So the Truth must benefit any way, 

My beloved Bill. What is that you say ? 
You don’t care a cuss for the Truth ? Oh, 
fie ! 

Truth makes one a free man. Step in and 
try! 

The triumph of Truth is a triumph for 
A highly inquisitive Chancellor I 

’TwiU be most instructive to Judge and Jury 
To hear you give evidence. Why this fury ? 
We can judge, you see, by the way he ’ll 
behave, 

’Twixt a simpleton and a clever knave. 

The Timee says so. Eh! Confound the 
Times f 

Oh, donH say so. Bill ! A man of crimes 
Might funk the ordeal ; but this is the plan 
To help the Law— and the Honest Man ; 

And therefore the plan of all plans for 
A highly compassionate Chancellor I 


ROBERT ON THE LORD MARE’S SHO. 

Well, I’ve had the grate good luck to 
have seen praps as menny Lord Mare’s Shos 
as most peeple, praps more — not so menny, in 
course, as that werry old but slitely hex- 
adgeratinff Lady, as bowsted as she had 
seen hunderds on ’em— but for sum things, 
speshaUy for Rain, and mud, and slush, the 
last one beats ’em all holler! What poor 
little Whales could have done to put the 
Clark of the Whether into sitoh a temper, 
in course I don’t know, but if he ’d have had 
a good rattling attack of the gout in both 
big Tos, like some past Lord Mares as we has 
most on us heard on, he coudn’t posserbly 
have bin in a wuss one. 

Praps them as most xoited my reel pitty 
was the Lord Mare’s six genelmen in their 
luvly new State liverries, and their bewtifool 
pink silk stockings a showing of their manly 
carves, all splashing along through the horful 
mud, and made crewel fun of by the damp 
and thortless crowd. The fust reel staggerer 
was the reel Firemen, about a thowsand on 
’em, a marching along as bold as their brass 
Helmets. What did they care for the rain 
and the mud ! and didn’t they look as it they 
was a longing for a jolly grand Fire to bust 
out, jest to show us how easy it was to put it 
out, tho’ they had lost their jolly Captin. 
Then there was the pretty Welch Milk Maids, 
in their chimbley-pot Hats,^ and their funny- 
looking custooms, all a being drawn by six 
horses, and having some Bards and Arpers to 
take care on ’em, and lend ’em humberrellars 
to keep off the rain. Ah ! won’t they have 
sum nice little stories to tell all their frends 
when they gits hack to Whales, inclewding 
their singing of wun of their hold Welch 
songs afore the Lord Mare and all his nobel 
gests in the evening. No wonder that they 
was so estonished and bewillderd that they 
^ite forgot to take off their chimbley-pot 
Hats wile they was a singing. But their 
Lord Mare and countryman kindly forgave 
’em all, and away they went rejoysing. 

Upon the hole, I ’m quite reddy to bear my 
testimoney to the fack that, if we coud by 
any posserbility have left out the horful 
rain, and the mud, and the pore soaked and 
^smal-looking mothers and children, it woud 
have been about the werry finest looking Sho 



A STAGGERER! 

Jiectoi''s Wife {instructingf an Asjnring Buttons, who has answered her advertisement). “You ’ll 
HAVE TO OPEN THE SHUTTERS AND THE BLaLL-DoOR, SEE TO THE STUDY FiRB, PUT THE 
THINGS READY IN THE BATH-ROOM, THEN CALL YOUR MASTER PUNCTUALLY AT SiX, CLEAN 

HIS Boots and brush his Clothes, clean all the Children’s Boots and Shoes, and 

BRUSH TSEIR ClOTHBS, LAY THE BREAKFAST PUNCTUALLY AT EiGHT, AFTER WHICH YOU ’LL 
HAVE TO GET THE PONY AND TrAP READY TO DRIVE TEE CHILDREN TO SCHOOL, AND BE 
BACK IN GOOD TIME. AFTER YOU ’VE DRESSED THE PONY AND CLEANED YOUR KNIVES AND 

Silver, you will make yourself Tidy, and then you ’ll lay the Lunch ” 

Aspiring Buttons {gasping). “Please, ’M— beg pard’n— place won’t do for me. Why, 
I should want a New Suit o’ Clothes before you ’ve finished telling me what I’ve 
got to do, and then I shouldn’t find time to be Measured for ’em! Good morn’n.” 

[Exit Aspirant, 


ewer seen. The Bankwet at nite was jest as good as ushal, and indeed rayther better, and 
just to sho how thuroly eweryboddy had recovered from his morning’s drenshing, the 
compny acshaUy larfed at the Lord Chancellor’s Speach, and cheered the Lord Mare 
to the Hekko ! Robert. 


Rather Vague.- Sir Edward Bradford, Commissioner of Police, informs the Puhlie, 
through a paragraph in the Times, about a meeting at the Marylebone Vestry, that, when- 
ever in the Metropolis a street is found to be dangerously slippery, some one (probably a 
policeman) is to telegraph to the “local authority” (who? watr which? where?) and 
inform him, her, them, or it (whatever represents the aforesaid ‘‘local authority”), of 
the fact. Well, and what then? Who’s to^ do what, and when is it to be done ? And 
what is the penalty for not doing whatever it is ? 


Shortly to Appear.— Almonds, by the Authoress of Cross Currents. To 
he followed by Rum Raisins, Delightful Dates, and Polly Peach. Also, Dolt Care What 
Apples to Me ! being the Story of “ A Mai wil a Cold id is Ed.” 


Bigoted.— An Anti-Ritualistic old Lady objected to paying her water-rate, when she 
was informed that she would be patronising “ a High Service.” 


Memorandum for Minor Poets.— It is an elegant thing to write ballades and rondeaux, 
but it is tyrannous to read them to your visitors. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. XY. 


Boh Pr. [to Podbuet). Yes, came over by; the St. G-othard, Wbo 
is that girl wbo was talking to Culcha.rd just now ? Do you know 
her P I say, I wish you ’d introduce me some time. 

Miss T* [to Culchaed). You don’t seem vurry bright this evening. 


ScEirE--T/ie Table dMote at Lugano; Culchaed has7iot yet caught I’dlike you to converse with your friend opposite, so I could get 


Miss Peendeegast’s eye, 

Culehard [to Mr. Beileeby), Have you~ah— been up Monte 
GenerosoyeJ? . _ .. ^ 


a chance to chip in. I ’m ever so interested in that girl ! 

Culch, Presently— presently, if I have an opportunity. [Hastily^ 
to Mr. B.) I gather that you paint yourself. Sir ? 

Mr, B, Well, yes. I assure you I often go to a Gallery, see a 


Mr, No. [After reflecting) No, I haven’t. But I was greatly i Mr, B, WeU, yes. I assure you I often goto a GaUery,,seea 
struck by its remarkably bold outline from below. Indeed, I dashed , picture there that takes my fancy, go back to my office, and paint it 
off a rough sketch of it on the back of one of my visiting cards. I in half an hour from memory— so hke the origmal that, if it were 


ar — ^kind enougli to yalue them. (^Ctjlchakd makes a complimentary sponged it up, and — ^well, it came right somehow . Luch^ that was, 
mumble,) Yes, I’m a very rapid sketcher. Put me with regular not skill, you know. I sent that picture to the Royal Academy, and 
artists, and give us half an hour, and I — ar — ^venture to say I should they did me the honour to — ar — reject it. 

be on terms "with them. Make it hours, and — ^weU, I daresay Culch, [vaguely). An — er — ^honour, indeed. [In despair^ as 
1 shouldn’t be in it. Mr. B. mes.)— Y 9 U You ’re not going ! 

Podhury [who has dropped into the chair next to Mis s Peendee- Mr, B. [consolingly). Only into the garden, for coffee. I observe 
CAST and her brother). Bob, old chap, I ’U come in the middle, if you you are interested in Art. We will— ar— resume this conversation 
don’t mind. I say, this w ripping— no idea of coming across you so later. . ^ , 

soon as this, Aw ^Jo^ce, Miss P.) Still pegging away at Miss Peendeegast rises too, and goes towards the 

my ‘‘penance,” you see ! garden. 

Miss Prend, The pleasure is more than mutual ; but do I under- Cudch, [as he follows, hastily)^ T must get this business over— if I 


stand that Mr. ? 

So tiresome, I left my 
glasses up in my room ! 
[8he peers up and 
down the line of 
faces on her own 
side of the table. 
Miss T, [to Culch,) 
I want you should 
notice that girl. I 
tMnk she looks just as 
nice as she can be,' 
don’t you ? 

Culch,^ [carefully 
looking in every other 
direction), I — er — 
mumble — mumble — 
don’t exact^*; — 
[Sere a TTaiter offers 
him a dish contain- 
ing layers of soles 
disguised undei' 
thick brown sauce ; 
CuLUHAED mangles 
it with an ineffec- 
tual _ spoon. The 
Waiter, with pity- 
ing contempt, Tut- 
tut - tut! Pesce, 
Signore— feesh ’ ’ 
damaged condition. 



“ I knock off quite a number of these while I ’m abroad like this.” 


can. ButIwishIknew 
exactly how much to 
tell her. It’s really 
very awkward — be- 
tween the two of them. 
I’m afraid I’ve been a 
little too precipitate. 

In the Garden ; a few 
minutes later. 

Miss Prend, [who 
has retired to fetch her 
glasses, with gracious 
p lay fulness) , W ell, 
Mr. CuiCHAED, and 
how has my knight 
performed has lady’s 
behests ? 

Culch, May I ask 
which knight you 
refer to ? 

Miss P, [slightly 
changing counten- 
ance), Which! Then 
— ^you know there is 
another? Surely there 
is nothing in that cir- 
cumstance to — to 
offend— or hurt you ? 


Signore— feesh Culch. eventually lands a sole in a vei'y Culch, Offended? [Considers whether this would be a good line 
damaged condition, to take,) Hardly that. Hurt? Well, I confess to being pained 

Podb, [to Miss P.) No — not this side — just opposite. [Here — ^very much pained, to discover that I was unconsciously pitted 
Culch,, in fingering a siphon which is remarkMy stiff on the — against Podbuey I 

trigger, contrives to send a spray across the table ani sprinkle Miss Miss P, But why ? I have expressed no preference as yet. You 
Peendeegast, her brother, and Podbuey, with impartial liberality), can scarcely have become so attached to him that you dread the 
Now don’t you see him ? As playful as ever, isn’t he 1 Don’t try result of a successful rivalry I 

to make out it was an accident, old fellow. Miss Peendeegast Culch. [to himself). It ’s a loop-hole— I’ll try it. [Aloud.) You 
knows you ! [Misery 0 / Culchaed. have divined my feeling exactly. In— er— obeying your commands, 

Miss P, [graciously). Pray don’t apologise, Mr. Culchaed ; not I have learned to know Podbuey better— to see in him a sterling 
the least harm done I You must forgive me for not recognising you nature, more worthy, in some respects, than my own. ^ And I know 


assure you . . . really no notion of so good a fellow. So you must really allow me to renounce vows 

T [in an undertone). Say, you know her, then ? And you accepted under— er — an imperfect comprehension of the — er — facts I 
never let on I [ Wipes his brow, 

Culch, Didn’t I? Oh, surely! yes, I’ve— er—meHhat lady. [With Miss P, This is quite too Quixotic. Reflect, Mr. Culchaed. Is 
fateful defer&nce to Mr. Belleeby, who has Just addressed him.) such a sacrifice demanded of you ? I assure you I am perfectly 
You are an Art-Collector ? Indeed? And— er— have you — er — ? neutral at present. I mzyA^ prefer Mr. Podbuey. I really don’t 

Mr, B, I ’ve the three finest Bodgers in the kingdom, Sir, and know. And— and I don’t like losing one of my suitors like this ! 
there ’s a Gubbins— a Joe Gubbins, mind you, not PoAn— tnat ’s Culch, Don’t tempt me ! I — ^I mustn’t listen, I cannot. No, I 
131 the morning-room of my place in the country that I renounce. Be kind to Podbuey— try to recognise the good in him 
wouldn t take a thous^d pounds for ! I go about using my ^es and . . ^ he is so devoted to you — ^make him happy, if you can ! 


^ , — - o o — j — — ... he is so devoted to you— make him happy, if you can ! 

Pi *5. cheap. Cheapest picture I ever bought was a Prout — Miss P, [affected), I — I really can’t tell you how touched I am, 

thirty-two by twenty ; got it for two pound ten ! Unfinished, of Mr. Culchaed. I can guess what this renunciation must have cost 
course, but it only wanted the colour being brought up to the edge. you. It— it gives me a better opinion of human nature . . it does, 
2 did that. Took me half a day, and rww — ^well, any dealer would mdeed ! 

give me hundreds for it I But I shall leave it to the nation, out of Culch, [loftily, as she mses to go in). Ah, Miss Peendeegast, donH 
I respect for Peout s memory, lose your faith in human nature ! Trust me, it is— er- fuR of 


JL oia maT, looK me nail a day, 
give me hundreds for it I But I 
respect for Peout’s memory. 


Hose your 
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surprises! {Alone,) Now am I an abominable humbug, or what? 
I swear I felt eyery word I said, at the time. Curious psychological 
state to be in. But I ’m out of what might haye been a yery unpleasant 
mess at all eyents ! 

Miss T, {coming upon him froyn round a corner), Well, I ’m sure 
Mr. ClTLCEARD I 

Ctdch, You are a young lady of naturally strong convictions, I am 
aware. But what are you so sure of at the present moment ? 

Miss T, Well, I guess I’m not just as sure of you as I should Hke 
to be, anyway. Seems to me, considering you ’ye been so vurry in- 
consolable away from me, you ’d a good deal to say to that young 
lady in the patent folders. And I’d like an explanation— you ’re 
right down splendid at explaining most things. 

Culch, {with virtuous indignation). So you actually suspect me of 
haying carried on a flirtation I 

Miss T, I guess girls don’t use their pocket-haudkerchiefs that 
way oyer the weather. Who is she, anyway ? 

Oulch, [calmly]. If you insist on knowing, she is the lady to whom 
Mr. PoDBtniY has every prospect of being engaged. I hope your 
mind is at ease now ? 

Miss T, Well, I expect my mind would have stood the strain as 
it was— so it ’s Mr. Podbuey who ’s her admirer ? See here, you’re 
going to introduce me to that girl right away. It ’s real romantic, 
and I ’m perfectly dying to make her acquaintance I 

Culch, Hum — ^weH. She is — ev— peculiar^ don’t you know, and I 
rather doubt whether you will have much in common. 

Miss T, Well, if you don’t introduce me, I shall introduce myself, 
that ’s all. 

Culch, By all means, ( To himself, ) Not if I can prevent it, though ! 


^ Sir Hei^y Woife still lingers in town, Bucharest^ m the mean- 
time, haying to get along as best it may without a British Minister. 
In private circles likely to be well-informed, the delay is understood 
to arise directly out of the fact that Lord Eandolph Chuechill is 
now “ beyond the reach of regular postal arrangements.” 

I wrote to tell Geandolph about Aethite BiJLFOtrE stepping 
into Hs old shoes as Leader of the BEouse of Commons,” says Wolppy, 
showing his white teeth ; “and, begad, I shall not leave Pall Mall 
till I hear what he says on the subject.” 


l^at is this scandal we hear about the Thinotjhmies ? The 
family are naturally reticent on the subject, but Whosethis has 
furnished us with some particulars which we believe may be relied 
on. On Wednesday afternoon, at five minutes to three (as nearly as 
we can fix^ the time), Mrs. Thinghthmy was walking down Bond 
Street, when, just as she reached the point where, as the Directory 
says, “ Here is Bruton Street,” who should pass her but Whaxshis- 
NAME. Thingummy, who, by a strange chance, happened to be 
passing in a Hansom cab, was a witness to the rencontre,^ and fol- 
lowing up the clue, came upon particidars which Whatdyeoallit 
informs us is likely to make a stir. Mr. George Lewis, being a 
friend of all parties concerned, will not accept a retainer from either 
side. 


The Daily News^ in its report of the opening of the Pood and 
Cookery E:uiibition at the Agricultural Hall, remarks : — 

“ It wQl not be the least attractive feature of the exhibition that sanmles 
may be tasted at nearly all the stalls. The exhibition includes samples or gas 
and asbestos stoves and kitchen ranges.” 


ONLY FANCY! 

We are in a position to give an emphatic contradiction to the 
rumour, put forward with much assurance, that the King of Spain 

has entered upon ne- 
gotiations of a matri- 
monial character with 
ref erence to the grand- 
niece of the Crown 
Prince of Eoumanu. 
No one familiar with 
His Majesty’s views 
on the Triple Al- 
liance, andhis openly- 
expressed opinion 
with respect to the 
occupation of Egypt, 
could for one moment 
give credence to a 
report so intrinsically 
absurd. 


llYMUND has been 
imposed upon by one 
of his young men. 
Our friend, whose 
susceptibility to the 
wiles of impostors, 
though an amiable 
weakness, somewhat 


leave Balmoral on 
Eriday the 20th inst. at half-past two in the afternoon, Her 
Ma^sty reaching Windsor at nine o’clock onl Saturday morning. 
It is twenty-five minutes to three when the Royal train will start, 
and Windsor will not be reached till five minutes after the hour 
mentioned by Rymunp. It is crass inaccuracies like these that lower 
the weekly press in the estimation of an observant public. 


Hened has been at it again. Two months ago we published the 
intelligence that the Princess Eeedeeica of Hanover would pass the 
winter months at Biarritz, a well-known watering-place almost on 
the border-land between Spain and France. This news was received 
with gratifying tokens of interest at every Court of Europe, and has 
been noted m innumerable communications passing privately between 
high personages. Then Hened comes upon the scene, and pom- 
pously makes an identical announcement as a piece of news I Far 
be it from us to take advantage of infirmity imposed upon a man by 
the idiocy of his godfathers and godmothers at his baptism. But 
we are compelled to ask, What can be expected from a man named 
Hened? 


militates against his 
perfect success in life, 
has printed a para- 
graph announcing 
that the Queen will 



We have brought this announcement under the notice of a friend 
who knows what ’s what when he ’s out to luncheon, and are dis- 
appointed at his lack of enthusiasm. He says he doesn’t care about 
taking his gas that way, and as for asbestos stoves he knows nothing 
more indigestible, unless it be a kitchen range. 


BALDER THE EAIR. 

[A Kead’-Tiece, ) 

[Eminent Physiologists assert that the most intellectual types of the future 
will be completely bald.] 

Do’st imagine aU Poets by locks hyacinthine 
Distinguished from Lawyers, Physicians, and Aldermen, 

By capiUary cataracts, thick as are thin thine ? — 

Bald, sooth to say, few undeniably balder men 
Can be found, for the comfort of heads without hair, 

Than that exquisite troubadour. Balder the Fair. 

Yes, the times are gone by 
when a Swinburne or 
Byeon 

Were loved for their love- 
locks and famed for 
their frizziness, 

When Olympian craniums, 
worthy of Myeon 
Or Angelo, bowed to the 
hair-dresser’ s business, 

When Macassar’s luxu- 
riant essences fed 
At once metrical foot and 
symmetrical head. 

Dulcinea, who dotes on that pure, polished surface 
(Like ivory turned to the billiard-room’s spherosid), 

Balder’ s occiput glassing bewitchingly her face, 

The face of his Dear, by herself in her hero eyed— 

Dulcinea would deem it profanity, were 
Tt in nature to beg for a tress of his hair ! 

So take warning, ye Minstrels whose locks are a feature. 

Be bald, e’en as bald as your verse peradventure is ; 

To be bald is the crown of the civilised creature. 

And barbers are relics of barbarous centuries : 

Still, howe’er you may strive^ you will never compare, 
For perfection of baldness, with Balder the Fair. 



A Warning.— After the recent gale, the papers reported * ‘ W hole- 
sale DESTRUCTION OF HOARDINGS.” Yery hard that hoardings 
couldn’t be saved. Stilly after all, the fact must be taken as a 
providential warning to Misers. 

From the Note-Book op a Eeplectivb Gourmet.— “ The only 
thing your friend has a right to saddle you with is . . . fine five-year 
old mutton.” 




THE "EGYPTIAN PET" 

[“We desire that Egypt should be strong enough of herself to repel all 
external attack, and to put down all internal disturbance.” 

Lord Salisbury at the Guildhall.'] 

Lrofessor of the Noble A.rtof Self-Defence (the Trainer)^ loquitur : — 

Change in my attitude ? Nay, not a hit of it ! 

Like Joanns true Daebt I ’m “ always the same.’^ 

Parties may flout, but I can’t see the wit of it j 
Surely they ought to be fly to my game. 

Such “ dis(iuisitions ” are strangely unfortunate, 

. Pain us extremely, delighting our foes ; 

"Worry one too, like a busy, importunate 
Ply on one’s nose. 

Don’t know the play of our pugilist system, “ Pet,” 

Parties abroad who give heed to such chat. 

Rival lot out of it ; nobody ’s missed ’em, “Pet,” 

(Nobody ever knew what they ’d be at). 

Now, in position of much “ greater freedom,” “ Pet,” 

Fancy they ’ll badger me into a hole. 

One thing is certain, nobody will heed ’em, ‘ ‘ Pet,” 

Poor little soul! 

They were nice trainers and backers for you, my lad. 

Pretty nigh muffed any small chance you ’d got. 

Sguare up those shoulders a little bit, do, my lad ! 

Ihat form won’t put in a slommocking shot. 

Theb fumbling style and contemptible flabbiness 
Clmffs to you yet. Ah ! thanks be, you ’ve changed hands. 
They’d crab our swun, but the Old Scuttler’s shabbiness 
Bull understands. 

didn’t bring you out, nut you in training, “ Pet,” 

Or crack you up as the Coming Young Copt. 

(Straighten up, boy ! Such corkscrewing and craning, “Pet,” 
Never a rib-roasting wunner in-popt.) 


No, you ’re a legacy I Would not deceive you, “ Pet,” 

You are a stick, and have cost a good bit. 

Still we have charge of, and don’t mean to leave you, “ Pet,” 
Till you are “fit.” 

Biceps ? Ah, verily, feeling your muscle, “Pet,” 

Isn’t a job that brings Sanjdow to mind. 

Where would you be in a real hard tussle, “ Pet ” ? 

You’re not a Pug of the wear-and-tear kind. 

Foes many menace you. Champions, boy, you know, 
Challenge all comers ; they have to — ^you bet. 

When you can do so, I ’ll leave you with joy, you know. 
But— ’tisn’t yet ! 

Thanks to our care, you ’re improving, my “ Pet,” a bit. 

Promisiim Novice, of that there ’s no doubt. 

But up to Champion form ? No, not yet a bit. 

Just try that on, and you ’ll soon get knocked out. 

Can’t say exactly how long we must bide with you. 

Help you develope grit, muscle, and pipe ; 

But we must own you to-day — (though we side with you) — 
iVb^“ Cherry Ripe!” 

[Xe/jJ 'putting the “ Det ” through his paces. 


Yeey Neae. — “The man who never makes a mistake, never 
makes anything,” said Mr. Phelps, the American Minister, in the 
cour^ of a farewell after-dinner speech. Happening to be re-read- 
mg Mr. SuETEES’ inimitable Soapy Sponge, we find that Mr, 
!magg, when applying for the situation of Huntsman to Mr, 
Pufjington, remarked, “He, Sir, who never makes an effort. Sir, 
never risks a failure,” which is just the premiss to Mr. Phelps’s 
celebrated conclusion. 

A Nuptial Penebiction.— “Hess you, my children!” as Sir 
CoENWALLis West will say in his best Principality-English to the 
happy Bride and Bridegroom on December 8 next. 
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A Call to Arms ! 


“BY JIIMGO!” 

{A Military SJcetcTi according to p'eced&td,) 

BcEm—Sancturn of the Coming General. To him enter Intelligent 
Foreigner. 

InteUigent Foreigner {politely\. I trust youwiU forgive me for in- 
truding upon you, but tne fact is I am very anxious to obtain a few 
useful nints for tbe Government I have the honour to represent. 
Coming General [effusively). Oh, certainly. Only too glad to lay 
, ^ down any work I may have in hand, to tell 

' you everytldng. Of course you have been 
over Woolwich Arsenal and the Dockyards, 

and no doubt you have 

Int, For, [interrupting). Yes, thanks, I 
have seen everythi^, and had everythmg 
explained to me. IT do not believe that 
there is a single ofS-cial secret that has not 
been revealed to me in the kindest manner 
possible. 

Com, Gen, [heartily). Come, that is as it 
should be ! We like to tell the whole world 
what we can do. 

In. For, [drily). Exactly, and teach your 
. neighbours how to do it ? 

Com, Gen, [gazing at his neglected work). But if you know 
everything, why do you come to me ? 

’ Well, I thought if I got it first hand from the Commander 
Ox the Future, it would strengthen the opinion I have already formed 
of the impreparedness of the British Empire. For I take it that the 
Bntish Empire ts unprepared ? 

Com, Gen, (amused). Why, certainly ! I thought everybody 
knew that I If war were declared now, according to all the rules of 
the game, we ought to be absolutely ruined. 

. Dear me ! I am sorry to hear it ! But surely your Fleet 

IS fairly strong ? 

Com, Gen, [laughing). What a joke! Oh, I dare say, ship for ship 
md gun for gun, we are more powerful than any other nation. But 
if hostilities broke out, our Fleet would be valueless. We shoold 
want every vessel to guard our island shores, and our commerce and 
colonies would have to shift for then^selves. 

In, For, [with concern). Dear me ! This is very sad I But then 
you have an Army ? 

Com, Gen, [with another hurst of laughter). What I Call our 
yretohed force an Army I Why, to quote a writer, whose letters 
have been published in our leading journal, “ Nobody could tell the 
Secretary of State for War how a force of forty thousand men, if it 
had to be supplemented for defensive purposes by Volunteers, could 
be supplied with ammunition for six weeks ” Call our force an 
Army ! Why, my dear Sir, the notion is absolutely ridiculous I 

In, For, But does not such a state of tnings make you 
uneasy ? 

Com, Gen, Uneasy I Of course it does ! Why, at a moment’s 
this grand old country might disappear for ever ! Why we 
all feel that we are on the point of dissolution I We know that only 
a ninth-rate Power has to send a fieet to invade us. and we should 
have to submit — that we should be absolutely eifaced, and be known 
in future as merely a geographical expression ! 

In, For, But surely this is lamentable—demoralising ? 

pom, Gen, I should rather think it was I — awfully demoralising I 

-[Sound of telephone hell,) — But will you pardon me? Some one 
wishes to siieak to me from Head Quarters. I won’t be a second. 

In, For, Certainly. Pray see what it is. 

Com, Gen, [listening, and speaking through telepho 7 ie). What! 
Not really ? Hurray ! 

In, For, Why, what is the news ? 

Com. Gen, [excitedly). Splendid ! The Great Powers of Europe 
have simultaneously declared war against us I This will be grand ! 

In, For, [m a tone of deep commiseration). My poor fellow, this 
means ruin ! 

Com, Gen, Ruin! Rot! [Through telephone,) All right, will 
start to-night, and should be in Paris by Thursday, and at St. Peters- 
burg at latest by the end of week. We can take Vienna and Berlin 
on our way home ! I wiU be with the men at Portsmouth within an 
mind our baggage ; send it on afterwards. 

In, For, [astounded). But wnat are you going to do ? 

Com, Ge7i. [with determination). Going to do ! Why give them 


another thrashing 1 
soon ! 


By-by, no time for talking! See you again 


[JExit hurriedly to heat the foe, and, strange to say, the object is 
subsequently attained — somehow ! 


An Anti-Onionist Liberal, — Mr. TiVAirE lately made a radically 
plucky speech, and is in futui’e to be known in the North as Cocky 
Leakey. 


OUR HNANCIAL COLUMN, 

Telegraphic Address, — Croesus,” Fvery where. 

Op course I ^ew perfectly weU what would happen after I had 
put forth the programme of my financial operations. I said at the 
time to my friend Gus Brummauem:, “ Mark my words,” I said, 
“ I shall have all the Crowned. Heads of the world grovelling at my 
feet and imploring, actually imploring me to allow them to hand 
over their money and their ancestral regalia to me for investment. 
They ’re bound to doit. I know the beggars well, and a more grasp- 
ing lot you couldn’t find within a day’s march of Holloway Gaol.” 
Dear old Gus (Beau Gus he is always called on account of his 
singularly attractive appearance) went so far as to pooh-pooh what I 
said. ^ I don’t bear him any ill-will. Gus was always a bit of a 
courtier, and ^ot his head turned for good, when the Japanese Prince 
Chi Ixah invited him to stay a week at his country house, and to 
act as godfather to the infant prince, Ka Chookah, the necessary 
ceremony having been postponed for six months in order to allow Gus 


to get there in time, ^hatj as I say, was the ruin of Gus, and since 
that time he has had an onensive way of giving himself not merely 
airs, but what I may call regular blasts in the company of men better 
than himself. He ought to recollect that he owes his start in life to 
the lucky chance that threw him in my way. If I hadn’t appointed 
him Chaiiman of the Turp, Pin and Bolt Company, and Managing 
Director of the New Gatefringe Syndicate, Limited, he might stiU. 
be engaged in sweeping out the tenth-rate office which was formerly 
the scene of his labours. But I never expect gratitude. I am con- 
tent to do good to my fellow-creatures without the least hope of 
merely temporal reward. On this particular occasion I was right, as 
usual. Telegrams stamped with the coats-of-arms of all the prmeipal 
dynasties of the world have been inundating me. For mstance, 
H. R. H. the Hereditary Grand Duke of Leibweh has wired to me 
in the following terms, of which I have caused an accurate trans- 
lation to be executed by my staff of paid short-hand clerks : — “ Have 
on my faithful and with-joy-inspired subjects a tax of ten reichsgulden 
each after great on the part of my ministers reluctance imposed. 
Invest proceeds for me in 
the best to your wisdom 
known company, and with- 
out delay. Perfect confi- 
dence.” Now I can assure 
His Royal Highness, who 
will look in vain for any 
other answer than this, that 
no power on earth, and least 
of aU the cajoleries or men- 
aces of the peat and highly- 
placed shall induce me to 
depart by one jot or tittle 
from the course I have 
marked out for myself . And 
I take this occasion to assure 
all other potentates that I 
do not propose by any effort 
of mine to bring wealth to 
the foreign^. The welfare 
of the British people is my 
only care. For tnem, hut 
for no others, my investments 
are open; to them alone I 
devote my unrivalled experience. And after this I trust I shall be 
troubled with no further importunities from abroad. 

I have to announce this week that I have formed The Croesus Club 
Company. I have, at immense expense, secured a splendid site in 
the very hept of the fashionable quarter^ of London. Building 
operations will begin immediatel}^ and within the next three weeks 
the members will be housed in a Club-house unrivalled for comfort 
and luxury. Ten French chefs will preside over the kitchen, and 
house dinners at a minipaum price of £5 a-head will be served in the 
Ruby Hall to the strains of the Brass Potsdammer Buben Hussar 
Band, specially retained for the exclusive service of the Club. The 
first list of members will consist of 2000, and, in order to insure 
exclusiveness, the subscription will be fixed at £500 without any 
entrance fee. ^ A list of the Provisional Committee, containing a 
Duke as Chairman and four Peers as ordinary members, will be 
issued at once. I have the authority of the Committee to receive 
subscriptions. 

I may point with pride to the fact that all the investments recom- 
mended by me have prospered, and the list of British miUionnaires 
has been heavily increased. Canadian Boodlers fairly firm, but with 
a tendency to cross the border-line. No returns. I say, “Sell.” 
M. T. Coffer Co. not very promising. (294 stk. ; Hm. pref., 19; 
mortg. deb., 44.) Clear out, if possible. Tight Rates Ry. Co. must 
be bought. But enough of this. AR that is necessary is that 
correspondents should send remittances. The rest may be left to me. 

Crcesus. 
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QUITE A LIBEL'Y PROSPECT! 

{Or what may It exjc^ected after a recent Verdict) 

Scene— JSditor^s Room, Editor and Chief Sub. discovered in 
conversation. 

Editor, And I think you have asked the Solicitors who have 
threatened us with proceedings to he in attendance ? 

Chief Sub, Yes, Sir. They are below-— shall I send them up ? 

Ed, If you please. One by one ; and kindly impress upon them 
the value of my time. 

Chief Sub, Certainly, But I think you will find they will get 
over their business pretty speedily. After they have gone, no doubt 
you would like to look at the Contents Bill, Sir ? 

Ed, Yes, please ; and now send up the Lawyers. 

[Exit Chief Sub., when the Editor returns to his writing^ until 
interrupted by First Solicitor. 

First Solor, Sorry to intrude upon you when you seem to be busy, 
but it was your own idea that I should look you up, 

Ed, Entirely. And now, Sir, perhaps you will kindly explain of 
what your client has to complain. 

First Solor, Certainly. You said of the senior member of the 
Bounding Brothers of Bohemia, that, ** although a very marvel of 
strength and grace, he could scarcely, after fifty years’ service in 
the ring, be described as a trapeze-practising acrobat.” 

Ed, Well, surely that is a most complimentary allusion to his 
personality! What does he want more than to be “a marvel of 
grace and strength ” ? 

First Solor, You say he can scarcely be described as a “ trapeze- 
practising acrobat.” 

Ed, Well, can he ? Does he ever practise on the trapeze ? 

First Solor, Well, no. But he might if Jhe liked ! You see his 
chief business is to stand at the base of the pyramid, at the apex of 
which is his smallest and lightest Bounding Brother, But he might 
use the trapeze, I repeat, if he liked. 

Ed, If vmat I hear is correct— it would have to be a strong one ? 

First Solor, Certainly— an extra strong one. We don’t deny that 
our client weighs over twenty stone. But there, as we can accept 
no explanation, will you kindly tell me the name of your Solicitor r 

Editor, Certainly, 

[Gives the requisite information^ and returns to his work, until 
interrupted by Second Solicitor, who has taken the place of 
the First, 

Second Solor, I am afraid this interview is absolutely^ useless. 
Our client can accept no apology. You announced that you believed 
that John Snooks had ceased to be in the employment of the 
Universal Cab and Fly Company. 

Editor, Who is Johii Snooks? ^ 

Second Solor, He is a driver in the service of the organisation 
I have just named— and we act for the organisation. We complain 
that you have seriously injured us by telling the public that you 
believed we had lost the services of one of our thousand drivers. 

Editor, But if we did believe it ? 

Second Solor, That is your business and not ours ; and so, Sir, we 
shall be glad of the names of your Solicitors. 

[The informatmi is afforded, and the Editor returns to his 
work, until interrupted by Third Solicitor. 

Third Solor. Sor^r to disturb you, but you have been libelling 
one of our clients. He objects to your putting his Christian name in 
the paper— says that even with another surname it will injure him 
with his neignbours. He doesn’t want his Christian name to be 
figuring in the public prints. 

Ed, And what is his Christian name ? 

Third Sohr, ZoziMUS. 

Ed, ypij, that is mine I I thought I was the only man in the 
world with that name, with the solitary exception of my godfather ! 

Third Solor, Yery likely you are — your godfather is our client. 

Ed, Then mustn’t I print my own name ? 

Third Solor, Certainly not without running the risk of an action 
for libel. The address of your Solicitors, please ? 

[The Editor gives the desired information, and then sends up 
“ the Rleasureof Editing ” to the Composing Room as a line 
for the Contents Bill as the Scene closes in. 


An Elevating Exhibition. 

At tbe Alhambra, the Little Georgia Magnet ought to attract 
thousands. Three heavy swells seated on a chair she can lift, chair 
and all, so that the little lady’s exhibition of power must have a 
wonderfully elevating effect on aU who come within the reach of her 
mfiuence. At all events, there can be no doubt that her magnetic 
force will give the Alhambra itself a tremendous lift. 


I can’t write seasonable verses,” replied Our Festive Poet, 
until I ’ve had my Christmas dinner, and then Pm mincepie-r'^d! ” 



EXCELSIOR! 

She, didn’t know you were a Musician, Herr Muller.” 

Ee, “A Musician ? Aoh, no— Gott vorpit ! I am a Wagnerian /” 



AN IMPEBIAL STAGE-MANAGER. 

■ Guillaume Deux,^^ says the Figaro, ^^prend ires au serieux sa 
tdche de moralisateur,^^ He is his own Licenser of plays, and, it may 
be presumed, collars the fees for doing the official Licenser’s work ; 
that is, if there be a department of this nature in the Lord Chamber- 
lain’s Office. And His Imperial Highhandedness not only is his own 
licenser, but is a self-appointed Stage-Manager, for, continues the 
Figaro, II a prescrit que^ dans une piece moderne, le Nouveau 
Maitre, une scene unpeu molente ne fut pas Jouie d V avant->seene, 
mais au fond du thedtre,'*^ If His Imperial Majesty should permit 
some of Ibsen’s plays to be performed. Ghosts for examine j or 
Eedda Gabler, no doubt most of the dialogue would be given right 
at the back of the stage, out of ear- shot of the audience. In ordinary 
dramas the Yillain who may have to use strong language,, or in farce 
the Eccentric Comedian who frequently has 
to utter more or less playfully a meaningless 
1 “ big big D,” would by Imperial command 
be compelled to ‘‘retire up ” to deliver him- 
self of the expletive, and then would have 
to “ come down to the front ” and continue 
the stage-business. But, not satisfied with 
merely giving the above stage-directions. 
His Imperial Majesty est alii samedi 
s^ assurer en personne que sesf ordres etaient 
bien executis,^^ No dodging such an 
Emperor as this. How would Herr Yon 
Irving and Herr Toole like this personal 
* , . , [supervision? And how about Herren 

Only m Play! * JoNES, PiNERO, W. S. GILBERT and a few 

others, who would not particularly enjoy having their stage-directions 
upset by even an Imperial amateur. The next move of Gueglattme 
Deux will he to make hmself honorary prompter, and it may be to 
cast himself for the leading parts. 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAE IYAEI. 


[ISTovbmbbr 21, 1891, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Dickens J i nihil d me alienum quoth, the B aron, 

taking up A. JV^eeTds Tramp in Dickens^ Land* By W. K. 

Hhg^s, T.L.Sm with innstrations by F. 0. Kitton, and Others, 
published by Messrs. CHAPMiJT and Hall. Ahem ! The frisky 
Etton, haying seyeral tales to play with (probably some relation to 
the Cat-’o-nine-tails, eh ?), has done his work well; and the same 
may be said for Others. The work can be recommended as a book 
of pictorial reference for Dickensian students, but otherwise it is 
ahem — superfluous. If this kind of tradii^ on the name of Dicbei^ 
continues, we shall probably become BuiGHEs’d to seeing such 
announcements as, Shortly to appear, — The Collected Dills of the 
Dutcher and Daker of Charles Dickens ; Upper Storeys of JSouses 
in whose lifeighhourhood Charles Dickens resided ; Some Trades- 
nieiHs Accounts^ Receipted and Jdeturned with Thanks^ Auto- 
graphically^ to Charles Dickens, &c., &c. ^ . 

A sad story, picturesquely commenced, and powerfully ended, is 
BunrAED Kipling’s The Tight that .Failed* But, between these 
two extremes, the conyersations haye 
. / / / the deadly fault of being wearisome, 

( \ 1 Ilf i L / and, as to the manner of their conver- 
sation, were the Baron compelled to 
k l\ listen to much of it, life would indeed 

^ ^ liyiag. Tlie -womeii-Mnd MEMS FROM MONKEY-LA.ND. 

— in it are all detestable; there is none 

them that doeth good in the novel, {Being a Deport made to the Boy al Simian Society'' ly Brofcssor Hairy \ 
becomes gradually Myas^F,B,S.S., with compliments to Professor Gamier, who continues 
11^^ gloomier and gloomier, and, indeed, it is his articles an a Simian Language" in “ The New Beniew" for 
' well styled TAe JPfl577ed. Since this month.) 

Daudet’s Jack, Baron calls to mind j past paid considerable attention to the sounds 

, no book more pitiful, no characters more Human Beings who are permitted to observe our 

heartless, and no sadder ending. Clever, movements, in the wire house which the Proprietor of these gardens 
of course; artistic, equally so; but .weU, obligingly placed at our disposal, rent free. My object has 

The Light that FaUed ; or, Inv ^ discover whether the Human Species, though belonging to a 

a TSief in the Candle. m heavily for Christmas festivities, have to have anything corre- 

. , . . pltua-ppadmg, creams, gpo^ding to the language which is the recognised means of com- 

sweets, and mmce-pies, and on the day after Bo^ong Day, stay in- ^ioatmg between Apis. 

iooia, ^iieaA The Light that Failed. + u <s..r I have been mneb assisted in my investigations by the kind help 

tb?Stop?rX levels, fSed^L’^Ltmption foei’iently 

Petee the Salt for tales of the sea. are specially busy at Christmas of ^utf to come and make 1 

time. To quote the ancient song oi the Mistletoe Bough -- Z AZm 

“ The Baron’s retainers were Bl}i;he and G-ay ; ” vimtors ; the elder members i 

and so are they now, as the Ladies Belinda Blythe and G-kiseld A of t^®Chmpanzee Family m 

Gat undertake a considerable proportion of such seasonable review- .^so been most useful, IS £ {jm 
ing as is more or less expected from the Baeon de Book- Worms f^3,ve often restrained \ 

about this season of the year. But the Baron reviews the reviewers, their house- ^ 

and presents the public witb only the pick of the basket, How, once . from interrupting mv 

for the Baron gives notice hereby and herewith nevertheless and lEqRiries ^ by ill - timed MmW \ ^ v 

all to the contrary notwithstanding, that neither he nor his retainers pleasantries. Only onc^ in M w 

will take notice of Christmas puzzles, such as, for example, the fl^.® whole course of these r^, I ^ ^ Ir 

bilious-looking “Spots Puzzle,” which ought to be dedicated to scientific labours have I had „ , WlMnmllU ti W 

Little Bed Biding Hood, as it is 'brought out by “Wolf.” The seriously to complain of my |j||||[|jl 

Baron cannot listen to “the cry of Wolf.” Let that be understood. being ‘made use of as a J jj jljiK Jjp| B W 

How, iu the way of Books, what is there for Christmas fare? There is s’v^g. ‘"if ' M' mw jn M} 

It was not long before I 1 jwJ 
came to the conclusion that VIM 
men do really mean some- Jn ( 

thing by the extraordinary , 

^ihberings and chatterings — 
in which they indulge. My ' 

first experiment was on a female of the species, with a blue feather 
in her bonnet. At a sign from me, a young Cbimpanzce suddenly ! 
and adroitly snatched the bonnet from her head. The sound she ' 
uttered was, as nearly as I can put it, wh-oo-iv J ending in a shrill 
scream. I therefore take the oo sound to indicate alarm, or dissatis- 
faction. Exactly the same vowels were used by the Male. ^ 

The mischievous young of the Human Speciesj we have discovered, 
also have this oo sound, and use it when they wish to frighten us. 

The three conclusions which 1 have drawn from my inquiries are : — 

1. That Human Beings understand the sounds they utter to each 
other, and therefore i)ossess a language, as we do. 

2. That Human Beings have, in a very imperfect and rudimentary 
shape, the faculty of reason. 

3. That Apes have descended from Men ! In other words, that 
a Monkey is only a highly-developed and more agile Man. 

These, no doulbt, are startling conclusions, and I expect them to 
sAi excite controversy. In fact, an Ourang-Outang friend of mine, to 

-Ro 'CD- whom I mentioned them, was so shocked, that he has declined alL 

BlMkie and Son mtrodnoms tbemselvos to the Baxon de Book-Wonna._ noxirishment ever since. But I rely on tke scientifto spirit of this 

friend Blackib, who doesn’t keep himself dark, hut comes out with grea^t society to do me justice ; and I venture to add a request that 
in Plenty, whose Dash for Hhartoum will he^ appreciated it will see fit to endow research by voting an extra supply of apples 
eyenby those who don’t ordinamy care a dash for anything. Ask for and nuts to the Chimpanzees, the Anubis Baboon, and myself, 
Bubntt, and see that you get him* Mr. Manviilb Fenn ought long while we are at work on this very fatiguing field of inquiry. 


ago to have changed his name to Boyville Fenn, as he is so as- 
sociated with Books for Boys, and his BrownsmiWs Boy is more 
boyant than ever. “A capital book” says the Baron’s chief 
adviser. Find out The Boner's Secret, hy Haeet Collingwood ; 
it is worth knowing, and make friends with Annie Armstrong’s 
Three Bright Girls, 

Angling Sketches, hy Andrew 1jE:k<3c— A ndrew H Angler— zxe 
delightful reading. The Baron pictures to himself the thoughtful 
and Balfour-like Andrew on a bank by the river, rod stuck into 

f round, pencil and note-book in his hand. “ What is he doing, my 
oy ? ” inquires the Baron, of the hook-baiting boy. “ He ’s ketch- 
ing snmtMnk,” whispers the urchin. Is it Historical Hotes on the 
Diet of Wurms f is it necessary to show that the fish have no 
consciousness of Pain ? Or, is he composing Lines to my Bod f Or 
isit a disquisition on “ ingratitude,” showing how the stream goes on 
murmuring ? And does he classically remind it how silent it ought 
to he,— Dumb defluit annis ? Or does the stream mumur because 
our Andrew the Fisherman has been “whipping” it? Should 
he betake himself to fly-fishing, let his motto be ‘‘Strike and 
spare not ! ” and if he would be wise above his fellows in the gentle 
art of catching fish, let him consult The Incomplete Angler, says, 
disinterestedly, The Baron de Book-Worms. 


q::^ KOTICE. — ^Eejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case be returned, not evep wb§p aepon^pani^d by a Stamped aad Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this role 
there will be no e;rception. 



Blackie and Son introducing themselves to the Baron de Book-Worms, 
friend Blackib, who doesn’t keep himself dark, hut comes out with 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

No. YIL— TO VANITY. 

Dear VANiry, 

iMAanTB my feelings when I read the following letter. It 


distinctions has never been equalled ; his advice has been sought by 
! G-erman Professors. Yet he carries all this weight of celebrity and 
' leanmg as lightly as if it were a wideawake, and seems to think 
nothing of it. But he has Ms weak point, and, like Achilles, he has 
it in his feet. 

TMs veteran investigator, this hoary and venerable Doctor, would 


lay-quite innocently on my Breakfast-table^^^^^ of pliers. It cieerfunFg^e yer" 

^as stamped in aeor^wy^ ^ ^ tio^e feet are 

and addressed correctly, though how the charmmg^^iter discovered Qjid compliment him on the fact. They are small, there is no 

my address I cannot undertake to say ; m ^^^12 enough to be encased without agony in the 

m 3iatty, pointed boots that he habitually wears. Let anybody 

every^y correspondence. I opened it carelessly, and tMs is what I wants to get anything out of Dr. Peaoam lead the conversation 

read:— ^ craftily on to the subject of feet and their proper size. Let him 

ErDicxTLOUS Being, — ^In the course of a fairly short life I have then make the discovery (aloud) that the Doctor’s feet are extraor- 
read many absurd things, but never in all my existence have I dinarily small and beautiful, and I warrant that there is nothing 
read anything so absurd as your last letter. ^ I don’t say that your the Doctor can bestow which shall not be freely offered to tMs cunning 
amiable story about Heemione Mateloom is not absolutely true ; flatterer That is why Dr. Peagam, a modest man in most respects, 
in fact, I knew Heemione myself when everybody was always insists on sitting in the front row on any platform,^ and 

raving about her, and I never could understand what all you men ostentatiously dusts his boots with a red sillc pocket-handkerchief. 


(for, of course, you are a man ; no woman could be so foolish) saw 
in her to make you lose your preposterous heads. 

To me she always seemed silfy and affected^ and 
not in the least pretty, with her snub nose, and 
her fuzzy hair. So 1 am rather glad, not from fm , 
any personal motive, but for the sake of truth and Ef 

Justice, that you have shown her up. No ; what I 
do complain of is, your evident intention to make ' 

the world believe that only women are vain. You 
pretend to lecture us about our shortcomings, and aU^g/M 
you don’t seem to know that there is no vainer 
creature in existence than a man. No peacock 
that ever strutted with an expanded tail is one- 
half so ridiculous or silly as a man. T make no 
distinctions— aW men are the same ; at least, 
that ’s my experience, and that of every woman I 

How do you suppose a woman like Heemionb 
succeeds as she does? Why she finds out (it 
doesn’t take long, I assure you) the weak points 
of the men she meets^ their wretched jealousies, 
affectations and conceits, and then artfully pro- J 

ceeds to flatter them and make each of 
them think his particular self the lord 
of creation, until she has all the weak 

and foolish creatures wound round her ' 

little finger, and slavisMy ready to fetch 
and carry for her. And all the time 
you go about and boast of your conquest 
to one another, and imagine that you 


Then, again, who is there that has not heard of Major-General 
Whackley, V.C., the hero who captured the 
ferocious Ameer of Mudwallah single-handed, 
and carried him on his back to the English 
camp— the man to whose dauntless courage, above 
all others, the marvellous victory of Pilferabad 

P was due ? Speak to Mm on military matters, 
md you will find the old warrior as shy as a 
jchool-girl ; but only mention the word poetry, 
md you ’ll have Mm reciting his baUads and odes 
:o you by the dozen, and declaiming for hours 
;ogether about the obtuseness of the publishing 

I don’t speak now of literary men who value 
:hemselves above Lamb, Dickens, and Thacke- 
iAT, rolled into one ; nor of artists who sneer at 
Titian ; nor of actors who hold Gai^ck to be 
absurdly overrated. Space would fail me, and 
patience you. But let me just for a 
brief moment oaU to your mind Eoxand 
Peettyman. Upon my soul, I tMnk 
Boland the most empty-headed fribble, 
the most affected coxcomb, and the 
MiW I most conceited noodle in the whole 
world. He was decently good-looking 
once, and he had a pretty knack of 
sketcMng in water-colours. 

f But oh, the huge, distorted, over- 


you go about and boast of your conquest ft weening conceit of the^ man ! I have seen him lying full 

to one another, and imagine that you /w AL length on a couch, waving a scented handkerchief amongst a 

have subjugated her. But she sits at l7k » " crowd of submissive women, who were grovelling round him, 

home and laughs at you, and despises v while he enlarged in his own pet jargon on the surpassing 

you all from the flinty bottom of her heart. Bah! you’re a merits of Ms latest unpublished essay, or pointed out the 
pack of fools, and I’ve no patience with you. As for you per- beauties of the trifling pictures which were the products of his in- 
sonally, if you 7 nust write any more, teU your fellow men some- effective brush. He will never accomplish anything, and ;^t to the 
thing about their own follies. It won’t be news to us, but it may end of his life, I fancy, he will have his circle of toadies and flatterers 
open eyes. If you can’t do that, you had better retire into your who will pretend^ to accept Mm as the ev^^list of a glonous 
tub, and cease your painful barking altogether. I ’ve got my eye on literary and artistic gospel. For unfortunately he is as rich as he is 
you, so be careful. I remain (thank goodness) a Womw ii^iP^dent and incompetent, when he drives out in a Hansom 

^ ^ ^ yy OMAN. never ceases to simper at his reflected image in the little corner 

Now that was not altogether an agreeable breakfast dish. And looking-glasses, by means of which modern cab-proprietors pander to 
the worst of it was that it was so supremely unjustifiable. Had my the weakness of men. Such is your handiwork, my excellent 
indignant correspondent honoured me with her address, I should Vanity. Are you proud of it ? 


have answered her at once. “ Madam,” I should have said, “your 
anger outstrips your reason. I always intended to say sometliing 
about men. I had already begun a second letter to my friend Vanity 
on the subject. I can therefore afford to forgive your hard words, 
and to admit that there is a certain amount of truth in your strictures 


Yours, &c., 


Diogenes Bobinson. 


ANSWERS TO COBBESPONDENTS. 

' One Who Doesn’t Enow Everything.”— Y ou ask. What are 


auu. UU aUJLUAU euau tJJLUl’tJ IS U UCJL IU-JLU timUUJUl; Ui 1/1 UtU JJUL VULU- OUXAUU UJL CO -r T> 1} Q TT TT^ T 

on US. But please don’t write to me again so furiously. Such the duties of the Banger . ^ ® 

excessive annoyance is quite out of keeping with your pretty hand- kitchen-ranges m the kitchens of Buckin^h^^ 

writing, and besides, it takes away my appetite to think I have Wmdsor Castle, Balmoral, and Osborne. Hence the style and title, 
even involuntarily given you pain. Be kind enough to look out for ;-p I’o o-n 

my next letter, but don’t, for goodness’ sake, tell me wbat you think . wishes to 

^ a. cJ » A 

, I »w to tTO »»* ■>!«. H gKi? telTSuSKp uSS“S.' tMto riSSp to 


I address myself to the fountain]hoad. My dear Vanity, I never 


J. jLujooxx i/u L/xxo xv/uxii/axxx_xxuau. jaxj u.cax x ^ > f . I 

shall understand why you take so' much trouble to get hold of men. /^■p 

They are not a pleasing sight when you have got them, and after a ^ 

time it must cease to amuse even you to see yourself reproduced over Milton s does the follo'^g oou^et occur t 

and over again, and in innumerable ridiculous ways. For instance, J, ^ i ^ 

there is Dr. Peagam, the celebrated author of /n(^o-j5b5rmc To play the iaw-soon. 

Tales: a 9 ieto Theory of their Itise and Development, with an How are the lines to be ^scanned? A.ns» On internal evtclence, we 
Excursus on an Early jiryan Version of Three Blind hfice*^^ question whether the lines are M i l ton’s. In the absence of our 
Dr. Peagam is learned; he has the industry of a beaver; he is a Poet, who is out for a holiday, we can only remy, that if short- 
coire&pondent of goodness knows how many foreign philosophical, sighted, you can scan them by the aid of a powerful glass oi your 
philological, and mythological societies ; Ms record of Uniyeraty favourite compound* 
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* / 

shore-ligbithouncs, rook lighthouses, and light-ships of tho United Kingdom, 
and propertv. as well as natioTi»l*^foZ<. > a *^^ 8 :®neral telegraph system of tho country, ‘ as a moans for tho protection of life 

hour ofXS iitmZtu^H .... France and America, Holland and Denmark, provide their seamen with this great safeguard in the 

nour 01 their utmost need. Is England content to let her sailors die by hundreds for want of a Uttle money, or for want of a little^e ?’>-&.] 


hour of theiT iitmftRf- tippH Th atari n +* * * ’ ^ t ■ iioJiand aad Beumark, provide thou* soaoaeii with this ^reat safeguard in the 

nour ot their utmost need. Is England content to let her sailors die by hundreds for want of a Uttle money, or for want of a little 

this nigh shore?^ seamen are her sUield, who vaunts in speecUand 

ih'ospero. But are they, ArieL^safe^f heaxB her mariners! Wake, Campbebi, swift and 

Ariel, TSTrif. a VraiV vMMi*iov«>/i I _ - strong 


Irospero, But are they, Ariel, s^e ? ’ oQaxB her mariners! Wake, Campbebi, swift an 

Not a hair perish’d. n-P xt. u • » 

Tempest, Act I., Scene 2. as the salt waves you sang as none could sing I 

!I^^re s many an English heart will hear with -fiArAa 


Content ^ There ’s manv nn PTio-iieh s„«n i, ^ BrBpnr, of the homelier flight, but steady waft of wing ! 

ih.. 1 .,. faM "‘^^1 a 
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ContBnt f Whilst round our rocky coasts the souls who guard them 
sink, [brink, 

Death clutching from the clamorous brine, hope beaconing from the 
With lifted hands toward the Hghts that beam but to betray, 
Because dull Britons fail to think, or hesitate to pay ? [went, 

No ! With that question a fierce thrill through countless listeners 
And, hoarse with indignation, rings the answer, “ Not Content I ” 


When the Armada neared our coast in days now dubbed as “dark,” 
Pre-scientifio Englishmen, whom no Electric Spark 
Had witched with its white radiance, yet sped from height to height 
Of Albion^s long wild sea-coast line the ruddy warning Light. 

“ Cape beyond Cape, in endless range, those twinoing points of 
fire ” * 

Reveille shot from sea to"sea, from wave- washed shire to shire ; 
Inland, from hill to hill, it flashed wherever En^ish hand, 

Helpful at need in English cause, could grip an English brand. 
To-day ? Well, round our jutting cliffs, across our hollowing bays 
Thicker the light-ship beacons flash, the lighthouse lanterns blaze. 
From sweep to sweep, from steep to steep, our shores are starred with 
light, 

Burning across the briny floods through the black mirk of night. 
Forth-gleaming like the eyes of Hope, or like the fires of Home, 
Upon the eager eyes of men far-straining o’er the foam. 

G-ood ! But how greatly less than good to fear, to think, to know 
That inland England ’s less alert against a whelming foe 
Than when bonfire and beacon flared mere flame of wood and pitch, 
From Surrey hills to Skiddaw ! 

Science-dowered, serenely rich. 

Safe in its snugly sheltered homes, our England lies at ease. 

Whilst round her cliffs gale-scourged to wrath the tiger-throated seas 
Thunder in ruthless ravening rage, with rending crash and shock, 
Through the dull night and blinding drift on leagues of reef and rock. 
More furious than the Spaniards they, more fierce, persistent foes. 
These deep- gorged, palud, foaming waves. Yes, bright the beacon 
glows. 

Warmly the lighthouse wafts its blaze of welcome o’er the brine ; 
The shore ’s hard by, but where the hands to whirl the rescuing line ? 
To launch the boat r— to hurl the buoy r” The lighthouse men look out 
Upon their wreck-borne brethren there, their hearts are soft as stout. 
But signals will not pierce this dark, shouts rise o’er this fierce roar, 
Rescue may wait at hand, hut— there ’a no cahle to the shore ! 


Content with this ? Nay, callous he whom this stirs not to rage. 
Punch pictures, with prophetic pen, a brighter cheerier page. 

Which must he turned^ and speedily : 

Good Mr. Prospeeo Bull, 

Your Ariel is the Electric Sprite, Dibdin, of pity full 
For tempest-tost Poor Jack, descried a Cherub up aloft 
Watch-keeping o’er his venturous life. That symbol, quoted oft. 
Must find new form to fit the time. The Ariel of the Spark 
Must watch around our storm-lashed coast in tempest and in dark. 
Guardian of homeward-bound Poor Jack, to spread the news of fear, 
And tell him, battling with the storm, that rescuing hands, though 
Are not made helpless in his hour of agonising need, [near, 

By ignorance that heeds not, and neglect that fails to heed. 

* Macattlay^s Armada. 


ALL BEEEY WELL. 

Sill,— As there is so much talk just now about the best way 
in which to make Coffee, I will mention the plan I adopt, in the 
hope that some of your readers may imitate it in their own homes. 
It is very simple. You take some of the excellent “ Coffee Mixture,” 
sold by the “Arabo -Egyptian Pure Parisian Berry Company, 
Limited,” at sixpence the pound. You need not give more than 
one tea-spoon to every four persons, as the coffee is very good and 
thick. Add condensed milk, and fill with water, after which, let 
the pot stand on the hob an hour before use. You would be sur- 
prised at the quality of the fluid which results. It gives general 
satisfaction in my own circle. My nephew, who lives with me, 
declares that it is the only genuine coffee he has drunk since he 
returned from the East. He usually, however, has his breakfast out. 
My General Servant says that “ she prefers it to beer ” (though she 
takes both), and has asked me for some to send to an Aunt of hers 
with whom she has quarrelled. I think this very nice and forgiving 
of her, and have allowed her a quarter of a pound for that purpose. 
My son-in-law, who unfortunately is rather addicted to drink, says 
it is “the finest tap he ever tasted,” and adds that if he could be 
sure of always having such Coffee, he would join the Blue Ribbon 
Army at once. Hitherto he has not joined. 

Yours humbly, Martha Huswife. 

Sir,— At my “Home for Elderly Orphans of Defective Brain 
Power,” I give an excellent Coffee, made of five parts chicory, a,nd 
one of Mocha, supplied at a cheap rate by a House in the City, which 



“ Oh, looKj Mtjmmie ! Now it 's left off Raining, he ’s 
COME OUT of his Kennel ! ” 


owes me money, and is paying it off in this way, with skim-milk 
added, in moderation, and no sugar. ^ None of the orphans has ever 
complained of my Coffee. I should like to^ catch them doing so. It 
is nonsense to say the art of coffee-making is unknown in England* 
Yours, indignantly, Cleopatra Jones, 

Sir, — ^Here is the recipe for Coffee which we^use at this Buffet : — 
“Place one pound, ’of the ‘ Nonpareil Turkish Pasha’s Special Brand 
Extract of finest Mocha ’ in the urn in the morning. Pour on boiling 
water to half-way up. Let it stew all day. Draw off as wanted, and 
dilute with ‘ Anglo- African Condensed Cows’ Milk.’ ” 

Strange to say, we do not find great demand either for Coffee or 
Tea (made on similar principles) \ but it is as well that the Public 
should know that we nave .Doth in constant readiness, and of first- 
dass quality. The traveller who has drunk a cup of this Coffee in 
conjunction with one of our celebrated Home-maae Pork Pies, does 
not reqwe anything else till the endof the very longest journey, and, 
probably, not even then. 

Keeper op the Refreshment Room, Starvem Junction. 


The Georgian Era at the Alhambra.— Mrs. Abbott is an 
electric wonder. Not strong muscularlyj but with sufficient electric 
power to support four or five of the inferior sex heaped anyhow on a, 
chair. Such a woman is a crown to a husband— nay, any amount of 
crowns at £200 per week— and capable of supporting a family, how- 
ever large, all by her own exertions, or indeed, with scarcely any 
exertion at all. At present, though married, she is a femme seule : 
but how long will she remain the only electric wonder in 
London? Many years ago there was a one-legged dancer 
named Donato. Within sixteen weeks there were as many one- 
legged dancers. We don’t speak by the card, of course, but one- 
legged dancers became a drug in the market. Alrea^ we hear of 
“ A Dynamic Phenomenon” at the Pavilion. Little Mrs. Abbott is 
an active, spry little person, yet her “ merfe ” is, at present, 

I without a parallel. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. XYI. 

ScEJfE — Terrace atid Grounds of the Grand Hotel Villa dHste^ on 
Lake Como, PoDBtrRY and Ctjlchard are walking up and down 
together, 

Podbury, Well, old ciiap, your resigning like that has made all 
the difference to me, I can tell you ! 

Culchard, If I haye succeeded in adyanoing your cause 'with Miss 
PiiEiTDEitGrAST, I am aU the better pleased, of course. 

Podb, You have, and no mistake. She ’s regularly taken me in 
hand, don’t you know— she says I ’ye no intelligent appreciation of 
Italian Art ; and gad, I belieye she ’s right there ! But I ’m pulling 
up— bound to teach you a lot, seeing all the old altar-pieces I do ! 
And she gives me the right tips, don’t you see ; she ’s no end of a 
clever girl, so well-read and all that ! But I say — about Miss Trotter ? 
Don’t want to be inquisitive, you know, but you don’t seem to be 
much about with her. 

Gulch. I — er — ^the feelings I entertain towards Miss Trotter have 
suffered no change — ^quite the reverse, 
only— and I wish to impress this upon 
you, PoDBTJRT— -it is undesirable, for— 
er— many reasons, to make my attentions 
— er— too conspicuous. I— 1 trust you 
have not alluded to the matter to— well, 
to Miss Prenbbr&ast, for example ? 

Podh. Not I, old fellow— got other 
things to talk about. But I don’t quite 
see why 

Culck. You are not required to see. 

I don’t wish it, that is aU. I— er— think 
that should be sufficient. 

Podb, Oh, aU right, I^U keep dark. 

But she ’s bound to know sooner or later, 
now she and Miss Trotter have struck 
up such a friendship. And Hypatia 
be awfully pleased about it— why 
shouldnH she, you know ? . . . I ’m going 
to see it there’s anyone on the tennis- 
court, and get a game if I can. Ta-ta ! 

Culch. [ahne), Podbury knows very 
little about women. If Hyp — Miss 
Preisdergast — once found out why I 
renounced my suitorship, I should have 
very little^ peace, I loiow that— I’ve 
taken particular care not to betray my 
attachment to Maud. I ’m afraid she ’s 
beginning to notice it, but I must be 
careful, I don’t like this sudden inti- 
macy between them — it makes things 
so '^ery awkward. They ’ ve been sitting 
j^der that tree over there for the last 
half-hour, and goodness only l^ows 
what confidences they may have ex- 
changed ! I really must go up and put 
a stop to it, presently. 

Under the Tree, 

Hypatia, I only tell you all this, 
sweetest one, because I do tbi-nV you 
have rather too low an opinion of men as 
a class, and I wanted to show you that I 


Hyp, Certainly^ not. The whole beauty of ^ the^ idea lies in the 

same 
■indi- 



unsef^sh and exclusive devotion of every knight to the 
sovereign lady. In this case I happen to know that the— a- 

yidual had never met his ideal until 

Maud, Until he met you? At Nuremberg, wasn’t it? My! 
And what was his name ? Do tell I 
Hyp, You must not press me, sweetest, for I cannot tell that— 
even to you. 

Maud, I don’t believe but what I could guess. But say, you 
didn’t care any for him, or you ’d never have let him go like that ? 
I wouldn’t. I should have suspected there was something behind I 
Hyp, My feelings towards Mm were purely potential. I did him 
the simple justice to believe that his self-abnegation was sincere. But, 
with your practical, cynical little mind, darling, you are hardly 
capable of— excuse me for saying so— of appreciating the real value 
and meaning of such magnanimity I 
Maud, Oh, I guess I am, though. Why, here ’s Mr. Cdlcbcard 
coming along. Well, Mr. Culchard ? 

Culch, I — ah — appear to have interrupted a highly interesting 
conversation ? 

Maud, Well, we were having a little 
discussion, and I guess you ’re in time 
to give the easting vote— Hypatia, you 
want to keep just where you are, do you 
hear? I mean you should listen to 
Mr. Culchard’s opinion. 

Cxdch, {flattered). Which I shall be 
delighted to give, if you will put me in 
possession of the — er — facts. 

Maud, Well, these are the— er— facts. 
There were two gentlemen under vow— ! 
maybe you ’ll understand the working of I 
that arrangement better than I do ?— | 
under vow for the same young lady, 


at the conclusion the other admirer is 
the better man, and, being a friend of 
his, he ought to retire in his favour, and 
he does it, too, right away. Now I say 
that isn’t natural— he ’d some other mo- 
tive. Miss Prendehqast here will have 
it he was one of those noble unselfish 
natures that deserve they should be 
stuffed for a museum. What ’s your 
opinion now ? 

Culch. {perspiring freely). Why — er 
—really, on so delicate a matter, I— 

I [He maunders. 

Hyp, Maud, why will you be so head- 
strong! {In a rapid whisper,) Can’t 
you see . . . can’t you guess f , , , 

Maud, I guess I want to make sure 
Mr. Culchard isn’t that kind of mag- 
nanimous man himself. I shouldn’t want 
him to renounce me! 

Hyp, Maud ! You might at least 

wait until Mr. Culchard has 

Maud, Oh, but he weeks ago, 
at Bingen. And at Lugano, too, the 
other day, he spoke out tolerable plain. 


havrmeUtlea;t7»7mrnX^^ . I guess "lie .di-Tu’t wish aBy secret made 

of a real and disinterested devotion^ Bound to teach you a lot, seeing all the old altar-pieces I do ! ” about it — did yon, Mr. COXCHARD ? 
ilfaKrf. -WeU, I allowed that was ‘about your idea. CU/cA. J-ab-this conversation is 


Syp. ^d don’t you recognise that it was very fine of him to sive 
up everything for his friend’s sake f * 

J^ud. I guess it depends how much “everything” amounted to. 
Mp. {anmyed). I thought, darling, I had made it perfectly plain 
what a sacrifice it meant to him. /know how much he— I needn’t 


J-aII — A-T- r. ■* -“-•J.VTT AAVTr JXLUUJLl JUC— , 

! tell you there are certain symptoms one czxmot be deceived in. 

needn’t tell me that, love. And it was 
under vow for 

T? than stand m his friend’s light-only I don’t lust 

how that was going to help his friend any. 

Myp, Don’t you, dearest ? Not when the friend was under vow 
xor me, too r 

PuEiTDEEeAST ! And how many admirers 
do you h^e around under vow, as a regular thing ? 

se^ratonetimT® 

liberal allowance, too. I don’t see how 
^ut maybe each gentl^ 


[JBscapes with as much dignity 


rather ... If you ’ll excuse me- 
as he can command, 

• “^y dear,- that ’s the sort of self-denying hairpin he 

i What do you think of him now ? 

Hyp, I do not think so highly of him, I confess. His renunciation 
was evidently less prompted by consideration for his friend than by a 
recollection— tardy enough, I am afraid— of the duty which bound 
nim to you, dearest. But if you had seen and heard him, as I did, 
you would not have doubted the reality of the sacrifice, whatever the 
true reason may have been. For myself, I am conscious of neither 
anger nor sorrow— my heart, as I told you, was never really affected. 
But what must it be to yoft, darling ! 

Maud, WeU, I believe I ’m more amused than anything. 

Hyp, Amused ! But surely you don’t mean to have anything - 
more to do with him ? 

,^^ud. My dear girl, I intend to have considerable more to do 
witn Mm before I ’m through. He ’s under vow for me now, any- 
way, and I don’t mean he should forget it, either. He ’s my monkey, ! 

A T? ^ around pretty lively, at the end of a tolerable 
snort chain, too. ^ And I guess, if it comes to renouncing, all the , 
magnanimity ’s going to be on my side this time I ' 
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In an Avenue, 

Quick, {to khnself^ m he walks hurriedly on), I only saved myself 
in. time. I don’t think Maud noticed anything— she couldn’t have 
been so innocent and indijfferent if she had . . . And Hypatia won’t 
enlighten her any further now —after what she knows. It ’s rather 
a relief that she does know . . . She took it very well, poor girl— 
veiy well. I expect she is really beginning to put up with Podbur-y 
j — I’m sure I hope so, sincerely ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ I DEARLY love reading a ghost-story,” quoth the Baron, “when, as 
the song says,* The lights are low, And the flickering shadows, Softly 
come and go.’ And I did hope that Cecilia de Noel was^ going to he 
just the very sort of hook for a winter’s fireside. Disappointed. 

I. . There is a ghost 




‘<i' 











in it, and there ’s 
i/. Cecilia de Noel 
. (good Christmassy 
namoj isn’t it?) 
who instructs the 
ghost in his neg- 
.\i5 . lected Catechism; 
for the ghost is as 
jpl " much an Atheist 
W ' as the unbelieving 
i)ll ' Sadducee in this 
[ll I same story, who, 
i'_ after all, is not 
( ■ converted. ‘Alas! 

' Poor G-host ! ’ 
j ! Yery poor ghost ! 

I Bring me 
another ghost!’' 
cries the Baron. 
W "^0 other ghost is 
forthcoming to the 
^ invocation, but a 
book is placed in 
his hands entitled 
Fow'teen to One, 
The Baron was 


book— judging by its title— when nis eye caught the name of Eliza- 
beth Stuart Phelps as authoress. So he read many of the short 
stories therein. She has in many places the touch of Dickens. ^ 
are good ; but for pathos, keen observation, and dramatic surprise, 
“firive me,” says the Baron, emphatically, “ the short story of The 


“give me,” says the Baron, emphatically, “ the short story of The 
Madonna of the Tuhs.'^^ Admirable ! Those who take and act upon 
the Baron’s tip, will do well to ask for Fourteen to One^ and see that 
they get it. 

What are the Baron’s sentiments as to Christmas things ? He refused 
to have anything to say to games and cards. Cards- well, we all 
know whose books some puritanical party said they were. But these 
comic and artistic Christmas Cards of Raphael Tuck do not come 
into that category ; and same is to be said of Messrs. Hildeshbimer’s, 
so there ’s an end on ’t. Henceforth, says the Baron, “Ho Cards.” 

“ Come to me, 0 ye children ! ” as some one sings— Arthur Cecil 
for choice— and it might be adapted for the occasion by the Pub- 
lishers of Chatterbox^ in which box there ’s a prize. Messrs. Rout- 
ledge go in for the old, old tales. They ’ve kindly given Mother 
Nuhlard a new dress ; and as for their Panorama of the “ Beasteses,” 
it is like a picture-walk in the Zoo. Some Historic TjTomen, weR 
selected by Davenport Adams, who should have styled it Chfistmas 
Fves hy Adams. With Mrs. Molesw9RTh’s Bewitched Lamp the 
Baron’s Assistant is much pleased. Pictures ought to have been in 
oil, and there should have been a Wicked Fairy in it, — ^but there isn’t. 

My “ Co.”report8 that Mrs. (jrimwood’s long-expected book. My 
Three Years in Manipur (Bentley), is worthy of the theme, and 
adds a fresh laurel to the cnaplet worn by the lady on whose breast 
the ClUEEN pinned the Red Cross. The moving story is told with a 
simplicity that looks like the development of the highest art. But 
the heroine of Manipur is unmistakably artless. She^ is content to 
jot down, as if she were writing a letter home, her impressions of 
what she sees, and her account of what passes before her eyes. ^ She 
has the gift of reproducing with a few strokes of the pen, portraitoe 
of anything that has struck her. The only thing missed is detailed 
report of her own brave bearing through the fearful night when the 
Residency was attacked, and during the drea<Rul days that followed 
* on the flight towards Cachar. Ho one reading Mrs. Grimwood s 
narrative would guess what splendid part she played in that tragedy. 
Fortunately that has been told elsewhere, and the omission is an 
added charm to a book that has many others— including a porpait 
of the author. The Baron De Book-Worms and Co. 


CIYIL SBSYICE EXHIBITION. 

Dear* Mr. Punch,— The Military Exhibition was such a success, 
and the Haval Exhibition was such a successor, that we Govern- 
ment Clerks invoke your powerful aid to help us to establish next 
year a Civil Service Exhibition. The Public have really no idea 
what wondrous curiosities there are in the Civil Service, and would, 
I feel sure, be amused and instructed at a weU-organised and represen- 
tative Exhi bition. At 10*15 A.M, they would see real live Clerks 
sign real Attendance-Books, and insert (real or unreal) times of arrival. 
In the course of the morning there might be an Exhibition of Civil 
Servants over sixty-five years of age, who didn’t want to retire, "with 
a similar number of Ci^ Servants, of fifty-five years of age, who 
didn’t want them to stay. In the afternoon, in the Arena, would 
daily be attempted the difficult feat of proceeding from the Second 
Division to the Higher Division. The obstacles would be repre- 
sented by real Treasury Clerks and Civil Service Commissioners, 
holding Orders in Council and Treasury Minutes ; and the Clerk 
successful in performing the feat might be created a Duke. 

In one of the kiosks a lecture on '‘'‘Sick Leave and how to spend 
it^^ by the Farl and the Doctor., might be delivered hourly. In 
another kiosk, official C.B.’s would be on show ; Jubilee C.B.’s being 
classed together on one side, and special prominence being given to 
those C.B.’s who hadn’t applied for the honour, and to those who had 
obtained it for real services otherwise unrecognised. After dark the 
“Treasury Ring” might join hands and dance round the flashing 
light of their own unassisted intellect. 

The different refreshment rooms (furnished by the Office of Works) 
would be classified accor^g to the varying rates of Subsistence AlloW'- 
ance in force in the Service. Here the dinner for the d61-a-day man — 
there the tea for the 10s. -a-day man. Special luncheon rates for those 
not absent from home at night, but absent for more than ten hours. 

Visitors might be searched on arrival and departure by real Custom 
House Officers. This would be sure to make it popular. Please, dear 
Mr, Punch, do help us. Yours, &c., A Government Clerk. 

ENGLISH OPERA AS SHE ISWT SUNG. 

It seems impossible to support a Royal English Opera House with, 
its fecial commodity of English Opera, that is. Opera composed by 
an Englishman to an Englishman’s libretto, and j^ayed by English 
operatic singers. Ivan~ ^ 

hoe, a genuine English j K 

Opera, V a genuine \J t 

English Composer (vdth A il 

an Irish name), produced |a 

with great Sclat, has, ( \ j 

after a fair run and lots of \ h 

ia.YOXLr, been Doyl’Scarte, l l 1 





.. “ Yery sorry, my dear Sir Ivanhoe, but you ’re rather too heavy for this 
Carte. We shall get along better with a lighter weight.” 
in order to make room for the Basoche, an essentially French Opera, 
by French Composer and Librettists, done, of course, into Engli^, so 
as to be “ understanded of the people.” The Basoche ‘ caught 
on,” and our friends in front, including^ Composer, Librettist, and 
Middlemen— Druriolanus, who bought it, and Doyly Carty, who 
bought it of Sir Druei— are all equally pleased and satisfied. Con- 
sidered as a matter of business, what signifies the nationality as long 
as the spec pays ?—tout est Id, Only why retain the difEerentiatog 
title of “English” for the establishment ? Why not call it ‘‘The 
Cosmopolitan Opera House ” ? Of course this applies, nowadays, 
to Covent Garden Theatre, which is no longer the Itahan Opera 
House, but simply the Covent Garden Opera during the Operatic 
T7.-ncc1iab Tf.fliimi flud German Ooeras are 
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A LUCID INTERVAL. 

» {Things one would rather have exp'essed difermithj,) 

Doctor, ‘'How is the Patient this Morning?” 

M^lrsi. “-Well-hb has bebn wandbeiho a good dbal in his Mind. Eaely this 

MoeNINQ I HEAED HIM SAT, WhAT AN OLD 'WoMAN THAT DOCTOE IS 1 ’ AND I THINK 

THAT WAS ABODT THE LAST EEALLT JiATIOlTAL EEMAEK HE MADE.” ' 


THE LIHLE GERMANIA MAGNATE; 

Oe, Trying to Sway the Sceptre. 

[“ Steprma lex regie voluntas,^' "Words reported to 
have been written by the German Emperor in the 
\ isitors’ Book of the City Council at Munich.] 

more let men chatter of such a small 
matter 

As Ladies Mag’netio, with mystical forces, 
Whose billiard-cue business strikes with sheer 
dizziness 

Muscular Miloes who ^re game to lift horses, 


As Mitchell the bulky was made to look 

•D nr A [Mystery, 

By slight Mrs. Abbott, the Georgian 
fc>ke IS struck silly by Behemoth Billy, 

That young Teuton Titan, the toughest in 
history. 

0 Oracle Mighty (though Tooally flighty) 
Great Creature, omniscient (if a bit youth- 
ful), 

Panjandrum-i^lus-CzBSAR, Herculean Teaser 
Of tendencies Ticious, or tame, or un- 
truthful ! 


You mastered the Moral while sucking youi* 
coral — 

You set the world right— -in idea— in your 
cradle. j 

Omnipotent Bumble, our pride let us'humble, 
And take our opinions— like soup— from 
t/our ladle ! 

You are such a fellow ! The sages turn yellow, 
The wits all go pallid, and so do the heroes ; 

Big Brontes grow jealous when you blow the 
bellows, 

A fig for your C-aESABS, Iskanders, and 

iNEROS ! 

You lick them all hollow, great Yulcan- Apollo, 
Sole lord of our consciences, liyes, arts, and 
armies ! [Sir, 

But (like Mrs. A., Sir) ’twould floor you to say. 
Where, what, in the mischief the source oi 
your charm is 1 

Say, how do you do it? That Georgian’s cue, it. 
Compared with your sceptre, is just a mere 
withy. 

You quietly front in with that calm “ Volun- 
(Expressed for our guidance in epigrams 
pithy) 

You hint you can rule us, and guide us, and 
school us, 

“ All oflc your own bat,” without Clergy or 
Minister, 

Giving swift gruel to stage-prank, or duel, 

Or anything else yoti think stupid or sinister. 

0 Autocrat fateful, we ought to be grateful 
For such an infallible, all-potent party, 

A.t this time of day too, to show us the way 

to [hearty. 

Wherever you ’d lead us, with confidence 

And as for those duffers, your confidence 
suffers 

To tug at the sceptre, with vain thoughts 
of swaying it. 

What can it matter ? The Magnet” can 
shatter 

Their strength ; at its pleasure controlling 
or staying it. 

In vain “Blood and Iron,” with foes that 
environ 

Your sceptre, smart Press-man, or Socialist 
spouter, [tether, 

May struggle together; you hold them in 
Or so you proclaim, you, whom foes call 
“the Sliouter.” 

The pose is imposing, if ere the scone’s 
closing, [beaten ; 

The “Little Germania Magnate” gets 

Well, put at the worst, Sir, you are not the 
first, Sir, 

Who playing the Thraso has humble-pie 
eaten ! 


“ Dinner Forget.”— Lord IUndolph is 
coming home by a Union Company’s Steamer. 
The distinguished Unionist is to have a special 
cook to attend to him. Does this mean that 
he returns as a Special Cook’s Tourist ? 


An Election Eclio. 

Gladstonian Lambert, 

Of course, as he should, 
This last bye-election 
Considered was good.' 

But Unionist Bxtller 
Has said, on reflection, 
That to him it seemed rather 
A Good-Bye election I 


Hew Work. — A Merry JSngland in a Cat^s 
Cradle^ by the Author of Across England in 
a Dog-- Cart, 

A VERY Eevolting Place.— Brazil. 


mmii 
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JONEH, SIIOOTIN'C IN NEW BoOTS, IS KNOCK KD OUT SiX MiLES FROM HOME, AND 
ACCORDINGLY IS TOLD OFF TO “MaRK” FOR THE PARTY. WlND N.N.E., 
VERY FRESH. THERMOMETER 28®. 


OUR FINANCIAL COLUMN. 

I HAVE been forced by tbe enormous increase of my business to take larger 
offices, and to engage two hundred additional clerks to carry on my immense 
correspondence. I merely mention this as it may be satisfactory to my count- 
less well-wishers. But of course the old address— “ Croesus : London ” will still 
find me. I publish below a selection from the letters received during the week. 

(1.) Sir,— Y ou informed me in a private communication, that the Patent 
Spuls Manufacturing Co, stock was a splendid investment. Acting on this, I 
bought. Prom that moment. Spills have fallen steadily. Kindly explain. 

Yours, Indignant. 

[To this I can only answer, that the complaint is ludicrous, and prepos- 
terous. If you had bought on the day I advised, and sold out ten minutes 
afterwards, you would have realised a handsome profit of one farthing a share. 
Moreover, how can anything fall steadily ? I never did, which shows what 
a fool “Indignant must be. Croesus.] 

, (2.) Sir,— I send £22,000 19s. 8tr/., which I wish tied up as tightly as possible 
in the Unlimited Packthread Stock Company, which you say is as safe as a 
house. Let mo know which particular house you mean. The money belongs 
(or belonged) to my Maiden Aunt. Yours sincerely, Balik Eash, 

[Consider it done, my dear Sir; consider it done. I return the three far- 
things, for which I have no possi])le use. The rest is invested. Transfers 
await your signature at my new office. Croesus.] 

(3.)^ Sir, — I have saved .£•] 5«. 2d during the last twenty years, and now 
send it to you in the Automatic Toast and Mufiin Distributor Co., wnich I see 
guarantees a return of 500 per cent., with an anticipated increase of 200 per 
cent, from the sale of concessions in suburban districts. “ The Muffins, ” you 
say, will always be kept at toasting point, and, by a novel and ingenious 
arr^gement, a perpetual supply of the best butter will spread itself over every 
Muffin as it is distributed to the Public.” I like this very much. Pray, 
therefore, place me on toast to the enclosed amount. 

^ Yours, One in the Slot. 

[Have done what you wish. You have already cleared profit of over £500. "W e 
shall add buns and crumpets to our business to-morrow, and tea-cakes on the fol- 


lowing day, so as to place it in everybody’s power to 
take the cake, if he wants to, Crcesus.] 

I have little more to add this week, but I think it 
only right to hint that I am engaged in perfecting the 
details of a scheme which will revolutionise finance. I 
am not allowed, at present^ to enter into full particu- 
lars, but I may say that I have been in close conference 
with the very highest person in the world of finance, 
and that he is to submit my plan to the next Cabinet 
Council. Briefiy, when my scheme is floated, Consols 
will immediately go to par, and will be converted into 
a security bearing ten per cent interest — and this 
without a single penny being added to the tax-payers’ 
burdens. I have been authorised by the officials of the 
Treasury to receive any investments that my readers 
may offer. Now, therefore, is your time. Next week 
I may have to take a short holiday, owing to the strain 
on my nerves, caused by my numerous anxieties. But the 
good work will go on as before. “ Crcesus London.” 


GLORY AT THE LOWEST PRICE. 

[There is nothing whatever to hinder a civilian from orga- 
nising and managing an efficient army, and there arc at any given 
moment a score of men in the City of London, who could carry out 
the work with perfect ease. — Daily Taper, Nomnh&i' 19, 189L] 

Scene — The Army Universal Provision Company Limited 
{Managing Director', Mr. Blackley^. Enter Pecruit in 
Department No. 1. He looks round Mm surprised at the 
IxtsinessAike activity thed greets him on every side. 

Foreman [politely). Anything I can do for you. Sir, to- 
day ? We have an assortment of ^ueen^s Shillings fresh 
from the Mint. Curiosities, Sir, quite out of date, but 
interesting. Can I tempt you ? 

Fecruit [mth some hesitation). Well, I thought of 
joining the Army, and 

Foreman [interrupting). Certainly, Sir. Doctor in that 
room. Magistrate in that.^ Be medically passed and sworn 
to allegiance while you wait. ( Ushers Mecniit into various 
Departments — whence he emerges duly enrolled.) And now, 
Sir, which branch of the Service would you liko to see ? 

liecruit. Well, I did think of the Tenth Hussars, 
j Q-uite right, Sir, First-class Re- 

giment, commanded by His Royal Highness Field Marshal 
! the Prince of Wales. [To Assistant.) Show this gentleman 
the way to the outfitting-room— Tenth Hussars. 

[Recruit in less than no time is fitted out. On Ms 
return to the Central Hall he is once more greeted 
hy a principal official. 

Foreman. Now, you would like to learn your drill ? 

liecruit. Well, yes 

Foreman. Quite so. We teach it in six easy lessons, 
at twelve shillings a lesson. You can pay for it either out 
of your reserved pay, or now. If the latter, we allow five 
per cent, discount. 

Recruit [withoxit hesitation). I thinlc I will pay it later. 

Foreman [putting up his recei'pt^hooh). Certainly, Sir. 
No difference to us. And now, Sir, perhaps you will take 
your lessons. 

[Recruit goes through a course which soon puts him 
to~rights. At the end he shakes Foreman warmly 
hy the hand. 

Recruit. You are sure that I really know my drill ? 

Foreman. Quite. Why, Sir, you are letter perfect. 
And now, is there anything more we can do for you ? 

Recruit. Well, I did join the Army with the intention 
of going to the wars. 

Foreman [a’pohgeticaUy). Yery sorry, Sir, but we 
haven’t the article on hand just at present. Sure to have 
some by-and-by. Is there anything else wo can do for 
you, Sir ? 

Recruit. Well, failing a war, I should like a passage 
to India. 

Foreman [in a deprecatory tone). Well, Sir, frankly, 
we cannot recommend it. But if you have made up your 
mind, we must ask you to step over to the Waste De- 
partment. They settle such-like matters there. See 
over yonder, Sir, where that venerable General on 
crutches is. He has just got a Colonelcy, but he can’t 
hold it very long, as he is over eighty! And now I 
must say adieu, as I have other pupils claiming my 
assistance. Good day ! 

\_Starts off, and prepares food fox' powder in other 
quarters. Curtain. 










THE BOARD ON BOTH SIDES. 


SciSNK — A j^ailwa^/ Carriage, Present two Passengers discussing p 

the Topics of the Dap. ^ , education ? 


I Second Pass, [earnestly). And why not? Is it true, or is it not, 
that money is squandered upon rotten buildings, upon excessive 
I salaries to teachers, and upon the provision of rehnements in 


P'irst Pass, [smilmg). Still quoting ! But if I admit that there is 


First Passenger. And then there ’s the School Board I I am on my something in what you say, is it not always the case? Have we 
way to record my vote. ever unmixed good, or unmixed evil ? And I contend that the 

Second Pass, kndmmxl. I hope. Sir, wc are of both of the same advantages derivable from a School-Board education entirely 


way of thinking ? 

First Pass. 1 hope so, too. My idea is to give the children of the 
poor every possible advantage. Let them learn all they 
Sir, let them learn all they can. 


compensate for a little loss. 

: the Second Pass, [rather out of temper). Well, you take it calmly 
Yes, enough. 

First Pass, [amiably). Why not ? It is my theory that every 

.1 1 . 1 *1-1. ^ 1 nrn * t * , •» i 


Second Pass, ^excitedly). But, my dear Sir, what can be the good child should have Hie best possible education. The infant should 
that ? It will bo of no use to them in their have enougli mental food to last him for life. It 


of that ? It will bo of no use to them in their ^ 
future, and wiE only make them dissatisfied with 
their position. 

First Pass, [cahnly). Ah, my dear Sir, you 
evidently take a narrow view of the subject. Why ^ 

should not the poor enjoy equality with the rich ? ^ 

It is only the accident of birth that divides the J 

peasant from the Peer. 

Second Pass. [ohstinatehA. I do not care about 
the^ cause, I only look to the result — the rich are 1 

divided from the poor. It is ridiculous that an 7 

orange-girl shoulcf play the piano, and a plough- [k 

man paint a picture. H 


aiviaea irom tne poor, it is ridiculous that an T/jw 

orange-girl shoulcf play the piano, and a plough- hfm 

man paint a picture. III ||^ 

First Pass, [smiling). I do not see why. Surely 
the poor should have their little amusements? “Why, it’s as pi 
And do we not have it on decent classical 
authority, “that Art polishes the manners, and renders them 
less ferocious ! ” 


nave enougn mental tood to last him lor me. It 
fm is our duty that he should get it. 

Second Pass, [with irritation). Well, at least 
unselfish view of the case. 

Pass, [smiling sweetly).^ I don’t see that! 
As a matter of fact, I am sufficiently successful 
^ not to care for competition. I believe that I am 

first-rate in my own walk; and, however the 
School Board may educate, they will not reach 

Pass, [drily). 1 was not thinking of 
although it is a consideration. But how 
s ® about the rates, my dear Sir—the rates ? 

First Pass, [with a good --humoured laugh), 
“Why, it’s as plain as the Hose on Oh, bother the rates! I don’t see where they 

your face!” come in. 

renders them I Second Pass, [xvith ghastly jocularity). But I do — ^by the front door. 

First Pass, [condescendingly). Tut, tut! But what have the rates 


Second Pass, [contomptuoushj). Ah ! You take a sentimental view to do with the matter ? 

of it ! Believe me, the people would be all the better were they to Second Pass. [asto?iished), Wliy, at a shilling in the pound and 

receive a practical— a technical education— say were they to be taught more to follow, you must admit they make a hole in a modest income ? 
how to sweep chimneys, or to black hoots ! First Pass, [enthusiastically). And what if they do, Sir— what if 

. [coxnplacently). They will engage in both those useful they do? Have wc no duty to our fellow man? Ought we not 

industries with the greater if they know that when they are at to sacrifice something on his behalf— for his sake? And, my 

leisure they can understand Macaux. AY or enjoy Beethoveit. dear Sir, I speak all the more dispassionately, because my rates 

Second Pass, [with conviction). Buc you must admit that there is are paid — my Landlord! [Curtain. 

a good deal of waste. Consider Mr. Fobstee calculated that the - ■ 

rate would be threepence in the pound, and now it ’s a shilling, and 

go higher still f Eemembcr that Londoners pay far more dearly Answees to Coeeespondbnts. — “ Histoeicai Q-aedenee.” — 
than citizens of many provincial towns, for an article not one whit Yes, certainly— it was “The Gallows-tree,” from which “The 
DO^er. Hanging Gardens of Babylon ” took their name. . Any school-boy 

Fmt Pass, [with a genial smile). Ab, I see you are quoting from knows this. “ Inquieino Buoy.”— No ; the Here Light is not a 

the Press. ^ oandelabraham. 
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HOW IT^S DONE! 








/A?--. 


Was invented and made to exist on tke pleasure 
Of dragging to light other people’s affairs. 

She would forward you scandalous tales by the dozen- 
There ’s no one like her if you want any news. 


EAEEST MaDOE, 

Yoir have asked me 
to tell you some 
scandal ! 

You seem to for- 
get how I hate 
sh such a theme — 
y How I loathe and 
I detest every girl 
' who ’s a Vandal, 

Destroying that 
fine work of Art, 
I^'ature’s Scheme. 
Why, I never talk 
scandal, you goose, 
and you know it ; 
It ’s no fascination 
whatever to 7ne, 

I oould teU some, of 
course, for we 
county folk grow it 
Like so many apples 
and pears on a 
tree. 


such a thing be- 
yond measure. 

I ’m not like dear 
Matte, who my 
husband declares 


I declare she’s as bad as her wretch of a cousin, 

Who ’s bolted with Major Fitz-Dash, of the Blues. 

Now, for instance, she told me (in confidence, mind you) 
That Captain Blank Caeteidge, when playing at Nap, 
Has an odious habit of getting behind you, 

And calling according to what ’s on your lap. 

(By the way, we have only just heard that the Major, 
Who gave Lady B. such a beautiful horse. 

Is n perfect Don Juan^ and quite an old stager 
At playing a prominent part in divorce.) 

More than that, she assures me (although I don’t doubt it) 
That D., though apparently sober and staid, 

Is a fiirt, and that people are talking about it 
Indignantly here. And it ’s true, I ’m afraid ; 

For I heard Mrs. Paesons, the wife of the Vicar, 

Inform Countess C. (who’s forgiven, ^du know) 

That each day she appears to get thicker and thicker 
With N., though engaged to be married to 0. 

Maul has written to mother, and said in her letter 
(Marked “private”) that T., who has taken to drink, 
And been sent to a sort of a home, is no better, 

And quenches his thirst, when ho can, with the ink. 
And the Dowager Duchess of M. (the old sinner!) 

Has dropped nil the money she had backing geos ; 
While the Colonel, who ’s said to have spotted the winner, 
Owns most of tlie horses that hst^ if you please ! 

But dear Maud is the one for the news that ’s exciting. 

You ’ve wasted your paper in sending to me, 

1 would just as soon think, love, of flying as writing 
One word of the scandal of afternoon tea. 

Give my love to your mother, and kisses to Doea — 
(She’s doing the season with you, I presume?) 

And believe me your ever affectionate, Floea. 

P.S. Mrs. K. has eloped with her groom ! 
Scandal TorJdng. 


ONLY FANCY! 

We find the following paragraph in a contemporary 

A meeting on the Somersetshire floods has been summoned by the Earl 
of CoEK, Lord-Lieutenant of the County, for to-morrow, at Bridgewater. 

We are hound to observe that this arrangement displays a lament- 
able lack of consideration for others on the part of the noble con- 
vener. It is aU very well for the Earl of Coek to select the 
Somersetshire floods for a place of meeting. But whilst Coek is 
bobbing up and down, buoyantly enjoying himself, what is to 
become of ordinary persons foregathered in such circumstances? 
We presume that boats, or at least life-belts, will he provided for 
the movers and seconders of the various resolutions. Or does 
Bridgewater cover everything ? 

Walking down St. James’ Street the other day, whom should we I 
meet but the Earl of Poetsmouth, long known in the House of Com- 
mons as Lord Ltmington. Opportunity was taken to inquire 
whether a recent event in South Molton had led to any estrangement 
between his Lordship and his former constituents. 

“No, Tobt,’' said the belted Earl ; “ I think I may say, that", be- 
tween me and my old constituents, the wing of friendship has not 
Molton a feather.” 

In the foregoing paragraph, the phrase “belted] Earl,” is used 
advisedly. At the period of which Sir Walxee Scott wrote {vide 
any of his novels) it will he found that members of this ranlc of the 
Peerage are all spoken of as belted. For some time the fashion fell out 
of use. The belt was appropriately revived by the late Earl of Beacons- 
PiEin, and is now quite a common thing with the aristocracy. The 
Earl of Selboene is very particular about the fit and cut of his. 

Mr. Botce, in his interesting and picturesque work, Snowdon and 
"Rained Upon, insists on the desirability of taking only a light 
uncheon when engaged upon a pedestrian tour. He adds, “ I walked 
ap Snowdon on two hard-boiled eggs.” The remark seems scarcely 
‘Levant, but it records a notable achievement. Considering the 


he shade the Music-hall trick of riding up an inclined plane of rope 
»n a bicycle, Mr. Boyce does not say what he came down upon, 
^rohably his hack. 

We hear from Mtlnieh that underneath the motto, Suprema lex 
egts Tiohniae, written in the Visitor's’ Book by the Emperor of 
il-EiLiiANY, thel/e now appears the f oBdwing line-JJB^a; M ntdjor sin- 


gulis, minor universis, Herr Htthbeclxpt, the well-known German 
authority, having made a careful examination of the page, states 
his opinion that the handwriting is that of Prinoo Bismaeck, or is 
an excellent imitation. 


A WARLIKE TALE FROM THE PACIITC. 

{Fragmntfrom the Possible Diary of a limlistic Novelist,) 

Well, now I think I have got matters pretty straight. The 
question is, whether the Baron will accept mylast message as chaff, 
or resent it. Let me see, how docs it road— “ It is suggested, for 
the^ President’s consideration, that rumours uncorrocted or unex- 
plained acquire almost the force of admitted truth,” (iuite so— so 
they do. Let me see— “ That any want of confidence between the 
governed and the Government must be hurtful” — well, to us both. 
Yes! That’s all right. SoitwiEI Lastly, “That the rumours, 
in their present form, tend to damage the white races in the native 
mind, and to influence for the worse the manners of the Samoans.” 
Now. that ought to fetch him ! A winlc is as good as a nod to a 
blind pig 1 However, he is quite ass enough to do nothing ! ' Every- 
Mbody saying that he is going to blow us aU up, himself included! 
Why it ’s enough to make the natives rise and kill every white man 
in the place. Still, good idea for a story. 

Later, The idiot! Instead of promptly denying the facts, he 
says he won’t have anything to do with us, because “we care so 
little for the correctness of the facts we deal with.” We only asked 
for information. Are wo going to be blown into smithereens, or are 
we not? That’s the point, and he won’t tell us ! Wants to know 
what business it is of ours ? The situation is decidedly dramatic — 
but unpleasant ! 

Later Still, — Have replied that “the matter very much concerns 
us.” Tell him, we wrote, not for protection, hut for information. 

‘ Are we going to be blown up, or are we not ? ” An answer will i 
oblige. ^ 

^ A Little Later, — ^No, he is not to be drawn. Won’t swerve an 
^ch. So now we are trying another dodge. Will he resign his 
dual office ? He says he will resign one. But he knows that won’t 
If he remains chief adviser to the King, we shall be nowhere. 
His last idea is to resign the Presidentship of the Municipal Council, 
■^y, we are the Council, and we should have kicked him out if he 
hadn’t I Very funny, hut it ’s hard to laugh when one’s within an 
aoe of a massacre or an explosion. 


Tt'agedy— ot an Opird-botjliffe, 


^ H'OWOil.— Bejeeted Conmftxnications or CofitributioiM, whether K8., IWnted Matter, Brawinga, 
in no he ifetnmed, not orhn when aooonnunnlOd hv a 


or Hotxurea of any deacription, wfiU 
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QUITE EABULOUS ! 

{J Story of tlh6 Times, dedicated to Professor Munro,) 

XiNGt Cole, althougli described as a “ merry old soul,” 
was in reality a tyrant. He bad a number of subjects 
wbo used to work underp:round, and their labour was to 
bring to the surface the black diamonds of the earth. It 
was not altogether a pleasant occupation, but still, the 
task had to be accomplished. His Majesty was fond of 
ferocious practical jokes, and perchance this may ha^e 
been the origin of the jocular description attached to his 
name. One day, some of his subjects complained that 
their hours of labour were too many. 

“How long do you work ? ” asked the lung. 

“May it please you. Sire, sixteen,” was the reply. 

“Try what you can do with twelve,” and they were 
about to depart rejoicing, when the Monarch called them 
back and added, “But mind you, I shall expect just as 
many black diamonds to bo tmoarthed as before.” 

So the King’s subjects worked only twelve hours, and 
strange to say, quite as many black diamonds were pro- 
duced as in the olden days. Then the workmen began to 
grumble once more, and the King again interviewed them. 

“Do you stiU work twelve hours?” he asked the 
deputation. 

Certainly, Your Majesty; but we think half would 
be quite enough,” returned the spokesman. 

“ By all means— why not make it three hours ? ” and 
again his subjects were departing, rejoicing, when once 
more he added, “ But I shall expect just the same output 
as before.” 

And he got it, for the men worked harder than ever. 
And then they came yet again to him. Once more they 
considered the hours of laboui* excessive. They thought 
sixty minutes plenty. 

“So do I,” replied the Monarch, “not only plenty, 
but too many. But as it is scarcely worth while employ- 
ing you only half an hour a day, I shall make other 
arrangements.” 

And from that time forth he brought up his black 
diamonds from the centre of the earth by machinery ! 

Not “Hale a Chap.”— A well-known Clergyman, 
who “ does nothing by halves.” ^.e., Dean Hole. 
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“ WHEN A MAH DOES HOT LOOK HIS BEST.’’-Ho. 4. 

When he just begins to iiealise what a Suii’Eering he would have saved him- 
self, IP HE HAD ONLY HAD THE COUItACfE TO SAY INSTEAD OF “ HaRD.” 


IW' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In the Christmas Numbers of the numerous picture-papers it is 
at first rather difficult to discover which is the genuine article 
illustrated, and which the advertisement, likewise illustrated. In 
the outside picture of the Christmas Number of The Penny 
,.y . , Illust r at ed 

"i\L P«/;cr, which re- 

I K '' i ' presents a couple 

The Baron’s Retainers, Mesdamos Blythe and Gay, giving Q^ge^^of Ke - 
him the results of their readings. yenge. Lost to 

Human Aid,” which turns out to be not a Christmas story; at all, 
hut an advertisement for Emit Salt. Then opposite this com- 
mences a story hy G-eoroe E. Sims ; and at the foot of this page 
some one replies, “Mr. Doolan! There’s no one of that name 
here now. Sir.” Whereupon, being interested, the reader turns 
over page 1 to find at the head of page 2, not the continuation of 
the aDove interesting story in the shape of some remark on the 


W 








that, and then on page 4 the remainder of the dialogue. It doesn’t 
much matter perhaps, as the excitement aroused by the story is not 
violent, and the mistake of giving somebody else’s card for your own 
does not occur here for the first time as the motive of a plot. Cuthbekx 
Bede’s name is to a “ Christmas Carol/’ and Mr. John Latey’s to a 
dramatically told tale called “ Mark Temple’s Trial,” in which the 
imaginary heroine pays a visit to a very real person of the name of 
Madame i^ATTi Banner, whose pupils are represented as all assembled, 
with bouquets and posies, to do honour to the birthday of their 
“ well-loved mistress,” who is at the same time, “ the acknowledged 
mistress of the choreographic art.” In this story, the author is to be 
complimented on his invention of the name, “ Lord Morgagemore ” 
as an ancient-looking and highly aristocratic Irish title. 

“Up to any game at Christmas, if it’s not too high,” says the 
Baron of Hamper shire, who detests all game that is lofty, but is glad 
to welcome a Shakspearian Itevival by Myers & Co. in the shape of 
a Nme Men^s Morris, a title the Baron recommends to the notice of 
Mr. William Morris, ®yolept “Billy,” when he is making another 
bouquet of poesies. By the way, Bim Bros.’ Almanac Cards, one of 
the Baron’s Lady Helps describes as “ decidedly dainty.” Christmas 
is specially a cai’d-playing season, a time of Pax to everybody. 

From the Gordon Stables of Hutchinson & Co, issues the night- 
mare tale of The Crime in the Crystal Boat ; when finished, try 
their Family Difficulty, by Sarah Doudney. Send to the Deanery 
of Dean and Son, ask for Bahfs Biography and The Little Onda 
Own Beehive. The Spindleside department of the Baron’s Booking- 
Office recommends both the above for the Tiny Trots; while the 
Spearside tells the hoys to go in for Manville Fenn’s Burr Junior 
and Mrs. K. IjEb’s Adventures in Australia. Then for all-comors, 
procure Beatrice Harraden’s Mew Book of Fairies, for,^ our “Co.’* 
thus puts it, “ This is all concerning those poor little Fairies, about 
whom no one takes any trouble, and who are left out in the cold at 
Christmas time.” Thus for this week conclude the duties of Mesdames 
Blythe and Gay, the Baron’s Lady Assistant Perusers. “ I trust 

my gentle Public will benefit by their advice,” quoth» 

Theirs truly, The Baron de Book- Worms. 
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“NOW YOU’RE QUITE THE GENTLEMAN!” 

{A Ballad of Bmningham.) 

[“Tou Trill not find an alliance in which the weaker side has been so loyal, so straight, so single-hearted, so patriotic ns the 
Liberal Unionists hare been during the last fire years . . . Birmingham is the centre, the consecration of this alliance.” 

liOyd Si/tlishitri/ at Hirini/nnhftm 


ford SaHshim/at Birmingham, 

neither look for nor desire reunion” (with the Glndstonian Liberals.)— Jlfr. Chamberlain at Birmingham. ] 
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Aik — “ Yo Gentlemen of BnglancU'^ * 
Ye Gentlemen of England, 

Wh9 follow Salis-bu-ey, 

How httle did you count upon 
Assistance from J . C. ! 

* !Mr. Chambeelain was once reported 
to have congratulated himself upon his 
co-operatien with ** English Gentlemen.” 


Give ear unto his speeches 
old, 

And they will plainly show 
® ’d scorn to be borne 
Where the To:^ breezes blow. 
Where the Lilies and Prim- 
roses bloom, 

And the Tory zephyrs blow. 


, If once he did oppose you, 

I To-day he is at war 
With Gladstone and his Items 
Faith, Joe has travelled far 1 


To tho pretty, win- 
some Primrose girls, 
Who buttonhole 
j Brum Joe. 

Yc Gentlemen of Eng- 
land, 

Whom once he did 
deride, 

How safe ye are, and 
how serene. 

With Joseph on your 
side. 

He talks no more of 
“ Hansom” 

(Tis P-e-n-s-i-o-n 
rather now), 

Brum Joe will not go 
Where the Hawarden 
winds do blow; 

I Where Haecouht 
' thunders loud and 
I long, 

A n d Gladstonians 
blare and blow. 

j Tlie Orchid from his 
I hill ton 

I Joi-ris willing to dis- 
place, 

I To take the Primrose 
, posy 

That's proffered by 
Her Grace. 

0 gentle damo [and 
dainty, 

What man could 
answer “ No ! ” 

Ah you prest to his 
^ hn^ast 

The most blessed 
j flowers that blow. 

J’he blossoms loved by 
; BhAIJONSFIELD 
I 'I'lie hravest blooms 
that blow 

jO (Brummagem) Tory 
, Beauty, 

’ 'Tis yours to consc- 
I ^ (irate 

, The, holiest Alliance 
I Our land hath seen of 
I late. 

Shall ho reject its sym- 
I bol, 

I Or answer “Not for 
I Joe ! ” ? 

' Nay, sweet girl, such a 
churl 

Were no “ Gentle- 
man "you know ; 
And Joe is “ miite 
the Gentleman,” 
Brum Bkummel in 
full blow ! 

Then (jourago, all brave 
Unionists, 

And never bo afraid 
Whilst Brummagem 
Hepublioan 
Is witched by Prim- 
rose Maid. 

There is soft fascina- 
tion 

In radiant ranle, we 
know ; 

And^ a posy, though 
primrosy, 

From soft hands makes 
soft hearts glow, 


- ^ xax ; SQit nearts glow, 

The Primrose Barnes shall teach him Lilies— though they 


I True patriot “ form” to know. 
; He IS leal, and will kneel 
I To the “ Lilies ” in fair row ; 


toil not nor spin 
Are beauteous — in 
fuHblow! 
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f erlJ Jgttoir. 

Boen Nov. 8, 1831 . Died Nov. 2 - 1 , 1891 . 

Were clever wise, were ffrandiose great, 
How many a servant of tne State 
Had left a more enduring name. 

But all is not for aU ; ’tis far 
From flaming meteor to flxed star, 

From notoriety to fame. 

Picturesque son of brilliant sire, 

It wanted but the touch of fire 
Prometheus only Icnows to bring 
The flame divine in him to wake 
Who moved our plaudits when he spake, 
But stiixed no passion when he ’d sing. 

The Orient pageantry he loved, 

The histrio not the hero moved, 

The dilettante not the sage. 

Hence in our England’s East his hand 
Turned, in a story sternly grand, 

A motley mock-heroic page. 

He by the Seine found fitter place 
For courtly wit and modish grace, 

Than by the Indus. There right well 
His facile talent served his Chief ; 

And England hears with genuine grief 
That sudden- sounding passing bell. 


IN'ew Kame. 

Who prizes Literature ? AH sorts and sizes 
Of literary wares now hang on “prizes.” 
’Tis not prose fictionists or poem-spinners 
The public rush for ; no, His all the 
wiimers I ” 

Letters in lotteries find support most sure— 
Let us be frank, and call them Lotteryime ! 


SUITOR RESAHTUS. 

A Smitimeivtal Dil&mim, 

How can I woo you in this ancient suit ? 

You do not notice it, of course ; I know it. 
My soul is burdened with a shapeless boot, 
'Your heart is singing welcome to your poet. 











Here in the shadowy settle I can sit [tial, 
And sparkle with you, brightly confiden- 
But when into the lamp-bright zone you flit, 
I shrink into some corner penitential. 

A weH-dressed crowd, their tailors all un- 
paid, collars glisten: 

Throng round you there, and cuffs and 
Of pity’s blindness, as of scorn, afraid, 

I shun the merry fray, and darkling listen, 
For who could urge the timidest of suits, 
Conscious of such indifferent clothes and 
boots ? 

You think me auite as good as other men ; 
Nay, more, I think you think me vastly 
better ; 

Your candid glances seem to ask me when 
I ’ll seek to bind you in a willing fetter. 

Is this presumption? Not from friend to 
friend, ^ [lovers ; 

Whose souls unite like clasping hands of 
Yet can I breathe no word of love, to end 
The delicate doubt that o’er the unspoken 
hovers. 

If I were hopeless that you loved me not, 

My hopeless love, confess’d, myself would 
flatter. 

But should the blissful dream be true, I wot 
That love confess’d the joy of love would 
shatter. 

My Queen, indeed as king I ’d love to lord it; 
I cannot tell you that I can’t afford it. 

Possible Explanation. — “ For many 
months nothing has been heard of Lieu- 
tenant IvANiTCH,” was the remark of our 
leading journal d propos of Hussian disap- 
pearanceso Is it not probable that Ivanitoh, 
unable to find a post to suit him, has gone on 
tour with a “ scratch company ” ? 
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idea myself of Exceedinjjfly pleasant person his LordsHp— so 

THE TRAVE LLIIMG COIVIPAIMIONS. affable, so completely the gentleman ! 

1^0 XVII Podh. Oh, he ^s affable enough— for a boot-maker. I always give 

^ ^ 7 -n 1 him a title when I see him, for the joke of the thing— ho likes it. 

Tinder the Colonnade^ of the Motel Grande Bretagne, q He Sir. I consider a title is not a thing to be 

BeUagio, CuLcmRi) is sitting hj one of the pillars^ engaged treated in that light' manner. It — it was an unpardonable liberty to 


w^w *17 • Jt ^1 Xi.gXI.U jLXI.C4fJU.IXVi. • X. U XW CXX4 M.VXX1X UXV JllUUXUy iQ 

in constructing a sonnet On a neighbouring seat a group oj j^g ^jj^g society of that class of person — unpardonable, Sir f 


smart people are talking over their acguaintanoes^^ and near 
thsm is another visitor^ a Mr. Cra-WLET Strtjtt, who is watching 
his opportunity to strike into the conversation. 


[He goes, 

Podh. Didn’t tako^much /orem/;, after he once hoard me call him 
“ Lord Uppersole” ! Where are all the others, oh? Thought we 


Mrs, Hurlinaham, ‘Well, she ’U be Lady Chesepare some day, were going up to the Villa Serbelloni this afternoon. 

. .-1. i'll ilnra i TT 1 - -7 • ’x- /Tf. .7- 7. T T _x T A xl - 


when an3d:hing happens to the old Earl. He was looking q^uite 
ghastly when we were down at Sktmpikos last. But they’re 
rrightiuUy badly off now, poor dears ! Lady Dreblett lets them 


Oulch, I— or— have not been consulted. Are they— er— going ? 

[ With a shade of anxiety, 
Podh. I believe so. You needn’t be afraid, you know. IlrPAm 


haye her house in Park Lane for parties and that— but it’s wonderful won’t have the chance of ragging you now— she and Miss] Trotter 


how they live at all ! 

Colonel Sandown, He looked pretty fit at the Hag the other day. 
Come across the Senxacs anywhere? Thought Lady Senlac was 
going abroad this year. 


have had a bit of a breeze, 
fit at the Hag the other day. Culch, I rather gathered as much. I think I could guess 

Thought Lady Senlac was the 

Podb. Yes, Htpatia’s rather uneasy about poor old Bob ; 


Crawley Strutt, Hem— I saw it mentioned in the Penny | Miss TrotterHs— well, carrying on, you know. She is no end of a 


Patrician that her Ladyship 
had 

Mrs, Hurl, {without taking 
the slightest notice of him). 
She’s just been marryin’ her 
daughter, you know— rather a 
good match, too. Hot what I 

aH pretty, — smart - lookin’, 
that ’s all. But then her 
sister wasn’t pretty tOl she 
married. 

Col, Sand, Hice family she 
married into ! Met her father- 
in-law, old Lord Bletheeham, 
the other morning, at a 
chemist’s in Piccadilly— he’d 
dropped in there for a pick- 
me-up; and there he was, 
tellin’ the chemist all the 
troubles he’d had with his 
other sons marryin’ the way 
they did, and that. Hum 
man to go and confide in his 
chemist, but he’s like that— 
fond of the vine ! 

Mr,^ C, S, Er — er — it ’s 
becoming a very serious thing, 
Sir, the way our aristocracy is 
deteriorating, is it not ? 

Col, S, Is it? What have 
they been up to now, eh? 
Haven’t seen a paper for days. 

Mr, C, S, I mean these 
mixed marriages, and, well, 
their general goings on. I 
don’t know it you ’re ac- 
quainted with a paper called 
the Penny Patrician ? I take 
it in regularly, and I assure 
vow— loyal supporter of our old 
hereditary institutions as I am 
—some of the revelations I 
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little llirt — you know that well 
enough ! — (0. disclaims impa^ 
tiently,) Hero you all are, eh? 
—{To Miss P., Miss T., and 
Bob.)— W" ell, who knows the 
way up to the villa ? 

Miss T, It’s through the 
town, and up some steps by 
the church— you cann’t miss 
it. But Mr. Prrndergast is 
going to show me a short cut 
up behind the hotel — aren’t 
you, Mr. J’ren'btsroast? 

Miss P, {icily), I really 
think, dear, it would be better 
if wo all kept together— for so 
many reasons ! 

Culch. {with alacidty), I 
agree with Miss PRENDTaiaAST. 
A slujrt cut is invariably the 
most incliroct route. 

il/m P. {iclth intention), 
Yo\i hear wliat Mr. Cur.crrARD 
says, my dear Maud? Ho 
arlvocates direct ways, as best 
in the long run. 

Miss T, It’s only going to 
be a short run, my love. ‘But 
I ’m vurry glad to observe that 
you^ and Mr. (kTEOTiARD are so 
p(‘rf(‘cily harinouious, as I’m 
leaving him on your hands 
for a si)cll. Aren’t you ever 
coming, Mr. Pukndkrgast ? 

[She leads him off, a not 
unwilling captive, 

A Path in the Grounds of the 
Villa Se 7 'helloni, 

Podh. {co7isiderately, to 
CurJcuARi), who is following 


—some of the revelations I ^ if you ’re acquainted >\ith a paper eulU'd the 7 who is following 
oKA7if ^ u j • IX 77 , . ’ Miss Prrndergast awr? 7 mn,m 

tbAmi blush— yes, downright blush for acute miser tj). Look here, old fellow, Miss PjtKNDEua AST would like 

CqI S Dn+bAv T4! T T u to Sit dowu, I know ; SO dou’t you botlicr about kccpiug witlx US if 

. J:: m J’ ^ A you I should let ’em do their you ’d rather not, you know ! 

Jfr ^ ^ rr * •i7fQ*'U4.T7*r -jiit Tkc [O^Q'KA:KT:i mimnitrs ait inarticulate pr'otest, 

Sir, but I ^ Mm P. Surely, Mr. Podbuet, you are aware by this time that 
Kfl™ IT'S!?' ?f &at, Mr. Gubcharb has a perfect mauiZfor self-sacriAoel _ _ . _ 


j , -*^«*V*J TTX*UW,.iXl.. JL CliXAVlXAg Ul. tiXUil/, 

maxria«:e of young - [CmcHAED dropt behind, crushed. 

u ^ about the party Among the JRuins at the top of the Mill. 

Cof S '’Cairt sav sure— • 1 xt managed to overtake Miss T. and her companion). 

Mr. C. S There 'l yenture to tii^yon* ^ ^ oblige me by looking through that gap in the pines towards 

P^ticular y Wish you to.pbserye tie effect of light on 


rFsay-to lee thatUebrs S% 1 «J r«yl^ whi^^^^^^ 


fellow I met A ^l^hal Ctae in tie eye for Crtclmim! 

{To PoBB.)— Seen his L^dshin about lat^ ~ K* 3 ^®® • ^ should hope you wouldn’t want to show 

r^nf coum I yo^ enthusiMm that way-Uke a Japmese nobleman ! 

Podb. XJbpersole? Ho— he’s ovpt nf T Culch. [to himself). How that’s cosiTBe— really dooxse I— {Aloud.) 

, S. A highly a^eeable spot to some dSSn— ^ now without some ridiculous 
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Miss T, My!— but that’s a serious symptom— isn’t it? You 
don’t feel like you were going to haye lock-jaw, do you, Mr. 
CULCHABB ? 

[CuLCHABD falls hack to the rear once more* Later — ^Mr. 
Van* Boodeleb has Joined the party ; Hypatia has con- 
trived to detach her brother, Ctjxckaed has sought refuge 
with POBBITBY. 

Miss T, {Jo Van B.). So that’s what kept you ? Well, it sounds 
just too enchanting. But I cann’t answer for what Miss Pbender- 
OAST will say to it. It mayn’t suit her notions of propriety. 

Mr, Van B, I expect she ’ll be superior to Britannic prejudices of 
that kind. I consider your friend a highly cultivated and charming 
lady, Maud. She produces that impression upon me. 

Miss T, I presume, from that, she has shown an intelligent 
interest in the great Amurrean novel ? 

Mr, Van B, Why, yes ; it enlists her literary sympathies — she 
sees all its possibilities. 

Miss T, And they’re pretty numerous, too. But here she comes. 
You ’d better tell her your plan right now. 

Miss P. {in an earnest uyidertone to Bob, as they approach^ foi- 
lowed by CuLcn. and Bob). You 9nust trj and be sensible about it. 

Bob ; ii you are too blind to see that she is only 

Bob {sulkily). All right! Haven’t I said I’d go? What’s the 
good oijaiomg about it? 

Jfr. V, B, {to Miss P.) I ’ve been telling my cousin I ’ve been 
organising a little water-party for this evening— moonlight, mando- 
lins, Menaggio. If you find that alliteration has any attractions, 

I hope you and your brother will do me the pleasure of 

Miss P, I ’m afraid not, thanks. W'e have all our packing to do. 
We find we shall have to leave early to-morrow. 

[Van B.’s/ace falls ; Bob listens gloomily to Miss T.’s rather 
perf unctory^ expressions of regret ; PoDBURY looks anxiou>8 
and undecided ; Culchabd does his best to control an 
unseemly joy, 

THE GOOD NEW ‘'TIMES.” 

Nobody, after visiting Terry’s Theatre, can apply to Mr. Pinero’s 
piece the hackneyed phrase,— used apologetically by an unconscion- 
able reader after detaining the leading journal for three-quarters 
of an hour,— “Oh, there’s nothing in The Thnes^^^ for, in Mr. 
Pinero’s piece there is plenty of amusement, if not of absorbing 
interest. 

The story is that of a parvenu, whose sole object in life, to be 
recognised by “Society,” is thwarted by the marriage of his good- 
for-nothing son with the daughter of an Irish lodging-house keeper. 

The struggles of Mr, and Mrs. 

\ \ I / / ' / Bompas to conceal this mes- 

\ / ' ' ^ alliance, and the assistance 

' V given them in their difficulties 

^ Mon, Montague Tnnible, 

""" constitute the motive of the 

" .S % ' play. But the question that 

B ^ must occur to the critical mind 

^ author mean this 

w f piece for high comedy, or far- 

- cical comedy?” If the former, 

I is wrong in 

conception of the part ; if 
latter, everybody else is 
■^/ wrong in their conception of 

/ their parts. 

It seems to me as if, in the 
/kZ/ course of rehearsal, the pecu- 
/VAixaV lia-rities distinguishing the 

V \ 1 7 ^ M character of Percy Mgerton 

Bompas, M.P., had gradually 
/ //v5> W become assimilated with the 

^ V individualities of the actor, 

Mr. Edward Terry. If Mr. 
Pinero so meant it, if he so wrote it for Mr.^ Terry and for 
Mr. Terry only, then there is nothing more to be said; Mr. Pinero’s 
ideal is realised. But if the author did not intend Mr. Terry’s 
impersonation, then he must be content to sacrifice the ideal to the 
real, shrug his shoulders, and pocket his profits. Yet, as if making 
an appeal to the public to judge between the auctorial abstract and 
the representational concrete, Mr. Pinero not only publishes his 
playbook, but sells it in the theatre. Visitors to Terry’s, who buy 
the book, will judge the play by its stage interpretation that has 
had the advantage of the author’s personal supervision and direction. 
The representation, therefore, is either more or less in accordance 
with his teaching, or fiatly contradicts it. ^ 

The publication of the book of a comedy m a theatre may be 
thankfully received as a present help to the audience, and an aid to 
memory afterwards, or it may be considered as a protest on the part 


of the author who says, “ Here ’s what I have written. See how they 
act it ; whether it be farce or comedy, judge for yourselves. You pay 
your money, and you take your choice.” Suffice it, then, to record 
that, on the night of this deponent’s visit, the piece played from 
eight tiU past eleven, and that the audience from first to last was 
generally amused, but, I should be inclined to say, particularly 






disappointed at the collapse of Mr. Terry’s 

part m the last Act (the principal portion of 

which he passes curled up on a sofa, with 

the top of his forehead powdered white I I 

Why ?), and mystified by the sudden and 

apparently unnecessary revelation, made by 

Mtss Cazalet, to the effect that Lucy Tuck 

(a mentally and physically short-sighted TO 

girl) is her illegitimate daughter ; and these #1 / 

two last-named personages, though essential 

to the plot, fail unfortunately in rousing 

any sentiment of pity or of sympathy. 

Mr. Elliot is excellent as the ITon, 

Montague Trimble; nothing better, apart 

from Mr. Hare’s eccentric characters, has WKmm 

been seen on the stage for some considerable 

time. I hope the author is of the same 

opinion. Mr. Fred Thorne is capital as 

the Irish Member; and as Mrs. Hooley, 

an obtrusively Irish eccentricity of Thack- 

erayan extraction. Miss Alexes Leighton 

is very good, for the character, as drawn by 

the author, is obtrusive, and is so meant to 

be. The Mrs, Egerton Bompas of Miss 

Fanny Brough is woman to the life, 

and, in my humble judgment. Miss Brough’s 

impersonation is well-nigh faultless. 

Whether, if the part of Egerton Bompas 

were played as hi^ comedy, this would still one oi the Leaders in 

improve Miss Brough’s impersonation of pu Times, 

Mrs, Bompas or not, it is difficult to decide ; 

but I am inclined to thinlc this would be the result. ^ What does the 
author think ? Most likely he will continue to “ think ” ; it is the 
wiser course. Mr. Henry V. Esmond naakes the lad, TIoward 
Bompas, unnecessarily repulsive*, but if, in doing so, he is only 
exactly carrying out the author’s idea, i,e,, “Master’s orders,” then 
he is no longer responsible for the overcharged colouring. The 
probable fate of this unhappy pair, an impulsive uneducated kind 
of Irish orange-girl married to a contemptible young sot, is not a 
pleasant termination to the story, nor is the anticipatory sadness felt 
for the future of this ill-assorted couple in any way dissipated by 
the stereotyped and perfunctory offer of marriage made by the young 
London Journal Nobleman to the daughter of the utterly crushed 
snob just before the Curtain descends. 

Why the piece is called The Times, remains a mystery. To-day 
would have been better; that is, if by The Times is only meant 
“ The Present Day.” And if it doesn’t mean this, what meaning has 
it ? For alliterative advertisement it may be useful : e,g., “ Times 
at Terry’s.” The dialogue generally is easy, natural and telling. 

Yours, Private Box. 

EOLLOVr THE BARON ! 

P* Such characters as he should retire into fiction, they are too exaggerated for 
real Hfe.*^— “ Times on Mr, M, L, Stevenson's Bad Baron of Samoa.'\ 

Oh, most excellent true! How I thank thee, great Thnes, 
For teaching that phrase ! ’Tis delicious ! 

Fiction ! The haunt of mad follies, crass crimes, 

Fads futile, and tastes meretricious. 

Oh, joy, to transport to that Limbo of Fools, 

Upon trial and honest conviction, 

Tl^lagues of our Parties, our Churches, our Schools, 

Who ought to “ retire into Fiction.” 

When WiNDYWHAMB, M.P., goes spouting about. 

His flatulent madness and malice ; 

When Sludge, after years of dogmatical doubt, 

Finds Faith’s Wonderland worthy of Alice ; 

When Popinjay airs his effeminate Art, 
iid Dobbs sputters dirt in choice diction, 

Ye gods, there ’d be joy in Church, Forum, and Mart, 

If the fools would “retire into Fiction.” 

Pragmatical pietists, sceptics obtuse 
Who Progress impede with crude cackle, 

Predestinate duffers of prattle profuse. 

Who the biggest world-prohiems would tackle : 

State-quacks, mouting Emperors, queer School-Board cranks. 
We ’ll give you our best benediction. 

And speed you at parting with heartiest thanks, 

If you 'U only— “ retire into Fiction ! ” 




AEMING THE AMAZONS. 

{MoSsrn Brummagem Version . ) 

[At the meeting (at Birmingham) of the National 
Union of Conservative and Constitutional Associa- 
tions, a resolution in favour of “ considering the 
claims of women to be admitted to the franchise when 
entitled by ownership or occupation,” was carried 
“by an overwhelming majority, amid loud cheers.” 
Mrs. Fawcett afterwards said, “ "WTiat new forces 
were they (the Conservative Party) prepared to bring 
against the anarchy, socialism and revolution which 
were arrayed against them? The granting of 
women’s suffrage would be against the disintegrat- 
ing power of the other side, as women were every- 
where anti-revolutionary forces . . . This would 
add about 800,000 to the electorate. They would 
be, she believed, middle-aged women of property, 
thmi whom she thought they could not assemfte 
more anti-revolutionary forces.”] 

Trojan Leader loquitur : — 

To arm tiie Amazons against the Greeks, 
Ovnmrs hints, proud manhood galls and 
piques. 

No doubt ; yet Naso did it in his day, 

And we, in ours, who, sorely-pressed, would 
stay 

The rising tide of Reyolution, check 
Disintegration, of the claws who peck 
At our political sleeves and platform hearts 
Must not he frightened. 

^ , ? Itummiest of starts,” 

ihe ribald Cockney ones ; to see at length, 

“ The Tory seeking to recruit his strength 
From those he dubbed, in earlier, scornfuUer 
mood 

The crowing hens, the shrieking sisterhood! ” 
Shade of sardonic Smollett, haunt no more 
St. Stephen’s precincts ; list not to the roar* 


Of the mad Midland cheers, when FEiLnrN'o’s 
plan 

Of levelling (moneyed) Woman up to Man 
Wins “ Constitutional” support and votes 
From a “majority” of Tory throats I 
Mrs. Ltw Lintok, how this vote must vex, 
That caustic censor of her own sweet sex I 
Wild Women — with the Suffrage! Fancy 
that, 

0 fluent Lady, at tart nick-names pat ! 

Girls of the Period ? They were bad enough. 
But what a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
Will Mrs. Fawcett’s Middle-aged Ones 
tallc ^ [the walk 

When these eight hundred thousand hens o’ 
Cackle for Order, Purity, and Peace ! !^! 

Partlets mag save our Capitol, as geese 
Once did the Rom^; nigh a million — Jxtnos, 
Roll back the tide oi Revolution. Who 
knows ? 

Not Priam-Salisbuey. Does he look askance 
At the new Amazonian Queen’s advance ? 
Does he hide apprehension with a smile ? 

The Amazons are used to Grecian guile ; 
AcmLLES-GLADSTOErB sorely they mistrust. 
Which side will give them more than fain it 

[front. 

To-day the Trojans show the friendlier 
PenthesileAj whom the Greeks would shunt, 
Proffers her aid to Tory Troy, to keep 
High Ilium against the foes who creep 
Nearer and nearer to its sacred walls. 
Achilles o’er the trenches loudly calls, 

In menace fierce, thrasonio in his boast, 

His Myrmidons, a mad and motley host. 

Mean boundless mischief, the Palladium’s 
gone 

If they are not repulsed. It must be done. 


Come what, come will. Priam has trimmed 
his sails 

To popular winds until the pilot fails 
To know the old and carefully charted course. 
His wisdom, and brave Arthur- Hector’s 
force. 

May yet prove vain if no auxiliar hand 
Help yon Anarchic legions to withstand. 

The Amazonian host Aha ! Well hit ! 
Scruple to take she-helping? Not a bit 
Too late for proud punctilio. No, tMs Queen 
Is not so lovely, of such royal mien, 

As hers who witched Achilles e’en in death. 
An elderly Amazon of shortish breath. 

With gingham huge and gig-lamps, though 
she hold 

That “ Property ” buckler broad and bossed 
with gold 

Is scarce a Siren—of the ancient style; 

More of Minerva’s frown than Venus’ smile ! 
But then, eight hundred thousand ! ! ! 
There ’s the rub. 

^P^ited from the Platform and the Tub, 
With Middle-aged and Propertied Amazons, 
Ihum majr master e’en the Myrmidons. 

Come, anti-revolutionaries, come I 
Strike Anarchy dead, and Socialism dumb ! 
Accept new arms, ye maiden cohorts I Take 
The weapon that shall make Achilles shake, 
And reinforce, against the wiles of Greece, 
The powers of Property, Privilege, and 
Peace ! 


OPTIMISM. 

“ All ’s for the best,” smirks fatuous Dxves. 
He 

Means, “I’m the best, and therefore all’s 
for we.” 
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ONLY FANCY! 

We Tinderstaad tliat Mr. G-lajdstoh’E has followed, with much 
interest, the speeches delivered in the country last week, and was 
observed to he visibly affected at the touching spectacle of the 
final reconciliation of Lord Salisbury and Mr. Chambeelaht 
at Birmingham. “They toil not, neither do they spin,” he said, 
furtively wiping away a tear; “nevertheless, they seem made for 
each other’s company.” 


The Eight Hon. G-entleman will take his turn next week, and a 

report is current 
in interested 
quarters, that he 
has _ gone into 
training under the 
person^ direction 
of Sir William 
Harcourt and 
Mr. JoHET Mor- 
LEY, who assist 
to ^ support him 
whilst he rehearses 
his speech. This 
is a fantasy of dis- 
ordered imagina- 
tion. Mr. G-. is in 
splendid form, 
spoiling for a 
fight. 

A trustworthy 
Correspondent in- 
forms us that, 
owing to^ acci- 
dental displace- 
ment of his notes, 
a telling point was 
omitted from Lord Salisbury’s first speech at Birmingham. It was 
intended to come in at the passage where the Premier boldly flouted 
apprehension of Ministerial disaster at the General Election. He 
had meant to cite Mr. Jackson’s appointment as conclusive proof 
that the Government would exist at least up to the year 1900. 

“ Sbcakspeare,” he should have said, “has written, ‘a tanner 
will last you nine year,’ and of course the duration of the Govern- 
ment will be co-incidental with the prolongation of the term of our 
Financial Secretary to the Treasury, witndrawn from commercial 
pursuits at Leeds.” 


Herr YON ber Blowitzoto-Tromp has some interesting remi- 
niscences of the lamented Baron Mac Hinery. “When he was 
appointed Legate at the Court of the Isle of Man,” writes the great 
historian of our times, “ he dined with me in passing through 
Nanterre. It was the very day the Marquis De Moulin had been 
elected Pompier. The other guests were, His Excellency the Con 
OP ,Ceim Tartary, Prince ALLiiz-vous-EN, His Excellency the 
Vicuna of Brazil, the Sandwich Ambassador, the Doge of 
Yenice, and the Baron Munchausen, who was a kind of amateur 
partner of mine, in whom I had much confidence— I always left him 
with my day’s correspondence ready to be committed to paper. In 
the course or the dinner a stupid gargon, handing the ice round, 
dropped a small piece down the back of the neck of the Doge of 
Venice. With great presence of mind Baron Munchausen seized 
the poker (which fortunately happened to be in the fire), and, with 
inimitable dexterity, passed the red-hot brand between the Doge’s 
shirt-collar and his neck, and, deftly touching the piece of ice, 
melted it. It was an awkward moment. The canned lobster was 
rust served, but no one thought of eating it. The Con of Crim 
Tartary turning to Baron Mac Hinery, said,— 

You, my Lord, who are disinterested in this matter, tell us 
what you think of it.” 

“I think,” repHed the Baron, with admirable sangfroid, “his 
Highness the Doge would have felt better if the ice had been 
warmer, and the poker cooler.” 

Everybody laughed. The Doge and Baron Munchausen 'shook 
hands, and the dinner ended gaily. 


Eymond, writing with too infrequent pen, makes pathetic 

reference to the death of “ one of the largest and best known pur- 
veyors of Ehine wine, with whom I have had business relations and 
personal intercourse for nearly thirty years.” There is, we need 
hardly say, no basis for the insinuation thrown out by Henbd that 
the business relations referred to were of the commission order 
sometimes established between purveyors of Ehine and other wines 
and gentlemen who have a wide circle of friends. 


THEORY AND PRACTICE. 

Scene — Interior of a First-class Railway Carriage, Theoretical 
Passenger and Practical Passenger discussing the “ Unreadi- 
ness of FnglandP 

Theoretical Passenger (at the conclusion of a long account of the 
national shortcomings), les, my dear Sir, France has only to 
declare war to-morrow, and we are completely ruined ! We cease 
to exist as a nation ! ^ 

Practical Passenger [with a smile). But hasn’t this been said abont 
us— by ourselves— for any number of years? 

Theo, Pas, Doubtless, hut that does not make it the less trne. 

Prac, Pas, Possibly ; still, it is encouraging to find that we do 
exist in spite of the “temptation to belong to other nations.” 

Theo, Pas, [annoyed). Ah! you treat the matter with levity ; hut I 
assure you it is a most serious thing ! How would you like to he 
bombarded ? 

Prac, Pas, Hot at aU. The more especially as it would he a great 
expense to the enemy. 

Theo. Pas, [with dignified resentment), I see you consider the 
subject a proper topic for raillery ! It is a very fine day I 

Prac, Pas, [in a conciliatory tone). Ho, no, I can assure you I am 
deeply interested. But how about our Fleet — surely that should 
protect us? 

Theo, Pas, You must he very much behind the age to say so. Our 
Fleet is practically valueless. It is perfectly easy to invade us at a 
dozen places. If the French went to Ireland (as they did in the last 
century), the conquest of England would be assured. They would 
(with the assistance of a friendly peasantry), get their supplies 
and make good their footing. 

Prac, Pas, But how about our Army? 

Theo, Pas, A farce ! An expensive farce. We have no Regulars, 
the Militia exists only on paper, and the Volunteers are valueless. 

Prac, Pas, Then why not have a Conscription — that would bring 
up our Army with a run ? 

Theo, Pas, A Conscription ! My dear Sir, the nation wouldn’t 
think of such a thing ! Ho, not for a single moment ! 

Pi'ac, Pas, [after a pause). Well, what is to be done? 

Theo, Pas, [promptly), Hothing, except to write to the papers and 
submit to our fate. 

Prac. Pas. Is there any objection to the construction of the 
Channel Tunnel ? 

Theo , Pas, [carelessly). Hone in the least — ^but why do you ask ? 

Prac, Pas, Because, if in the case of war, the entire French nation 
pours into England— as you say it will ? 

Theo, Pas, Certainly. 

Prac. Pas. The best thing we can do is to utilise the Tunnel, 
pour into France, and stay there ! It will he only changing sides 1 
{Conversation interrupted by whistle^ and consequent rattle 
and darkness. 


THE SPHINX AND THE STICK. 

A Song wherein is suggested & sidtable Sulgectfor an Ihsenite Tragedy, 

[Sir James Crichton-Brownb thinks that “the reserve and suppression 
of emotional movement which is observed in English people ” will probably 
result in all the women becoming sphinxes, and all the men sticks.] 

“Oh I do wag your head I ” said the Sphinx to the^Stick. 

“ I he replied, “or I would, darling, quick I 

If you ’ll only indulge in a shrug and some winks, 

You ’U perhaps set me off,” said the Stick to the Sphinx. 

“Hay, long ‘ inhibition,’ ” the^Sphinx made reply, 

“ Has imparted rigidity, love, to my eye.” 

“ ‘ Emotional movement’ no longer is mine,” 

Sighed the Stick to the Sphinx ; “ though 1 greatly incline 
To a dig in your ribs, or a slap on your hack 
(As a sign of my love), all my muscles are slack. 

My poor ‘motor-centres’ are all out of gear, 

Ana I can’t even ‘ chuck ’ your soft chin, sweet, I fear. 

I ’m sure such a stolid inflexible ‘ stick ’ you ’ll hate, 

But, though I adore you, I cannot gesticulate—” 

“ My case is as had,’’ sighed the Sphinx to the Stick, 

“ For I cannot ‘bridle ’—no more than a brick.” 

Said the Stick to the Sphinx, “Ah, we once knew what love 
meant ! 

But, thanks to the loss of ‘ emotional movement,’ 

We can’t give it ‘ graceful and chastened expression,’ 

And so it seems slipping fast out of possession. 

Heigho I we had far better die, darlmg, quick I 
Since you are a Sphinx, love, and I ’m but a Stick ! ” 


Very Likely— just now.— A place to spend a Cluiet Sunday— 
Eastbourne. 
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"ON THE HYP”-NOTIST. 

{Fragment from a Romance purely imaginary and yetjo^ 
be written. ) 

The Savants were gatliered together to consider the , 
question of Hypnotism. They had been appointed by a ' 
learned Association, and their Hon. Secretary had distin- , 
guished himself by writing a letter, which if eccentric 
m punctuation, was yet to the point. ! 

“We must not forget. Gentlemen,” said one of the 
learned persons, “ that we have been appointed to investi- 
gate the use of Hypnotism as a therapeutic agent. It will 
he our duty to ascertain, if it is possible, that operations 
can he performed under the shield of its anaesthesia.” 

“You are indeed right,” replied another, “and it is 
fortunate in one sense that wehavenothad the advantage 
of greeting at our board, Doctor Owen Coleman of 
Dunedin, Surbiton.” 

“ Why so ? ” asked a third. 

“Because,” returned Savant'Eo. 2, “that distinguished 
Member of the Medical Profession can give instances of i 
successful treatment under the prescribed circumstances. I 
For instance, Jules Cloquet, as early as 1845 was using j 
Hypnotism in the cause of painless surgery. However, | 
our pleasant little gathering can do no harm.” 

“Perhaps not,” acquiesced SavanfNo. 3. “ Although 
it is only right to remark that had we had Dr. Coleman’s 
knowledge, we should have possibly considered it qua 
Committee a triEc superfluous.” 

“ Do you not think we ought to visit the Aquarium ? ” 
asked the first speaker. “I am told that there is a 
Hypnotist who appears there twice a-day, and whose 
exhibition, from a scientilio point of view, should be j 
decidedly interesting.” i 

After this there was a speedy departure, and for some 
hours the Committee lounged about the Aquarium. 
They there saw a female acrobat of great strength. Then 
they paid a visit to the Alhambra, where they met a plea- 
sant young lady, who, seemingly without any assistance, 
lifted four or five bulky gentlemen seated on a c^ir. 
This she did without any exertion and with a smiling 
countenance. On their return to their private room, they 
seemed somewhat hostile to the pretensions of the Hyp- 
notist, whose feats they had j ust witnesscd—thcy preferred ; 
to his performances the feats of the Magnetic Lady'. 

“ftulto a mistake,” said one; “instead of taking of 
a leg, or showing the strength of a billiard cue, he makes 
men believe that they arc swimming in a tank ! ” 

“Very undignified,” remarked another; “it would , 
have been so much better had he performed a surgical ■ 
operation— say, setting a compound fracture of the leg. . 
like that performed by two medical men in 1845 ; and ; 
more interesting to the vast majority of the audience.” 

“But the Alhambra was excellent,” was the reply. ■ 
“Suppose we send to our Committee a Keport of the 

^ ‘MagneticLady’ 

gaze upon its surface. Then, one b^ one, they fell over 
—fast asleep. He placed them back in their chairs. 

“ How for your lieport,” he murmured. “ And so you 
would ignore mp show and praise another ! But you are 
in my power, BJidjhaU obey me ! Write what I dictate! ” 
And so they wrote. And, strange as it may appear to non- 
believers in Hypnotism, the Eeport, when published, was 
found to be an excellent advertisement for the Eoyal 
Westminster Aquarium ! 
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SENILE FELINE AMENITIES. 


“Well, Good Aeticrnoon— I’m going to call on my Mother!” 

“What 1 You don’t mean to say you ’vb got a Mother uvimV 
“ Oh yes— and she don’t look a bit older than TOU do— I ASSURE YOU ! ’ 


OUR FINANCIAL COLUMN. 

Orl Court, JEJ.a* 

I AM preparing a big coup, and wish all my friends to be in it. My friends 
are legion, it is true, but they may depend upon me to do the best for all. 
Nothing on the gigantic scale I am now preparing has been seen or heard of 
in the Financial World since the days of the Flood, when Noah’s floating capital 
weatWed the storm. What was the stock worth when Father Noah once again 
touched land ? Expect the biggest result ever known. I may be sanguine. I 
have the right to be so. 

“Pony.”— Y es. Buy A. andC. N.B.— Invest big cheque wdth yours truly. 
The only safe and profitable investment. 

“D. A. H.”— Don’t you do it, or you’ll be H. A. I). Send cheques here. 
Strict account kept, and gains delivered in cash by 

“A HESiLiLTER.”— Don’t doubt for a moment. 

Sell everything right of, and invest proceeds by 
cheque with your friend. ’ ’ 

“A. S. S.^’ — The Dividend days of the 
Nihilo-Fit Loan and Insurance Company are 
April 1, up to mid-day, and September 31. 

So much for some of the principal Correspondents 


So much for some of the principal Correspondents 
who require an answer in my weeklj^ article. As ''ft 

for myself, I can only say that my motto is, “ Oon- 
jidentia Illimitata ct Ntdla Fecunia redditurJ^ 

Within the last month the gross earnings of the .j /Uijy 

^officeonbehalf of myclientshasbeen£12,345,678,910 | 1 1 [ m 

'which compares favourably with the previous month. I Jffi 

Every penny of this, equal to 50 per cent, profit to I W W 0 

every one of my clients, wiU be distributed within j 
a week with a handsome bonus of twenty-fllve / ^ 
pounds to everyone sending in his coupon or cheque ^ t. . i t 

for fifteen sovereigns by twelve o’clock next Tuesday, after which hour it is 
impossible for any one, be he who he may, from Kaiser to Chimney-sweeper, to 
participate in the enormous profit which will have been honestly oarnecL by 

Yours truly, Ckcesus. 

* N.B.— Note change of address. 

Shortly to 'Appear. — JL Morning without Loots, by the Author of .A. 
Knight without Spurs. 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG; 

Ob, Miss Bowbleb at the Music Halls. 

Ho. SPOOKS IH THE SaiJAEE. 

Atr — “ The Goblins in the Churchyardi^^ 

: down to the PsvcMcal Society; one night, 


Another G-host commenced. He said : “ I was a great R. A. 

(I remember the time when we used to meet in the pepper-nots 
oYer the way), ^ ^ ’ 

My daubs were always hung on the line, for ourselves we used to 
judge, 

Oui- sole Ideal conventional cant, . our technique broad brown 
smudge. 


I WENT down to the Psychical Society one night, . , smudge. 

And heard them talk of Spooks and things that filled me with affright. ^ ® pictures sell J ! / — ^here he writhed with a 

The Psychical Society, as every member boasts, . spectral twist— ^ 

Was founded with the object of investigafeg Ghosts ! And our broad prown smudge gives way to the fudge cranks caU 


xujLU jumiuu. biLCiu L aiK. L>± u-uu i/xjuugs i/uau ujuLCLL jLuo YVJLtxj euxixgii 

The Psychical Society, as every member boasts. 

Was founded with the object of investigafeg Ghosts ! 

Now Ghosts, the modern species, are of very various sorts, 

I For like some plants, as botanists say, they seem to run to “sports. 
I I used to think a spectre was a spectre, but I find 
The “ Psychical’’ can furnish Spooks of every class and Idnd. 
Chorus* 


j uu UU.O xuuy t; uruuKS call 

» I ’ve lost my head, as perhaps you mark— though I keep a ventri- 
loquist tongue. 

What ’s the use of a head to an Artist Ghost, who has never a 
chance to bo hung H ” 

Chorus — Some of the Ghosts, &o. 


Some of the Ghosts are little, some of the Ghosts are big, Some of the Ghosts, &o. 

Some come in the guise of a headless man, and some of a ^ectre pig. A Lawyer’s Ghost wept on his post, and then began to state 
! Some of them laugh Ha ! ha ! ” Some of them wail “ Heigho ! ” That the Revolution of Sixtv- eight— he rvF Riv w 
And I felt that night in a doose of a fright before it was time to go. For the abolition of ncedless^fee| and th^ stopping of"usdess^ji^^ 




Ijhad read Phantasmagoria by that 

writer quaint but grand, . ; i.; 

Who^Q'm&S.TheHuntingoftheSnark | i .j| 

and Alice in Wonderland* I .i, ,jift 

And I thought I knew a thing or two, /. "|j ' , ' V 

or might be even three, '! iMjL ^ 

About a Ghoul, and a Fay or Troll, and 
a Brownie or Banshee. 

1 knew that a Banshee always howled, 
whilst a Goblin might but yawn, 

I also Imew that a Poltergeist was not 

a Leprechaun, t ^ 

But the Psychicals, I’m bound to say, V' 

^ had me on “buttered toastes ” { ] MU 

With the wonderful changes which I®®® 

they rang on the good old Church- ' i 'I 
ya.d“4ostes.» 

Some of their Ghosts were sages, some ' i ''if * ' ’ ' L 
of them seemed sheer noddies ; 

Some of the same like a “Wandering 
Flame,” and others as “Astrm 
Bo^es.” 

Some of theirs croaked “Ha! ha!” some of them chuckled 
“Ho! ho!” [time to go. 

And I got so sad, I was heartily glad when I found it was 

I dropped into the “Rose and Crown,” a highly respectable 
tavern, 

For Ghosts are diy, and my thirst was high, my throat like a 
^ chalky cavern. 

! I didn’t have much, only four of cold Scotch, which is good 
to moisten chalk. 

The night was fine, it was twelve twenty-nine, so I thought I 
might just as weU walk. 

But when I entered Trafalgar Square, I heard a mysterious 
sound ; 




Had capped the murder of Privilege 
I ■. , , by the massacre of Law : 

ij!, ' . I Order, this Spook went on to state, 

‘ of police - less 
: prank, 

.V ■ Tjri' i- ft® jam of life was lost with 
' ■ - '')■ ,pi ™ ^be abolition of Ranlc. 

»;[;.(///. '■ ;iV be wept! Ah! can there be 

'■4. , ,'T\' ■ ■ ' r a sight a pitiful^breast to thrill 

-''/I .^'bo Grhost of a Lawyer drop- 

a tear o’er the Ghost of a 


Lawyer’s Bill ? 

Chorus— Some of the Ghosts, &c. 


,'}'h 




Tliere was not eyen a Bobby in sight as I stole a glance around ; They aU savo a loud “ I 
But seat^^on N^sob’s lions tour, and perched on the neighboWng Anf I tSd and flod 
T — . 1 . -a-r — _ to crow! 


wlusimr on the brceEi^ 

\\ hich sfiid, in accents I well knew, 
uy oiv then^ 'Thne^ Gentlemen^ 
please 

It'may have been the warning to recall 
; f Sithoso vagrant Ghosts 

To wheresoever they [abide, poor 

pallid spectral hosts ! 

What it all meant I cannot tell, but 
this at least I know, 

To that P^chical Society no more at 
night I ’U go! 

Chorus* 

Some of the Ghosts did gogglo, some 
of the Spooks did stare, 

But there they sat in a spectral 
row round “the Squirts” in 


“posteses,” . 

I our Nursery Rhyme, a dozen or so of | 


Ml f* yjxXKl Wl.J[UiAU» 

, , I rafalgar Square, 

a Ha ! ha ! ” they tdl gave a loud “ Ho ! hoi 


~ "‘‘‘•'‘'J *•** V U> AVIAVA AAV . AAU ; 

and got homo to bed as the rooster began 


Chorus, 

Some of the Ghosts were short, some of the Ghosts were tall 

Sawia /%4- -T n V * 


The Naect TEuin.-Our old friend, Mrs. IUmsboxjum. was 
reading, the other day, a letter in the 3V»jcs about “ Electrical Tram- 
ways,” when she came upon a line stating that “two naked con- 


some haA most preposWous noddles, ^ds^^T^em none a; 

They all gave a shrill “Ha! ha!” they all gave a hushed when she noticed that “one of the 

“Ho! ho!” ^ ^ misnea conductors was to be carried on .poles,” and another to be “laid 

1 turned in a fright and I wished ’em good night— but thev would fbfl Horrified at this apparent brutality, 

not let me go I out xney woma the worthy lad:r has been writing letters in draft) to the Com- 

missioner of Pohoe ever since ! 


Then one of the Ghosts began to speak ; down on my knees I sanlc, ^ 

^ I ® Gkost,” said he, “and mine offence is ^ friendly Tip to the Fighting Factions. • 

I never oared for the Coimnon Herd, the People I loved to crush : ^diSif m bli 

^ the-1 muoh puzzles J. B. 

I to raise my rents, practice proves yo. ma d ! 

Eor dways held that the Mob were made to keep up the Cent-per- A Ti«Lr SuooEsxiOH. -Commenting upon the exceptionally bad 

And now in this Square I hear Btjbns’s blare see the ■RpTir.ot. 1 ?^ j* last week, the 2imes asks if 

wave, ’ Hed Banner something cannot be done to put down betting by turf-agencies, and 

And Sooie^ swished by the Socialist: so I cannot rest in Tn-xr gambling per “ bucket-shops.” We regret our 

grave. oouansL , so 1 cannot rest in my inability to suggest ^ immediate, remedy, but, as a warning and a 

CAorztfs— Some of the Ghosts &c ’ let Hie last-named institutions be called “ Cluttemoket- 


1 shops.’^’ 


rSh^Sf F-’ Drawing., or Pioturw ol any dwoription, wiU 

«»4ii 1... a*j!_ ^ when aeocunpanied by a Stajnp^ and Addressed Xnvalene. Coire]*. or WrAttnAv. Da fliia ii(*n 1 tt 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

NO VIII.-TO LAZINESS. 

Best (and best-abused) of Abstractions, 


f oes into Court. Many are the tales told by those who have been 
IS juniors of the marvellous skill and address with which Figteeb 
has time after time extricated MmseK from awkward situations into 
wMch he had been led by his ignorance of the details of the case in I 
which he happened to be engaged. In the sensational libel case of 


My heart positively warms to y^ as T mate. At this pre- Bagwell y, %Iuter, Figtree, as you must remember, appeared for 
Oise moment I can think oi a hundred different ttungs that I ought the defendant. When the plaintiff^s Junior Counsel had opened the 
to bedoii^. For instance, I ha;;^ not written to I OM, who is in the pleadings, Figtree actually got up, and, had not his own Junior 
wilds of Canada, for months. His last letter ended with a pathetic pulled him down, he would then and there have opened the case for 
appeal for an answer. -j u ^ ^ t • the plaintiif. Yet Figtree’s cross-examination of that same plain- 

T ^ ^ u? said, ^ about not having any news, tiff, travelling as it did over a long period of time, and dealing with 


Little details that you may think too insignificant to relate are bound a most complicated story, in which dates were of the first importance, 
to interest nie in this deserted spot. I ^ sure you occasionally meet is still cited by those who heard it as the most remarkable (usplay of 
some of our friends of the old days. Tell them I often think of them its kind which the English Courts have afforded for 


J 11 1 -L ^ ' j.euL bjuLtJui X oiien omnx oimem its jcinu wmon me Jingnsh Courts have afforded lor years past, 

and all the fun we used to have together. It all seems like a dream Whether the unfortunate Bagwell, whom it showed conclusively to 
to me now. Let me know what any of them are doing. I heard six he a swindler and an impostor, has an eijual admiration for it, I 
months ago from, a fellow who was touring out here that Jack Bumpus know not, nor is he, I fancy, likely to tell us, even when he returns 
was married. If it is really our old Jack, congratulate him, and give from the prison which is now the scene of his labours. How Figtbee, 
him my love. I don’t know his present address. But, whatever you who at the outset did not even know on which side he appeared, 
write. A letter from y<m is like water in the desert.’’ ^ managed in the time at his command to master this intricate case, 
When I read that letter I became full of the noblest resolutions, must ever remain a mystery. Harry Addlestone, his Junior, is 


Not another day should pass, I vowed, before I 
answered it. So I prepared a great many; sheets of 
thin note-paper, carefully selected a clean nib and sat 
down at my writing-table to begin. As I did so my 
eyes fell upon Martin Chuzzlewit^ which was lying 
within easy reach. The book seemed positively to 
command me to read it for the tenth time. I took it 
up, and in another moment Mrs. Ga 7 np had taken 
possession of me. My wi’i ting- chair was uncomfort- 
able. I transferred myself into an arm-chair. Is it 
necessary to add that I did not wi’itc to Tom ? His 
letter is getting frayed and soiled from being con- 
stantly in my pocket. Bay after day it accompanies 
me on my daily round, unanswered and seemingly 
unanswerable. For I feel it to be a duty to write, 
and my mind abhors a duty. The letter weighs upon 
my conscience like lead. A few strokes of the pen 
would remove the burden, but I simply cannot screw 
myself up to the task. That is 
one of the things I ought to do. - ‘C. ' - 

Again, ought I not to call on the / 

WniTTiESEAS? Mr. and Mrs. * 

Whittlesea have simply over- 
flowed with kindness towards mo. 

I never enj oyed anything more than 

the week I spent at their house in 

Kent a short time ago. They are 

now in town, and, what is more, ' 

they know that I am in town too, ^ 

Of course I ought to call. It’s 





accustomed to talk darkly of a marvellous 
chronological analysis of the case which he 
had prepared for his leader, and evidently 
wishes me to believe that he, rather than 
Figtree, is to be credited with the success 
achieved. But the Solicitors have not yet 
withdrawn their confidence from Figtree 
to transfer it to Addlestone. 

Here, then, is an instance of a perfectly 
indolent man rising higher and higher every 
year on the ladder of professional advance- 
ment. I can only attribute it, my dear 
Laziness, to your beneficent innuence, 
which preserves the great barrister from 
the weary labours to wkich bis rivals daily 
submit. They say of him that he knows 
nothing of law. If I grant that, it merely 
proves that a knowledge of law is not 
required for success in the profession of 
the law. The deduction is dangerous, hut 
obvious, and I recommend it warmly to aU 
who are about to be called to the Bar. 

I don’t think I have anything more to 
say to you to-day ; indeed, I know that 
you would be the last to desire that the 
writing of this letter should be in any way 
irksome to me. Besides, it is five o’clock 
p.M. My arm-chair invites me. I feel 
tired, and, that being so, I am convinced it 
would be an act of pedantic folly to deny 
ihment of half-an-hour’s sleep. Farewell, 


my^ plain duty, and that is, as far as I can tell, the only reason myself the sweet refreshment of half-an-hour’s sleep. Farewell, 
which absolutely prevents me from calling upon that hospitable kindly one. I shall always rejoice to honour you, and celebrate 
family. Why need I go through the long list of my pressing duties ? your praise. Yours, with all goodwill, 

I ought to write my article on “ Modern Theosoplw : A Psychological Diogenes Hobinson. 

ParaUel,” for the next number of The Brain. I ought to vkit my p.g.-l reopen this letter to say that I have just read in an 
dentist; I ought to have my hair out. But I shall do noue of these evening paper a terrible account of the total destruction by a 
things. On the other hand. It IS absolutely unnccessaiy that I tornado of the town in Canada which was poor Tom’s place of 

write to you. No evil would befall me if I waited another year, or exile. “The loss of life,” it is added, “has been great, and 
even omitted altogether to wnte to you. And that is the precise several Englishmen are amongst the victims.” No names are given. 


reason why I am now addressing you. As a matter of I lilie (Jqq^ gracious ! If Tom has indeed perished, how am I ever to for- 
70U. As I have already said, the performance of strict duties is give myself for neglecting him ? What must he have thought of 
irksome to me. It is you, my dear Laziness, who forbid me to ^r- ? I curse mysSf in W for my-bah ! What is the use of 

foim them, and thus save me from many an^unoongenial task, lhat telling you this i’ The same paper informs me, in the elegant 
IS why i like you. . , , t i. i. 3 language appropriate to these occasions, that “ Mr. Eioikbe, CO., 

And, after all, the common abuse of you is absurd. I fiRYe heard offeree^ and has accepted, the vacant Lord- Justiceship of 

grave and industrious persons declare emphatically that any one Appeal.” 
who allows himself to fall under your sway debars himself utterly * :: r-:,-, „ 

from every chance of success. Fiddlesticks ! I snap my fingers at ^ , 


from every chance of success. Fiddlesticks ’! I snap my fingers at ^ , 

such folly. What do these gentlemen say to the case of Figtree, Opportunity. — A Lyme B.egis Correspondent sends us the 

the great Q.C. ? Everybody knows that Figtree is, without excep- foUomng advertisement, found, he says, in the JBridport News ; we 
tion, the most indolent man in the world. Let any doubter walk omit dates and names 

down Middle Temple Lane and ask the first young barrister he meets will SELL by AUCTION, Three Fine D AIRA^ CO W S to calve respect- 

what he thinks of Figtree. I am ready to wager my annual income /w%inI)eo.,Aprii, and May next. An excellent double-feeding chafi-cutter,&c. 

^ resueotful cow wiU uo doubt fulfil her engagemeute honorably. 

man at the Bar. I thought everybody knew that. I may be told, « a doubk-feedinD* cbaff-enttGr ” ons-ht to be an acaniaition to a 


A respectful cow wiU no doubt fulfil her engagements honorably. 
A double-feeding chaff-cutter ” ought to be an acquisition to a fast 


him? that his sueei AfcJmherweU pokod^^^ powers would have t o be amply provided for at lunoheon time, 

and a half and is acknowledged to be a masterpiece of forensic 


eloquence, fit to rank with the best efforts of Erskine ; that bis fees “ The nearest thing to ‘ setting the Thames on fire,’ ” said a quiet 
always exceed ten thousand pounds a year and that his book on traveller by the Underground ‘‘is the announcement which you will 
Fines and Recoveries a monument of industry. All this I shall now see at the St. James’s rark Station: — ‘A Light Here for 
hear from some member of the outside public, who does not know his Niagara.’ ” “ Why,” exclaimed an irate passenger to the timid 
Figtree. But the fact remains. Figtree is the most indolent suggestion of the above, “ of course it doesn’t mean jfAajJ.” Then he 
being alive. I doubt if he can be induced to read a brief before he added, contemptuously, “ Get out ! ” Which he did. i 
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ETJSTICUS EXPECTANS; 

Or, the New Dumbledimdeary, 

“ Rusticus expectat, dum defluat amnia ; at ille 
Labitnr, etlabetur in omne volubilis coviim.’^ 

Horace. 

Air-— ‘ * Dum Med iimdeary.'' 


And if you ’ll consent just to vote for u$ now. 


welcome in any Parliamentary circle, 


AA J'UU. XA UUAADCAAU J U.OU UVX VUUC AUA M/O AAUVY, W aO YVCAUVAIAC AAA ClAAJf JU (AAAACAAXXOAAUMiAJf VAJ.vu.«, 

We ’ll put a new tune to your old ‘ Speed from “Gosset’s Hoorn” to the door of the 


the Plough ! ’ ” 

Singing dumhledumdeary, &c 


House, which he sometimes “took” to de- 
hver a witty speech in support of a Motion 


rn, tt v-lxi foT adjourumg ovor tho Derhj* He was only 

Then Hodge, slightly puzzled, heheld (mhis fortieth year, married scarce a fort- 


dream) 

A legion of faces that flowed with the stream. 


Isr iXe M of the year, when M.P.'s wore Wnxi-iMS, and Joet, and 


Hodge took up his bundle, and caught up his 
stafl, [laugh !•— 

And went for a walk— if you please, don’t 
Singing dumhledumdeary, dumble- 
dumdeary, 

Dumhlc, dumhle, dumhlcdumdec ! 


And^s^eciies hurst forth Uko a waterspout, JoW talk too Ikom the remembered . as shedding though 

HodgS took UP his bundle, and caught up Ms dimSuSe’aSl’&e? seventeen years a gemd light on Irish poh- 


in nis lortietn year, marriea scarce a lorL- 
night, when comes the blind Fury with the 
abhorred shears and slits the thin-spun 
thread. “Lycidas is dead!”; but he will 
long be remembered as shedding through 


tics, too often obscured by aggressive vul- 


“ They ’re making a vast sight o’ noise, and sacrifice of patriotic interests 

oft ’to the ends of personal vanity. 

Whilst they all shout together, their mean- ■ - - 

• n . 1 rr m ^:a 


Dumhlc, dumhle, dumhlcdumdec ! mj^’s scarce clear. [I ’ll sit 

Oh, Hodge had put on his hettermost smock, They all drift one way, though, out Y^^.^er ! ONLY FANCl I 

And wore his billvcook gaily a-cock ; We are in a position to state that ovor- 

For Hodge nowadays is a person of note. Singing dumhledumdeary, Ac. recently made to a well-known 

And great Governments bow to the “hind,”— Hodge, like old Horace’s Rustic, still and popular member of the aristocracy in 
with a vote. ^ waits [abates; connection with a certain high oflice lately 

Singing dumhledumdeary, Ac. ^1^^ waters flow by, or their turmoil vacated. It is felt that a gentleman with the 

“ “ - „ „ . . varied experience 

and capacity in- 

TRIALS OF AN ANXIOUS “JUNIOR.” 

) Testy “ Chief” in open Court is not his Idea of Perfect Bliss. Arthur B.alfour 
- - to the Leadership 


So he strolled on 
wi’out dread or 
fear 

Of Squoire or Par- 
son, or County 
Peer, 

For the spouting 
M.P. and the 
Liberal Van 
Had made of the 
shock-headed 
joskin a Man I 
Singing dum- 
hledumdeary, 
Ac. 

With promises 
stufled, and with 
hope inspired, 
Hodge walked, 
and walked till 
he felt quite tired; 

So he sat himself 
down on the bank 
of a stream, 

And, falling 
I asleep, dreamed 
a wonderful j 
dream. j 

Singing dum- ' 
bledumdeary, 
&c. 

The old, old stream 
was no longer the 
brook 
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THE TRIALS OF AN ANXIOUS “JUNIOR.” 

Er0M1'tin« a Dhaf anp Testy “ Chief ” in open Court is not his Ipea of Perfect Bliss. 


Where he’d angled for minnows with wum And thou hopes to reach “Happy Home” of tlie House of Commons. It was the more 

and hook * stream. pleasing as the name of Lord dalisbury’s 

It swelled and’ swirled and its rippling voice Let m hope that he mayn’t find it only a correspondent had, in Conservative circles, 

Was changed to loud echoes of platform noise. dream! , ,, been proimMntly mentioned m connection 

Smo-insr dnmbledumdiL^y, &0. Smging dumhledumdeary, dumhle- with the ofhoe. “ It is true ’’ the Abounding 

, . “ ® ,, , dumdeary, Baron wrote, ‘ that the public with unerring 

And ^ it seemed to address him, How long, Dumble, dumhle, dumbledumdee I instinct has looked iu another direction. I 

J tr..* - — should therefore like to be the first to say that 

your Lordshij) has done well in recognising 
“ DICK” POWER. the services to the Unionist cause performed 

When the House of Commons meets in by Mr. Balfour. Of course there may be other 


It swelled and swirled, and its rippiling voice 
Was changed to loud echoes of platform noise. 
Singing dambledumdeary, Ac. 

And it seemed to address him, “How long, 
friend Hodge, 

In a smock will you slave, in a pig-stye lodge 
The Town revolts^ but the landlord crew 
Still rule the rustics. What can you do ? ” 
Singing dumhledumdeary, Ac. 

“ Oh, I can reap, and I can sow ; 

And I can plough, and I can mow ; 

And, as Lord liiPON doth treuly say, 

I can yarn my eighteen-pence a day ! ” 
Singing dumbledumdeary, Ac. 

“ Oh, that,” cried the Yoices, “ will never do I 


“DICK” POWER. 


February, it will :^d many vacant places. 
Save, perhaps, on that sacred to the memory 


openings, and in case your Lordship has occa- 
sion to communicate with me, it may be con- 


of Old Morality, none will draw towards venient to mention that, having come to town 
it such sorrowful glances as the bench below tMs morning and transacted business at my 
the Gangway, where, last Session, Dick oflice in Bouverie Street, I ain about to return 
Power’s smiling face was found. ^ Everyone to my country residence at Stow-in-tho- Wold, 
in the House knew “ Dick,” and aU liked him ^ , 

— a modest-mannered, merry-hearted man. It is announced that Lord oalisbury s new 


IIODGE now must have freedom, and comfort ^ strange destiny had not only dragged house at Beaulieu is to be let furnished for 

. ^ , . jTovVot into political life, but, as Whip of the Par- the winter months, the Premier not intcndinj^ 

^d Village Councils, Allotments, j^ni the official re- to return till the Spring. We understand 

Though the Lantods take fright for their .jj^esentative of a body for the most part that one of Mr, Gladstone’s friends and 
Manors and Parks ” socially unlaiown, and disliked with a fervour admirers is in tpaty lor the residence, 

Smging dumbledumdeary, Ac. happily not often imported into Parliamentary intending to place it for a few weeks at the 

‘ ‘ Ko more must he live like a pig iu a stye, warfare. Dick Power, whilst never swerving disposal of the Leader of the Opposition. We 
Or we (Tory Codlir, Had SJwH) will know by a hair’s breadth from loyalty to his col- have not yet heard how far this happily- 

whyt ^ leagues and his leader, so bore himself that he conceived scheme has progressed. 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 

No. XYIII. 


On the Top. 

Miss P. {as" she perceives Miss T. and her companion). Now, 
Bob, pray remember all I ’ve told yon ! [Bob turns away, petulantly. 
Miss t, {aside, to Yan- B.)- I g^iess the air ’s ^ot cooler up here, 


I'iu, J.XX. ,, , , , Miss T, {aside, to B.). I guess the air ’s got cooler up here, 

Scim'-The roof of Milan Cathedral ; the %nnumeraMe statues and (Jhaeley. But if that ^1 imagines she’s going to freeze me! 
fretted pinnacles show in dazzling relief against the intense blue {^jidvancing to Miss P.) Why, my dear, it’s almost too sweet for 
shy. Through the open-^worh of the parapet is seen the vast anything, meeting you again f 

Piazza^ with its yellow toy tram-cars, and the small crawling p Jj,q extremely kind, Maud ; I wish I could return 

figures which cast inordinately long shadows. All around is a compliment ; but really, after what took place at Bellagio, I 

maze of pale brown roofs, and beyond, the green plain blending {taking her arm). Well, I’ll own up to being pretty 

on the horizon with dove-coloured clouds in a quivering videt horrid— and so were you ; but there don’t seem any sense in our 
haze, CuLCHAED w sitting by a small doonvay at the oot of a meeting up here like a couple of strange cats on tiles. I won’t fly 
night of steps leading to the Spit'e, oxit any more, there! I’m just dying for a reconciliation ; and so 

Culchard {meditating), I think Maud must have seen from the tone is Mr. Yae Boobelee. The trouble I ’ye had to console that man I 
in which I said I preferred to remain below, that I object to that He never met anybody before^ hafE so interested in the great Amurr- 
cousin of hers perpetually coming about with us as he does. She ’s can Novel. And he ’s wearying for another talk. So you ’d better 
far too indulgent to — a posing, affected prig, always talking give that hatchet a handsome funeral, and come along and take pity 
about the wonderful things he ’s going to write! He had the impu- on him. . t , t 7 

dence to tell me I didn’t & 10 W the most elementary laws of the sonnet [Hyp., after a struggle, yields, half-reliictantly, and allows 
this morning I Withering repartee herself tobe taken across toM.T:,YjfS[ 

seems to have no effect whatever on ^ III B., who greets her effimvely. Miss 

him, I wish I had some of Pobbuet’s / /I i f T. leaves them together, 

faculty for flippant chaff! I wonder f/'l rill P* {who has been prudently 

if he and the pEENBEEGhASTS really are jjl jiil&ll keeping in the background till now, 

at Milan. I certainly thought 1 recog- decides that his chance has come). How 

nised If they are, it’s very bad lIpFifttW .8^ Teottee?^ It’s 

taste of them, after the pointed way ^ again like 

hope we shan’t * fn Miss, T, Well, I guess that remark 

[Mere the figure o/Miss Peenbeeuast would have been more convincing if 

suddenly emerges from the door ; j, / \ /)f ^ m |\ i^ade it a few minutes earlier. 

CuxcHAEB rises and stands aside /.V;7/l V W .11 Po5. 1— I—yousee, Ididn’tknow. . . 

to let her pass; she returns his !, ( '7rlw |1 •’'piulA I was afraid — 1 rather thought 

salutation distantly, and passes on / ?/' //4'^M (- iM 2\ You don’t get much further 

with her chin in the air; her j with rather thinking, as a general 

brother follows, with a side-jerk ^ f I’ule, than if you didn’t think at all. 

^ recognition, Pobbuet comes you’re at all anxious to run 

last, and halts undecidedly. m l w K away the wajr you did at Bellagio, you 

Podh. {with a rather awkward laugh), \ W | iliP/Mff/ needn’t be afraid J’// hinder you. 

Here we are again, eh ? [Looks after ^ ' yjx'Jll H ||M/K Poh, (earnestly), Eun away! Do 

Miss P,, hesitates, and finally sits down . J i « jJw you think I ’d have gone if — I ’ve felt i 

by CuiCHABB.) Where’s the fascina- | nj dull enough ever since, without that! 

ting Miss Teottee ? How do you come / ^ ^ Iml ilf/KM Bij| Mli ll Miss T, Oh, 1 expect you’ve had a ! 

to be off dutjr like this? iJ I jmlll ' I H |||||Rl| beautiful time. We have. 

The fascinating Miss 'YMqlfmMI/l IJmr " i llBInmmM W IHIfll Eobeet, I 

Teottee is up above with Yae Boobe- fw p** m thought you wanted to see the Alps P 

LEE, so m^ series are not^regiired. M should come over to the other 

just gone up with Bob! Whew, ttm ATm Y. I ’ll undertake that he sees 

there’ll he ructions presently! Well r 1 y«|ij|| f the Alps, darling, presently — when 

out of it, you and I! So it ’s Boobe- 'I. I J| i 11 ||| if we ’re through our talk. 

lee’s turn now? That’s rough on I 11' ffl Miss P. As you please, dear. But 

3/02^— after Hypatia had whistled poor /' ri | | llMf (pointedly) did 1 not see Mr. CuL- 

old Bob off. As much oat in the cold 'j ! | ® cuarb below ? 

8*8 ever, eh? IW nlwU You don’t mean to say 

Oulc/i, I ^ nothing of the kind. ^ i ' § 1 [f I I M you’re wearied of Mr. Yait Boobeler 

I find him distasteful to me, and avoid >[ ^1 ffi already! Well, Mr. Culchaeb will 

him as much as I can, that’s all. I " be along soon, and I’ll loan him to 

1 J ^ i I J m mMi B kim you’re vurry j 

coma have st^ed with me, instead of " — — — — ^ ^WWIBWI IliiBBBWSrHr Y-T-' - anxious to converse with him some 

PEBNBEEaASTS to carry more. He’s just coming along now, 

you off as you did. ^ You would have with Mr. Pobbury and Poppa, 

kem Yan Boobeler in order. “She passes on witli her chiTi in the air ! Miss P, {under her breath), Mattb 1 

Podb, Much obhged, old ebap ; but if yoMdare ! 

I ’m otherwise enpged. Being kept in order myself. Oh, I like it, I Miss T, Don’t you dare mo, theu—or you’ll see. But I don’t want 


dence to tell me I didn’t know the most elementary laws of the sonnet 
this morning I Withering repartee 
seems to have no effect whatever on 

him, I wish I had some of Pobbttey’s / 

faculty for fiippaut chaff ! I wonder fl li 

if he and the PEENBERaASTS really are l! jll 

at Milan, I certainly thought 1 recog- I'yA 

nised If they are, it’s very had 

taste of them, after the pointed way 

■ in which they left Bellagio. I only /' 

■ hope we shan’t r// 

[Mere the figure of Miss Peenbeeuast jli/f r lrwf ^ y 

suddenly emerges from the door; /'l/‘(\/}V ill ml\r 

CuLCHAEB rises and stands aside iv w 'll 

to let her pass; she returns his !, '/'7rlw 

salutation distantly, and passes on / uJ 

with her chin in the air ; her / f 

brother follows, with a side-jerk ^ 

^ recognition, Pobbuey comes 
last, and halts undecidedly. 

Podh. {with a rather awkward laugh), 1 

Here we are again, eh ? [Looks after 

Miss P,, hesitates, and finally sits down , J i « 

by CuLCHABB.) Where’s the fascina- | IL rJ ^ 

ting Miss Trotter? How do you come / IffiSlIMi < 

to be off duty like this ? SmSS W M IP ' 

The fascinating Miss III n ' " 

Trotter is up above with Yait Boobe- / (|| fSl /. 

LEE, so my services are not retired, / /i!3 ^ Wm I 
Podb, Up above? And Hypatia , 


L^’a ^ j ^ j fl g ^ J 

aUowmg tfie ]^^NBE^ASTs*to^carry 

YaN Boobeler in order. « She passes on witli her chiTi in the air ! J 

Podb, Much obhged, old ebap ; but if y 

I ’m otherwise engaged. Being kept in order myself. Oh, I like it, 3fiss T. Don’t you dare mo, the 
y^ know. ^ She’s developing my mind like winking. Spent the to be mean unless I ’m obliged to. 
whole morning at the Brera, mugging in) these old Italian Johnnies. [Mr. Teottee, followed by Cc 


wjuLoie jxiuruiug at tn© x>rera, mugging im xnese oia Italian Jonnnies. 
They really are clinkers, you know. Eaphael, eh ?— and Q-iotto, 
and Mantegua, and aO. that lot. As Hypatia says, for intensity of 
— er — religious feeling, and — and subtlety of symbolism, and — and 
so on, they simply talie the cake — ^romp in, and the rest nowhere ! 
I ’m getting ^uite the connoisseur, I can tell you ! 

^ Culch, Evidently. I suppose there ’s no chance of a — a reconcilia- 


tion up there ? 


[Mr. Teottee, C ciLCiiAEB Pobbuet, arrives at 
the upper platform, Culchard and Pobbury tfface them- 
selves as much as possible, Mr. Trotter greets Miss 
Preis^beroast heartily, 

Mr, T, Well now, I call this sociable, meeting all together again 
like this.^ I don’t see why in the land we didn’t keep together. I ’ve 
been saying so to my darter here, ever since Bellagio— ain’t that so, 


Don’t you be afraid. When Hypatia once gets herqums Miss P, (hurriedly), Wo-wehad to be' getting onr’ And I am 
up, they don t subside so ®asfiy ! HaBo ! isn t this old Teottee ? afraid we must say good-bye now, Mr. Teottee. I want Bob and 
[That gentleman appears in the doorway, Mr. Pobbury to see the Da Yinci fresco, you know, before the light 
here ? That’s goes. (Bob ^nutters a highly disrespectful tvkh concerning that work 
.iRe Milan ? I like the place first-rate — of Art,) We may see you again, before we leave for Yerona. 

I like this old cathedral, too ; it ’swell Mr, T, Yerona? Well, I don’t care if I see Yerona myself, 
out money on it. I caU it real orna- Seems a pity to separate now we have met, donH it ? See here, now, 
g'ers they ye stuck around — and not two we ’ll go along to Yerona together — how’s that, Maitb? Start 


[ With some alarm. Maud ? And she didn’t know just how it came about either. 


constructed— they ’ve laid out money on it. 


murv Yttixeuy, tou, navmg i;nem ainereux. well, i"m going up 
high as ever I can go. i on two better come along up with me. 


Miss T, The fact is, Poppa, Hypatia isn’t just sure that Mr. 
PEENBEEeAST wouldu’t object. 
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Boh P. I — obiect? I^ot much! Just what I should like, seeing 
Yerona with— all together^ you know ! 

Miss T. Then I guess that ’s fixed. {Aside, to Miss P., who zs 
speechless). Come, you hayen’t the heart to go and disappoint my 
poor Cousin Chieley by saying you won’t go ! He ’ll be perfectly 
enchanted to be under yow— unless you ’ye filled u]^?^ the yacancies 
alrea<^ ! {Aloud, to Yait B., as he approaches.) We ’ye persuaded 
Miss .PEEiTDEEeAST to join our party. I hope you feel e<iual to 
entertaining her ? 

Van B. I shall be proud to be permitted to try. {To Miss P.) 
Then I may take it that you agree with me that the function of the 
future American fictionist will be [They move away, conversing. 

Bodh. {To Culch:.) I say, old fellow, we ’re to be trayelling com- 
panions again, after all. And a jolly good thing, too, I think ! 
... eh ? 

Culch. Oh, h’m— quite so. That is— but no doubt it will be an 
adyantage — {with a glance at Yan B., who is ahsoi'hed in Miss P.’s 
conversation)— -xor-eT— some respects. {To himself.) Hardly from 
poor dear Podbijey’s point of yiew, I ’m afraid, though ! Howeyer, 
if he sees nothing ■! [Jle shrugs his shoulders, pityingly. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Pocket-Books for next year are coming in.^ Which for^ choice ? 
** JSohntur amhulando ” should be the resolution of the difficulty, 

f iyen by one firm at least, that firm being “ Walker.” They are 
andy, and conyeniently pocketable, but to “ The chiels amang ye 
taking notes,” plain leayes, and no fruit, and no dates, we should 
say, would be preferable. They ’re reasonable prices, and you can’t 
expect to get ’em for nothing ; if you do— “ Walker ! ” 

The Baron highly approyes of Messrs, de la Etje’s pocket-books. 

pleasant to 

— ~ haye something 

■> inj one’s pocket, 
eyen if only a 
book.*iM As to 
account - books 
and diaries— well 
enter nothing 
therein but what 
has been pleasant 
and profitable, 
and most diarians 
who adopt this 
rule will not find 
^ their memoranda 
i’ oyercrowded at 
the end of the 
.j-.y, year. “Lettsbe 
Qa.ppy, wMle we 
can, and good 
- 'v to you, 

'V. Ladies all, in 

:■ i 1892. Leap 

year!” quoth the 

, .... . you go, like the 

yillagers in the 
German story, 

’ — — Ilk ^ sheep, 

into the sea of matrimony, where may you all get on swimmingly.” 
2 propos, Mesdames Blythe and Gay say that the Christmas Humber 
of Woman, produced by a number of women, is as full of attractiye 
power as the Magnetic Lady herself, 

“ Arrowsmith’s Shilling Sensational, by ‘a Hew Author,”’ 
quoth the Baron, “would, methought, serye pour me distraired^ 
The “Hew Author” uses the remarkably new device of a mole on 
the lost child’s breast. Isn’t that original P Miss Box and Miss Cox 
are lost, and found. “Haye you a mole on your left breast?” 
“Yes!” “Then it is both of you!” Charming! So useM is 
the explanation that “ Hanwell is a little yillage, a few miles from 
London.” Perhaps it is the locality, there or thereabouts, where 
this thrillingly interesting tale— which could haye been told m 
fifty pages, and needn’t have been told at all— was written. Well, 
well, “All’s Hanwell that ends Hanwell,” and “I ’ye galloped 
through a worse story before now,” quoth the Baron, yawning, and 
so to bed. 

In John Leech, His Life and Work (Bentley) Mr. Prith quotes 
from an anonymous but obyiously not an original authority, the 
dictum, “ It is the happiness of such a life (as Leech’s) that tbere is 
so little to be told of it.” Mr. Bentley has produced two handsome 
yolumes worthy the reputation of his ancient and honourable house. 
They enshrine admirable reproductions of some of Leech’s best 
work, selected by the trained hand and sympathetic eye of Mr. Frith. 
These are and will remain the chief attractions of a work to which 




thekBaron,iin common with the civilised world,! has been looking 
forward to with interest, and of whose realisation he regrets, to hear 
so disappointing an account from his trusty “ Co. ” It is difficult to find 
dates in this higgledy-piggledy chance-medley of facts and opinions. 
But we all know that Leech died in October, 1864. It was in Mr 
Punches pages that he found the true field for his heayen-born genius 
For twenty years at least he 
was one of the most pro- 
minent, best known, and 
best liked men in England. 

Surely within that period 
there must lie to the hand 
of the dilligent seeker 
material for a memoir 
worthy to be linked with 
the name of John Leech. 

Mr. Frith has not given us 
such a book, and criticism 
is only partly disarmed by 
the comical reiteration of 
confession that he has failed 
in his appointed task. For 
what he nas to say in the 
way of making known to 
the world the man John 
Leech, a very thin volume ^ 
would have sufficed, even 
had he included the more 
useful of his remarks on 
Leech’s work and his 
method. But there being 
two yolumes to iill, Mr. ^ 

Frith genially summarises 

The Physiology of Evening burning Over the Pages. 

Parties, by Mr. Albert Smith ; Mr. Spongers Sporting Tour, and 
othffr not very high-class literature, whose only claim to being re- 
membered is that Leech illustrated them.^ Of The Marchioness of 
Brinvilliers, Albert Smith’s attempt to rival the attractions of the 
Newgate Calendar, Mr. Frith positively gives two whole chapters ! 
Re allots one to the Bon Gaultier Ballads, and nineteen mortal pages 
to telling the Story of Miss Kihnansegg, with copious extracts from 
that easily accessible work. 

This is not Memoir-writing, it is book-making. The reader 
can skip these chapters, and, diligently searching, will find here and 
there a ray of light thrown on this beautiful placid life, weighed 
down as it was from earliest manhood by family circumstances at 
which Mr. Frith delicately hints. ‘ ‘ Give, give 1 ” was, truly, the cry 
of the daughters of the horseleach. There are, however, several 
other anecdotes contributed by personal friends of Leech’s, who 
have come to Mr. Frith’s assistance, and succeed in the main in 
making the book an interesting one, as giving the outside world 
some glimpses of a sweet and manly character. The volumes are 
crowded with illustrations. These are Leech’s own work, and make 
the volumes worth more than their published price. 

The Baron be Book- Worms & Co. 



TO EVANGELINE. 


Oh, come and be my Queen, 
And share my lot 
In some artistic cot 
At Turnham Green, 

Evanoeline! 

The painted tambourine 
Shall grace its wall, 

And many a table small 
And folding screen 
Shall on its fioor he seen, 

Evanq-eline ! 

Your beauty ’s dazzling sheen 
Upsets me quite— 

Of late my appetite 
Has wretched been, 

Evang-eline ! 


I shun the soup tureen 
And pine for you ; 

At pudding, joint, and stew 
My face turns green— 
What do the symptoms mean, 
Evangeline ? 

If Fate should come between 
My Love and me. 

This countenance will be 
Ho more serene, 

Evangeline ! 

With nitro-glycerine 
I ’ll speed my flight, 

Or else I will ignite 
Some Magazine- 
Some Powder Magazine, 

Evangeline ! 


An Aunt at Will. 

[A lawsuit has been occasioned in India through white ants devouring a will.] 
It is usually supposed that Australia is topsey-turvey mad, but in 
India it seems that matters also go by contraries, when compared 
with their mode of procedure at home. A lawsuit has been occasioned 
in Calcutta througn white ants devouring a will. In England our 
Aunts (who are generally whites) make wills (bless them !) and we 
devour them, or at least five on the proceeds. 




KATHLEEN AND PETEUCHIO; 

Or, Shakspeare Balfourisbd. 

Kathleen . Hibernia. Fetruehio . Mr. Balpour. 

Gmmio Mr. Jackson. 

KalerdasheT . . Mr. Gladstone. 

FetrucMo, Thus have I politicly begun my 
reign, 

And ’tis my hope to end successfully ; 

My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 
And, till she stoop, she must not be full- 
gorg’d, 

For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 

To make her come, and know her keeper’s 
call; 

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites 
That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She plays no tricks to-day, nor none shall 
play; 

Last Session she ruled not, nor shall next 
Session ; 

Eesolute government is the only way 
To smooth these stormy spirits. 

^ All the same. 

After the hurly-burly, I intend 
All shall be done in reverend care of her ; 

^ conclusion, she shah have her rights, 
If she will cease to rise, and rail, and brawl, 
j^d with her clangour keep the world awake. 
This is the way toldll her wrath with kind- 
nes^ 

And thus I ’ll curb her mad and headstrong 
humour. — 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Let him speak out ! ’Tis time the kingdom 
knew ! 


Kathleen, The more my wrong the more 
his smile appears ! 

How doth he madden me—and master me !— 
I — I, who never knew how to submit, 

Nor never fancied that I should submit,— 
Am starved for strife, stupid for lack of 
struggle. 

With Law kept bridled, and with Order 
saddled : 

And that, which spites me more than all these 
stints. 

He does it under name of perfect love ; 

As who should say, if I should have my will, 
Iwere deadly sickness or else present death. 
♦ ♦ * * # 

Petruchio, Kathleen, thou mend’st apace! 
And now, my love, 

WiU we return unto thy father’s house, 

And ruffle it as bravely as the best. 

With sill^n coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With runs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and 

TTr-xT. , [bravery, 

WitJi orange tissue tnmraedwith true-blue 
Eschewing wearing of the green,— that ’s 
knavery. 

See Q’R'dmio there ! He waits thy loving 
leisure 

To deck thy body with his boxed-up treasure. 
A cap of mine own choice, come fresh from 
town; 

It will become thee better than a crown. 

’Tis my ideal. Haberdasher.) Well— 

what would you, sirrah ? 

JSalerdasher, Here is the hat the lady did 
bespeak I 

Petruchio, Why, this was moulded on a 
foreign block, 


A Phrygian cap. Fie, he ! ’tis crude and 
naunting. 

Why, ’tis a coal- vase or a busliol-basket, 

A fraud, a toy, a trick, a verdant fool’ scat) : 
Away with it ! Come, let me have a smaller I 
Kathleen, I ’ll have no smaller : this doth 
lit the time, 

And gentlewomen wear such hats as these. 
Petruchio, When you are gentle, you shall 
have one too, — 

But of another pattern. 

Gmmio {aside), ^ Mine, to wit. 
Kathleen, Why, Sir, I trust I may have 
leave to speak : 

And speak I will, I am no child, no babe : 
Your betters have endured mo say my mind, 
And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the craving of mv heart, 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break ; 
And rather than it shall, I will be free 
E’en to the uttermost, — at least in words ! 
Petruchio, Why, so thou art. But ’tis a 


paltry hat 
This Haberdasher would fob off on thee. 

I love thee well, but he^ he loves thee not. 
Kathleen, Love me or love me not, I like 
^ the hat. 

And it I will nave, or I will have none 
Grumio {aside). Then is she like to go 
bareheaded long I 

\,Left arguing. Sequel-some day. 

Our Old Friend Once More.— Mrs. Kak 
has lately taken to theatre-going. She says, 
however, that she doesn’t much care about 
going on first nights of new pieces, as the 
Stalls are full of Crickets. 






KATHLEEN AND PETEUCHIO. 

.YE EO SMAIiLER; THIS DOTH FIT THE miE, Petettchio. “WH EN TOH ARE GEHTLE, TOH SHALL HATE ORE TOO, 

RTLEWOMER WEAR, SUCH HATS AS THESE.” BUT— OF AHOTHEE -pASS10S.”—ShahspeareBalfourued. 
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PAUL PEY IN THE PUEPLE. 

{Extracts from Letters found in a, German 
Post-bag. ) 


To a Bishop. 

It has occurred to me that your ser- 
mons are not guite as good as they 
should be. You do not seem to grasp 
your subject with sufficient strength. 1 
nave not time to come to listen to you, 
as I have other pressing engagements, 
and consequently write from hearsay. 
Still, I believe 1 have good reason for 
my strictures. However, that you may 
have an excellent example upon which 
to model your discourses in the future, I 
will myself visit your cathedral at a near 
date, and occupy your pulpit. 1 will 
wire ten minutes before I arrive with 
my sermon. 

To a General. 

I congratulate you upon the success 
of the recent manoeuvres. Nothing 
could have been finer than the manner 
in which the entire Army saluted me 
on my approach. Perhaps the bands 
might have played the National An- 
tliem half-an-hour longer or so, but for 
all that, the effect was excellent. And 
now I have got a really splendid idea. 
And you must help me. I want to 
order all the troops to another part of 
the country without telling their offi- - 
cers, and then, when they least expect 
general assembly. It will be such a 1o] 


EAST DORSET 
ELECTION 
RESULT 

CONSEI^VatiVL 




PROGRAMME OF THE GYGL0P;EDIG 
CIRCUS. 

( Under the Immediate Patronage oj Lord 
Salisbury. ) 

The Members of the School Board of 
Little Peddlington have the honour to 
announce that, in deference to the ex- 
pressed opinion of the 
Premier of the United Kingdom, 

that it would be wise to substitute Cir- 
cuses for school-rooms in the provinces, 
have arranged for the holding of 

A GEAND SCHOLASTIC GALA, | 




The G. 0. Illuminated by a Ray of Sunlight (Soap). 


consiaeraoie expense, tnat admirable 
Artist, 

The Couries of Both the Globes, 

who will, during a rapid ride on a 
retired cah-horse, exhibit and explain 
a series of gigantic maps of 

EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AND 
AMERICA. 

This Star Artist will be followed by 
that talented troupe of relatives who for 
many years have drawn enormous crowds 
to their performances under the assumed 
but appropriate name of 

The Bounding Brothers of the 
Spelling-Bees. 


and I will order a They will go through their marvellous feats in tossing barrels 
whitf ^ joke to see t^ commanders (bearing on their sides painted letters), and thus combining amuse- 

any soldiers! They will be so ment with instruction. Their last act will be to keep in aimul- 
WA “ho VA ‘ word to any- taneous motion a sufficient number of labelled milk-cans to spell the 

wll deserved sentence. Farewell to all kind friends in front."’ This marvellous 

well ot his f atherland, I rely on your discretion, double quartette will be followed by 


well of his Fatherland, I rely on your discretion, S qWtet^ 

t To a Theatrical Manager. THE ARITHMETICAL BICYCLIST, 

I was at the performances in four play-house the other evening, who will ride his favourite two-wheeled 
and, as I told you at the time, was not at all satisfied with therepre- vehicle while he sings a song intro- 
sentation. 1 informed you that when I had time I would jot down ducing in a pleasing manner the Mul- '' 

my complaints, and I am now keeping my promise. I don’t like tiplication Table. This sweet-toned 
the costume of the Tragedy Q,ueen — her heels are too high and why vocalist will be succeeded by 
, does she wear gloves? The Low ^nedian does mt cj. i • -n- t 

’ ■; not make the most of his part. He has to Star-loving Pig attended hj 

^ V. walk about with a band- box. Now why does Comical Jlerschel. 




The Star-loving Pig attended by 
Comical Jlerschel. 


A-s opportunity to place it on a In which the former will spell out ' ^ • 

chair and sit upon it ? This would have a very (with the assistance of card-board 
/ comical onect. 1 have seen it done, and it made letters) a number of interesting astro- ~ 

Mji jue laugh. Please let him sit upon the band- nomical facts at the instigation of his mirth-provoking master and 

' T future. If he sits down accidentally proprietor. This talented performer will be fSlowed by 

tonf ‘^BT^he , the universal OOWLEDGB OTADRILLE. 

programmes free of charge to officers and In which the entire ^ro^ewiU appear on horseback, and go through 

ladies under forty. I shall soon be at the programme of studies (proficiency in which is required by the 
' theatre again to attend a rehearsal. I will Ten^ Standard) without a single mistake, 

wire ten minutes before I come, so that you may have proper time to . performances will then be brought to an appropriate and 

call [your company together. Till then, you incompetent sausage, jnbilant conclusion by . . , . _ 

you can enjoy your Lager and pipe in peace I Silver Collection in aid of the Rates ! 



master and 




To a Doctor. 


I have been reading some of the Medical Journals, and I am not informed that Mr. 

quite sure whether I think your manner of cutting off a leg is the abroad, in order to recruii, 

proper way. It maybe, but, on the other hand, it may not. Before the blindest military optimist any longer deny tl^ the 

you cut oJ another iegcomiunm^^^ I ^llfix adate 


juu UU.U uii iUAuouei Aeif ooiuiuuiiicabe wii/u me, ana i wiu nx a aaue j • j. * • • j. i i i ^ ^ . 

(as early as I can-probably within six months), when I can see 

yourpatieat, and gm you my opinion. By the way, do not go ® Scibnotic— C onlSyonkinl^rteUme what^rGreafl^^e’ 
InyS ? My fate" me to he^iZ f£w ketofS it^L 

To a Coaoh-huader. ^ .coiddn't nuderstamd much of what he said. I 

V M- vw o/*. t/t thought he was going to talk about strawberry ices and lemon ices, 

xou don’t know how to make a carriage. The other day I thought which I like awfully, but he didn’t even mention them! Don’t you 
01 a capital idea, but, for the moment, cannot remember it. How- think twelve is the great Ice Age — I mean the age when boys ought 
ever, I fancy it had something to do with square wheels. At any -to be allowed to eat as many as they like ? N.B. — I am just 
mte you had better not make any more carriages until I call, I twelve. Tommy 

will pome as soon as I can— probably before Spring twelvemonths. - - ■ 

Tn « Worth Seeing.— W e understand that to the Exhibition of 


twelve. 


Tommy 


// Worth Seeing.— We understand that to the Exhibition of 

r-r , * “Instruments of Torture,” and now on view in London, have been 

Had not time to answer your letter before. I do not in the least lately added, the Medici dollar, a Piano Organ, and a “ Shakspeare 
agree with you. I hate people who do not mind their own business, for the use of Schools.” 

Why not attend to your own, and leave mine alone P If you do not 

take care, I will arrange to visit you in State! So you had better ^Mem. by “The Officlo. Receiver.”— “ Firm as a Rock” will 
nmlli what you are about ! not be henceforth a proverb of universal application. 
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TRAN-SLATED. 

(Being a, ncioly-discomred fragment oj an old Greek 
Blay^ supposed to be a very early “ Agamemnon f) 

# « # # « 

Oly* The coals I bought as Wallsend are not so. 

Aq» Thus groundless hopes vanish— like coals in smoke. 
dly* You speak in words mysterious, lacking sense. 

Ag* The sense is patent to the reasoning mind. 

Cly* And yet I paid for them upon the nail. 

Ag, What matter, if the price was far too low ? 

Cly. Then call you eighteen shillings low for coal ? 

Ag* Yes, for “Prime Wallsend ’’—what could you 
Gly, Listen I In passing ’long the public way [expect r* 
I saw a notice telling of these coals. 

It called them “ ever-burning ” : said no skill' 
Could put them out when once they were alight, 
Because they were “ the best the world produced.” 
I purchased some. Ai I ai I They turned out slates. 
My household maidens by Prometheus swear 
They never saw such stuif for lighting fires. 

What of it is not slag, that part is slate. 

And slated should they be that sold it me. 
Moreover, when with anger I remarked 
To those who bore the sacks upon their backs, 
Within our cellars to deposit them. 

That they had better bear their loads away 
Seeing I ordered coals, not lumps of slate, 

They answered that, if they refused to burn, 

They might be useful for a Rockerv ! 

So now they have the shillings, I the coals. 

A g. And having them, we have no household fires. 

Cly, What then to do ? You sit with idle hands. 

Ag, I cannot turn to Wallsend bits of slag. 

(Jly, But you can seek the Archon, and denounce 

The man whose cunning robs our hearth of fiame. 
Ag* (going out). In what you say not nothing I perceive. 
Women, in hunting cheapness, capture costs. 

Chorus. Strophe. 

The puny race of men 

Soars, in imagination, to the skies ; 

While tackling Science and Theosophy 
Their hands the coal-scoop grasp ! 

Chorus. Antistrophe. 

From high Olympus Zeus 

Smiles at the perjuries of coal-heavers. 

Not always is the cheapest article 
The one that turns out best. 

# >)i- « # 


A BOARD-SCHOOL CHRISTMAS. 

{A 71 Aniic^ntion of the not very Distant Future.) 

It was a very unseasonable Yule-tide. Instead of the 
old-fashioned mild weather that had been the constant 
companion of Christinas for many years, the ground was 
covered with snow and the river blocked with icc. How- 
ever, thanks to modern improvements, the artisans had 





not been impeded in executing their four hours of labour 
as provided by a recent statute. They had been sitting 
at their Club (supported by the State), reading the news- 
papers purchased out of the rates, and were omy annoyed 
that no food and drink was supplied them free gratis and 
for nothing. 



THINGS ONE WOULD WISH TO HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

“ Well, oood-byb, ]\liss Smith. Tell the others I was vert sorry not 
TO FIND Anyone at Home— a— a — a — except You — a !” 


‘ It would never do,” said an old workman, who remembered the eight-hour 
day that used to prevail at the end of the Nineteenth Century. _ “ You see were 
we to have beer at will, the brewers’ draymen might complain. It was once 
attempted, but the Licensed Victuallers made such a disturbance that the idea 
was abandoned.” 

■ ‘ ■ ■■ ■ “ “but, 



.anything that 

interferes with*^ my industry won’t do.” 

And so they talked, discussing this and that, until all the subjects of the leaders 
in the daily papers had been exhausted. It was then that one of the workmen 
suggested a walk and a pipe on the Embankment. 

§0 they lounged down the main thoroughfare of London, with its pleasant 
cafes and well-appointed restaurants, and came to the conclusion (for the fiftieth 
time) that it was far better than anything of the same kind in Paris, or any 
other of the capitals of Europe. They had. all been abroad during their State- 
assisted vacation, and consequently had the chief towns of the world, so to speak, 
at their finger-tips. As they sauntered along, they came to a group of half- 
starved, perambulating performers, who were giving an entertainment to a crowd 
of bystanders. It was not a good programme. First a young woman in rags, 
played on an old piano, with decent precision, some extremely difficult variations 
of Chopin’s Funeral March, She was followed by a man who painted a portrait 
of a leading statesman indifferently well. ^ Then another man jumped intq the 
river, and made his way in the cold water with the ease of a fifth-rate professional 
swimmer. Then a second young woman recited something or other in German, 
with an atrocious English accent. And the whole concluded with a lecture upon 
chemistry (given by a seedy-looking old man), which was illustrated with some 
ambitious, but feeble experiments. 

On the balance the performance was a bore, and the public were rather pleased 
than otherwise, when a police constable ordered the troupe “ to move on.” ^ The 

Eehe^ ^It was then tiat the performers came face to face with the artisans. 
There was a cry of recognition. ^ 

“Why, would you helieye it! ” exclaimed one of the workmen, “if it isn’t 
Sally Jones, and Tommy Brown, and Noeah Jenkins, and Harry Smith ! ” 
The well-fed and the starving cordially greeted one another. Then there were 
mutual explanations, and the old man who had lectured upon chemistry had his 
say 
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You want to know why we are all starving*, and why we are so 
mnch worse oif than you, although we were educated at the 
same Board School ? I will tell you. It was because you very wisely 
made up your minds to follow the occupations of your fathers. You 
became builders, bakers, coal-heavers and paviors.’’ 

Ah, we did that,” sighed out the elderly workman, “ because 
we were too backward to attempt anything better. We were not 
clever people like you I We couldn’t play the piano, and paint and 
swm, and go in for chemistry, We were not clever enough, and 
had to put up with passing a very low standard.” 

“ Thank your lucky stars it was so,” exclaimed the chemist, with 
^rs in his eyes, for your fate is Wpier than ours. We are all 
fifth-rate, and can do nothing else. We have no chance against those 
who have been born to this kind of thing, and we have forgotten how 
to do your work. So we are starving, and ” 

But here the old man was interrupted by a policeman, who ordered 
all of them to move on. And on they moved. Half one way and 
half the other. 

OUR OWN FINANCIAL COLUMN. 

“ Cecestjs” has vanished! We can scai’cely find it incur heart 
to add anything to this distressing statement ; but for the sake of 
our readers whom he may have induced to patronise his financial 
schemes, we give a few shght details of the disaster. 

Jour days ago enormous piles of letters began to arrive at our 
omce. They were addressed to “ Cecesus,” and had been spt on U 

us from his 
address 
|m a r k e d 
I “gone away; 
try office of 
Pu7ioh.^^ We 
opened them. 
Ihey were 
all threaten- 
ing letters. 

“Why,” 
wrote one 
angry gentle- 
man, ^‘have 
I heard no- 
thing from 
you since I 
sent you my 
cheque for 
£1 0 , 000 ? 
Unless I re- 
ceive a reply 
within a 
week, legal 
proceedings 
will be ta- 
ken.” The 
rest were 
similar in 
tone. There- 
upon we re- 
solved to call 
atthelas^d- 
dress given 
to us by 
“Ceoesus.” 

It was some- 
where in the 
Mile End 



Eoad. 
arrived, 
ter ed, 
cended 
stairs, 

, found 
dingy 


We 
en- 
as- 
the 
^ and 
in a 

Portrait of “ Croesus.” ^ xoom 

& Sffi stamps, a false nose, a pair of -wHskers, and a 

mrge sheet of on whiot -were written only these words : “ Sold 
of ^ financial scheme or othw. 

^ the lmdlady_, we heard that her lodger had departed 
film two large and heavy wooden 
Prormsed to return. We then consulted the poUce. 
Ihey are very reticent, but consider tbey have got a clue. 

And. nere we owe it to our readers to make a confession. We have 
s^^rtf + ChCESus.” We engaged him entirely on the 

^ ^ most glowing recommendations from a whole bevy of 
Bauk-M^ps, including the Managers of the Bank of LavS, 
of the Pei-ho Provinces, of Samaroand, of Ashanti and Xlidge 


County, U.S.A. All these gentlemen wrote in the most comuli 
mentary terms of “ Cegbsus.” “ He is a man ” wrote the Manager 
of the Hodge County Bank, “ whom I have had the honour to know 
intimately for a considerable number of yeai's. Indeed, we were 
educated together, and not a day has passed since then without 
our meeting. I beg to state that I consider him thoroughly fitted 
for the responsible position of financial dii-ector of a high-class 
Metropolitan paper. His personal appearance is aristocratic and 
prepossessing, his manners have about them a distinction which 
impresses all who meet him, and his dress, though modest, is always 
pleasing. His complete command of twenty-four languages must be 
of the highest advantage to him in unravelling the tangled skein of 
international finance.” Acting upon such testimonials we engaged 
“Cecesus.” We have now reason to believe that we have been 
made the victims of a gross and cruel deception. An expert in 
handwriting, whom we have consulted, gives it as his opinion, that 
every single one of those recommendations is in the handwriting* of 
‘ CegEwSus ” himself, and the police, after protracted inquiries, have 
assured us that the Banks, whose supjDosed managers addressed us in 
favour of “ Cecesus,” never had any actual existence at all. 

AU we can do now is to assist justice by iiublishing herewith 
the photograph of “ Census.” We apologise to all whom he may 
have deceived, but wo do not hold ourselves responsible for any 
damage he has caused. We shall publish no more financial 
contributions Jn the meantime. 

ENGLISH AS SHE IS SUNG. 





Me. PuNCir, Siu, — If I start a butcher’s business, and give my shop 
the special title of The Welsh Meat Shop, is the great British Public 
so narrow-minded as to expect mo to sell them only Welsh meat, the 
produce of Welsh farms only ? If so, the 
Public, with all due respect, is a bass. Eor 
if I who have to live,—though perhaps others 
may not see the necessity for my existence, — 
by my trade, find that the Welsh meat, 
which the Public had expected to be ready 
and waiting, is not forthcoming, only one of 
two things can I dc ; the one is to shut up 
shop^ (which I won’t), and the otluT is to 
provide my intending customers with Prench, 

Indian, English, Irish, Scotch, American, 

Australian, Now Zealandian, Capo Colonial, 
in fact with any meat I can get from any- 
where, and as long as it is toothsomcj and I 

afford to soli it at an avirage pnee, why should it not bo sold 
at my Eoyal Welsh Meat Shop 

When I call my shop The Koyal Welsh Meat Shop, do I thereby 
bar myselt from dealing m linffliah or foreign moats V Do I bar 
my^li from dealing m Indian pickles or Dhina oranges;' No, 
certamly not j nor do I bar myself from selling nooktics, gloves, 
pnger-beer, and Brazil nuts. Ho, when a House of Musical Enter- 
toment IS styled The English Opera JIous.., it must bo understood, 

all to the contrary ncvertheloss and notwithstanding,” to mean 
an English House whore Opera may bo performed, and not a Theatre 
where only English Opera is Housed. “My soul can not bo fettered,” 
as the poet says, what i^oet, J don’t know and don’t care, but bo said 
It, whoever he was, and ho was right If there is no English Opera 
for my House, then I get a Ii;ench Opera, or a Dutch one, just as at 
an oystcr-shop-but perhaps tins is not quite the illustration I sliould 
l^e, as, at an oyster- shop, they r/o ask you which you will have. 

Natives ” or “ {Seconds,’^ or ‘ Anglo-Dutch” ; aucl, when you can’t 
aftord Natives, you put up with an inferior quality at a lessor price. 
But it that oyster-seller called his shop “The Native-Oyster Shop,” 
shoiUcl I have any ground of action against him for selling any other 
oysters except Natives? No. But then ho would ask me “If I 
wanted Natives or not ? ” And if I said “Yes,” he would give me 
Natives. Nowladmitido notaskthe Publicatthc doors Which will 
you have r because I may not be able to have an English Opera always 
^ tap, so to spealc. Metaphors a bit confused, but you know what I 
mean. If I had a f ew English Operas on tap I might turn ’em on, 
say, on Mondays, Wednesdays andlkidays : English Opera by English 
i^omposers on those days, and on the other days, any Operas by any 
Opmposers. But if the Public wo^iH come on the English Opera 
mghts, and will come on the other nights? What then? why 
obviously I.inust keep^ my Natives (if I have any) in a barrel, and 
deal only with the foreign supply. ‘‘ Blame not the Bard I mean 
Diame not the patriotic man of business, but let our cry bo “ Art for 
Art s sake, ’’ and the English Opera for ever I that is, as long as Art 


AXAu s tjaice, ” ana me iii: 
and English Opera pay. 
A MijNAOEE Fibs 


. Yours, 

'lEsx AND Anyxhino- You Like Afteewaeds. 


Lajbsi moM Shoishieb.— T he only ap 
Sportsman out shooting, — ^why “Pop ” to 1 


beverage for a 


in no case be retu^e^not^^wen^yha^^ Matter, Drawix^e, or Piotnxea of any hoeenpuon, wiU 

there will be no «rCcompamed oy a Stamped and Addressed Envelop®, Cover, or Wrapper. Xo this rnls 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron’s Assistants say that of the Christmas works published 
bv Messrs. Hetchinsok & Co. they can and do recommend The 
Children of Wilton Chase by L. J. to which they accord their 

mead of praise, which likewise they bestow on Flobence MiLRUTAT’s 

t The Little Marine and the 

Japanese Lily^ a book of ad- 
ventures in the land of the 
Rising Sun, which will delight 
many rising ^ sons for whom 
chiefly was this book intended. 
There are always “more ways 
: than one,” and so Where Two 

; Ways Meet there is like to be 
: ' a puzzle , solved in this instance 

by the authoress, Sabah Doud- 
NEY. Put down the books! 
. Come to the festive board! 

\ Down— (the right way of 

(j) (‘ourse) with the mince-pie and 

plum-pudding! Strange is it 
h\\ tJiat the source of so much 

enjoyment, the very types of 
Christmas good cheer, should 
themselves be so “ down in the 
mouth” as invariably are 
Mathew Mincc-pie and Peter 
Plum-pudding at this festive 
season. And they being gone 
and cleared off, enter a gentle- 
man bearing the unusual and 
remarkable name of Smith — 
finniliarlv welcomed as “Tom ” 

, of that ilk — and then pop go 

King Cnifikcr tho Millionth, ot the crackers! “But we must 
Bonbon Dynasty. y the 

I-. A .. .1- - A.i. J----* '-.J.* 




4 ' A 




King Craokcr tho Millionth, of tho 
Bonbon Dynasty. 


Baron’s Assistants, and they strongly advise everyone not to peep into 
this hoite d stirprise until Cliristmas Day itself. So, for SPABAaNA- 
pane’s “charming confections, which,” as the Baron’s young lady 
clerks, BtYTHE and Gay, observe, “arc in the very highest style of 
‘ High Art’; and the same Mr. SPABE-NA-VAtN’s Darkest Ecening^ and 
Mow to Get Out of It. will he tidings of comfort and joy to many a 
holiday-making Iiousehold.” Baron be Book- Worms & Co. 


A MAYOR AND OLD HUNTER. 

Last Thursday the Fishmongers gave a banq.uet in their hall to the 
Duke of Beaufort and other Masters of Hounds. But why should 
the Fishmongers thus publicly advertise themselves as “ going to the 
dogs.” Whatfishlya-fin-ity ^ ^ 
is there between hounds and 

herrings, exceptin the run- n ^ iji f V N 

ningofadrag? However, 

the Lord Mayor improved ^ 

the occasion, which we dare ^ 

say, j^ndging from the liberal ' FLL 

hospitality, or, in this in- 

stance hoss-pitality, of the ^ [I ( 3 [ P 

FishmongeringCorporation, | ^ 

scarcely required improve- S ‘1' - 

ment, to inform His Grace \ \ lo — 


A TRULY ROORAL OPERA. 

Sorry, indeed, arc all London lovers of music at the sudden 
departure from our midst and mist of Caralteria Rustieana^ the 
llustic Cavalier. It is no comfort to us to bo told that the Rustic 

f , (Cavalier will go into the piminecsand appeal to the 

/ country. His province at present should have been 
‘ f to remain in London, where, with nothing to speak 
•" 1 of in tho way of rnm-’m-senwy he— that is, his 
composer, Pietro Masc’voni— has made a. decided 
liit. Wise wavS our Signor Lago “ al factottwi^^ in 
' ' producin;? this, and knowing, too, must ho be in 
' lus Uhc 01 Windsor soaj) to have so speedily “ taken 
the (*ake.” Nay more, did not Her Gracious 
/ Majesty absolutely retain a Royal Box at the 
>s}iiifteKbury up to ilie last night of tho run of this 
one- Act (ipera ? “ Ah, hraro, Figaro, hravo 

hravmimol Fortunatmimo What a treat, 
too, to hear again tlu' “ Che /ore,” which brought 
down tho Curtain, and brought down tho House, on this termination 
to Gluck’s Orfvo. Strong, indeed, must bo tho Caralleria to ho 
successfuL after tho Che, faro : but it was. 

The Overture, tho solo sung, by way of novedty, behind the 
Curtain, by Turiddu,— ( what a nanuj ! like tlio commencement of a 
comic nonsensical chorus! Turuidu ought to have been in love 
with Tulla lieti. and have behaved badly to Tralala, “ But this is 
another story.”) -the c*horuH<*s, and most of the concerted pieces are 
charming; and, above all, the intermezzo, which, were the piece 
in two Acts, would be the o%n,Tture to the Second Act. is simply so 
fascinating, that without a dissentient v(ni'c from a full house it was 
warmly and heartily encored, and would have been called for a 
third time had the judicious Signor AaniTr shown the slightest 
sign of conceding a supply to a tresli demand. ^ None of the solos, 
except the one sung behind* the (hirtaiu, are particularly catching, or 
dramatically effoetivo. Milo. Hlaniu, ns i>antuzza, acts and .^n^s 
well; and Hignor IDmTixr, with a good voice, is about as stiff in 
action as a rustic Cavalier would nnturully be ; while Signor Brom- 
baea’.s Alflo tho Mule-driver is histrionically just about ^ricct. 
Of course it will not be long ore we hear ,it again* and under 
vastly improved conditions. 


ment, to inform His Grace \ I i \ ItT^ — 

of Beaufort and other noble .T, ^ 

sportsmen that he too was a ^ , 

hunting man, and that Lord Mayors of London ought as a rule to 
be huntinar men if they would keep up the ancient traditions of their 
office. Why doesn’t his sporting and equestrian Lordsbip revive the 
“LordMayor s Hounds” of the time of George THE First f The meet 
might be in Leadenhall Market, or in a still meater place, Smithiield, 
and a bag fox being turned out, they might, on a go^ scenting day, 
have a fine burst of a good forty minutes, taking Houndsditch in 
their stride away across Goodman’s Fields, then away across Bethnal 
Green, tally-hoing down Cambridge Road, and then with a merry 
burst, into Commercial Road East, gaily along Radcliff Highway, 
and running into sly Reynard in Limehouse Basin, Stepney ! 
Yoicks ! On hunting days there would be a placard ou the Mansiou 
House door with the words, “ Gone Away ! ’ And of course there 
would be a list of the meets appended to all the usual notices. Let 
the present Lord Mayor start this, and his Mayoralty will indeed ho 
a memorable one. 

THE HYPNOTISED LOBSTER. 

[Mr. Ernest Hart said, in a recent Lecture, that snakes, frogs, and lobsters 
could bo hypnotised lilie human beings.] 

’Tis the voice of the Lobster, I hear him complain, 

That hypnotic suggestion is on me again ; 

I was mesmerised once, and behold, since that time, 

I have yielded myself to suggestions of crime ; 

I have compassed the death of an innocent “ dab,” 

And attempted to poison an elderly crab. 

You’ll not wonder my tricks give my rebtives shocks, 

And they ’rc holding a meeting just now in the ipcks 
To decide whether 1, who was once quite a saint, 

Should be put, as the doctors say, under restraint. 

1 intend to go there in the midst of a trance. 

And, may 1‘he boiled, hut 1 ’ll lead them a dance I 

It ’s a terrible thing, when to virtue inclined. 

That some vile Mesmeriser debauches your mind; 

When awake I recoil from the things that I ’ve done, 

Such as scrunching the poor little mussels for fun. 

In these fetters hypnotic a foe holds me fast, 

And you’ll find that they’ll hang me, in seaweed, at 
last. 

WELCOME, LITTLE STRANGER I 

Last Friday there appeared a startling paragraph, announcing 
the first appearance of a New Island. Appropriately, it was on the 
inGQ oi The Globe, The in- 


came to u7 

Marseilles. Did it come up . > ' 1 

to the surface ready fur- ! 

nished for occupation, as in ' lA 

our second National Anthem ; ^ ^ 

about “Britons never being 'liil 

slaves” Bri taiu i s described as v, ; .v i Gi. i; ■ t f 

doing ? The quotation is:— ‘ ,'k' UiMl 

“When Britain first at 'v ;,-t, 

Heaven’s command, Arose ijjM p. ' ■ '' 

from out the azure main,” 4i Ut ^ 

lor words to that effect), She ' 

(the Island) came up with a ready-made charter, and was open to 
bo taken furnished. If this is the case with the new Island, the 
[sooner some parties “who won’t he m'S'^i^d” pack off, bag and 
baggage, and take possession of the property, the hotter. It s a 
chance. “Island to Let. Ready furnished, auite ready for 


occupation when thoroughly dry. ^No 
Swell Landlord, Neptune, 0. clistnct.’ 


Agents need apply. Grotind- 
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THE PASSIOMATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE. 

{Mod&i'n ToUttcal rersmi, a long way after Marlowe,) 



‘‘ Come live witje me, and be my love, That Land Keform, Allotped Field, 

And we will all the pleasures pko\j5 And Village Councils soon must yield.” 


And thou shalt sit at ease, and mock 
The Tor:^ Shepherds of the dock, 

The Squire and Parson, o’er whose fall 
The Primrose Dames already squall. 

And I will give thee cots most cosy, 

Of structure sound and aspect rosy; 
True homes, salubrious if not garish, 
And proper influenoe in the parish. 

One-Man-one-Vote, the Ballot, School, 
And rating on a fairer rule ; 


A Charity less harsh and cold 

To warm thine heart when thou grow’st old. 

A chance upon the land to dwell, 

Free, independent, faring well; 

And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love ! 

Though Tory Swains thy vote may crave 
To keep thee still the Landlord’s slave, 

If freedom’s joys thy mind may move, 
Come live with me and be my love ! 


THE NYMPH’S llEPLY. 

{Some way after Sir IP^alter llaUigh,) 

If I were sure ’twere sooth thou ’st sung, 
That truth were on thy silvery tongue ; 
These pleasures must my passion move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

But art thou sure the Allotted Field 
A present paradise will yield, 

Making a lady of a thrall, 

As dreamed at tho Memorial Hall ? 



Dbcbmbbb 19. 1891.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 291 


Thy Tillage Council, Cottage cosy, 
Present in sooth a prospect rosy, 

But promises so oft are rotten ; 

IWe oft been wooed— and oft forgotten ! 

Free vote, fair rating, open school, 

Good wage, intelligent self-rule, — 
These are enticements me would move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 

If thy zeal last, if love, indeed, 

Fire thee my hapless lot to heed ; 

Then such delights my mind shall move 
To live with thee and be thy love. 


A Lost Opportunity. — During a recent 
cause celehre in the Divorce Court the 
petitioner was asked by Sir Charles Eussell, 
Q,.C«, M.P., P.T.P.C., “ Did he do anything r 
to which the reply was, He took up a salt- 
cellar and threw the contents in mj face.” 
Mr. Frank Lockwood, O.C., M.P., Y.P.T.P.C. 
has been lamenting ever since that he could 
not have aj^peared as amicus cwrice to point 
out that ’this testimony, until flatly contra- 
dicted, “must be t^en as •j^rima ^acie 
evidence of a salting 


CHRISTMAS NUMBERS. 

After a Very Old Nursery Models 

One, two, crimson and blue ; 

Two, three, treaolyness free ; 

Three, four, gilding galore ; 

Four, flve, bogies alive ; 

Five, six, spectres from Styx ; 

Six, seven, angels from heaven ; 

Seven, eight, big “ extra plate ” ; 
Eight, nine, wassail and wine ; 

Nine, ten, pencil and pen ; 

Ten, eleven, commercial leaven ; 
Eleven, twelve, “high-art” shelve; 
Thirteen, fourteen, pictures of sporting ; 
Fifteen, sixteen, ghost-stories, nxt een ; 
Seventeen, eighteen, advertisements great in; 
Nineteen, twenty, profit in plenty ! 



“WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST/^-No. 5. 

When, after Lunchinct sumptuously at a strange Hotel in a strange Part of 
THE Country, it suddenly occurs to him that he has left his Purse, with all his 
Money in it, in the Mail Train going North. 


ILLEGAL EICTIONS. 

Scene — Interior of a Publisher's Office , shortly after the trial of 
Pinnock v. Chapman and Hall. 

Publisher. We have given our best attention to your Manuscript 
of a three-volumed novel, called— let me see, what did you call it ? 
Oh, yes, here it is ! — called, Haunted by Sixteen Goblins, and we are 
afraid it won’t do. 

Literary Aspirant {pained). Won’t do! 

Pub. {calmly). No. Won’t do a bit— at least, not in its present 
form, you see, you introduce a Pirate Chief, named Captain 
Wildfire, who lives at Singapore, and who murders the mate, the 
steward, flve seamen, and all ithe Passengers of the [Jolly Seamew, 
the vessel that he commands, and appropriates five million doRars 
belonging to his employers, the vessel’s owners. 

Lit. Asp. Ouite so. I thought those incidents would be rather 
exciting. They ’re so new. Do you object to the murders, or what ? 

Pwi. Oh, dear no! But now this name, Captain Wildfire. 
{Suspiciously.) Are you sure there is nobody whose^name is at all 
like it, and who also resides at Singapore ? 

Lit. Asp. I took the name <iuito by chance. I ’ve never been near 
Sii^apore in my life. 

Pm. Relieved). Glad to hear it. One has to be so careful nowa- 
days. Here ’s an Army List— let us see if anybody called Wildfire 
figures in it. Ha I What ’s this ! * ‘ Major Wildman, 217th Hussars.” 
{Gazes at Lit. Aspirant sternly.) Is your Captain Wildfire 
intended as a caricature of Major Wildman, Sir, or is it not? 

Lit. Asp. {asto7iished). Why, of course not I I never heard of the 
man. 

Pub. Tery likely not. We should hear of him precious soon if 
we published your novel as it stands. 

Lit. Asp. But what reason is there to suppose this Major Wild- 
man has ever been to Singapore? And how can a captain of a 
merchantship like the Jolly Seamew be confused with a Major in 
the Army who has never commanded a vessel in his life ? 

Pw6. [doggedly). AR very well ; bnt the name must come out. 
Then I don’t like this description of the Ninth Goblin at all. Where 


is it? Oh, here! [Reads.) “Even the ’cerements of the tomh 
enveloping the form of the Ninth Goblin could not hide— nay, seemed 
rather to bring prominently forward— the malignant expression of 
the one-eyed face, with its crop of red whiskers, beetle brows, and 
low receding forehead.” 

Lit. A^. What ’s wrong with that f 

Pub. Wrong! Everything’s wrong! There are"* lots of people 
about with red whiskers andlow receding foreheads, and they ’U all 
bring actions of libel. 

Ltt. Asp. But my Goblin has 'only one eye. 

Pub. Well, so may they. They’re equal to taking oUe eye out 
and putting it back when the trial’s over, if they thought it ’d help 
them to get money out of us. There may be a fellow called Mr. 
Goblin somewhere, too. Oh, no; it won’t do at aU. All the 
chapters with the Ninth Goblin in must come out. 

Lit, Asp. {aghast). But that would spoil the book— it would mean 
leaving out half of it. 

Pub. Yes, it would reduce the bulk, no doubt. In any case we 
could not produce it in a three-volume form. But we are bringing 
out a series of cheap fictions, and we might include yours. 

Lit. Asp. {making the best of things). Well, some good books 
have appeared in a shilling form. 

Pub. Yes. But it ’s not a shilling form we should propose. The 
fact is, that there is a great run on Penny Novelettes just now, 
and 

Lit. Asp, {rising). And yon dare to “propose bringing out the 
Sixteeji Goblins as a Penny Novelette ! 

Pub. Certainly, and in view of the risk of actions for libel, you 
would have to pay the printing-bill, and give us a contract of 
indemnity in case your Captain Wildfire did turn out to be identical 
with some retired pirate who feels himself hurt at your description. 
You don’t think much of the proposal ? Well, nor do we of the Dook, 
to tell you the truth. Ta, ta ! 

ILisappeaf's into inner room. Literary Aspirant slowly folds up 
his novel, and exit. 


Motto for the Divorce Court.— Marry, and come up ! 
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Boh P. Hullo ! You and I are being sat upon pretty heavily, Miss 
THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. Trotter. 

Miss T, I guess our Schoolmaster’s abroad. But why Mr. 
JNo. AiA. CuLCHARD sboiild Want to make himself a train out of my coverlets, 

Scene— Tomhs of the Scalig-ers at Verona. ^ A seedy and j just see— he looks majestic enough without that. 


voluthie Cicerone, who has insisted upon volunteering his services^ 
is accompanyiiig Miss Trotter, Bob Prendergast, and Cox- 
chard, It is a warm afternoon^ and Culchard, loho hasheen 
intrusted with Miss T. ’s recent purchases — two Italian blankets^ 
and a huge pot of hammered copper — is not in the most amiable 
of moods. 

The Cicerone (in polyglot), Ecco, Signore (pointing out the inter- 
laced ladders in the wrought-iron railings)^ Pechelle, la scala, e’est 
tout flexible— [HV shakes the molto, molto curioso ! 


[CuLCHARD catches up a blanket which is trailing^ and says had 
words under hiswreath. 

At the Tomb of Juliet, 

Cidch, (loho is gradually recovering his equanimity). Think of it! 
the actual spot on which Romeo and Juliet — Shakspeare’s Juliet — 
drew their last breath ! Does it not realise the tragedy for you ? 

Miss T, Well, no— it’s a disappointing tomb. I reckoned it 
would look less like a horse-trough. I should have expected Juliefs 


Culch, (bitterly^ to the other two), I warned you how it would be 1 Poppa and Momma would want, considering all the facts of the case, 
e shall have this sort of thing all the afternoon now ! to throw more style into her monument . 


We shall have this sort of thing all the afternoon now ! 

Miss T, Well, I don’t mind; he ’s real polite and obliging— and 
that’s something, anyway ! 

Culch. Polite and obliging ! Now I ask you— has he given us the 
slightest atom of valuable mormation yet f 
Miss T, I guess he ’s too full of tact to 
wish to interfere with your special department ! 

The Cic, {to CuLCHARD. toho looks another 
way), Ici le tom beau di GtIovanni della 
Scala, Signore. Yerri grazioso, molto mag- 
nifique, joli conserve ! [He ships up on the 
pedestal^ and touches a sarcophagus,) Non 
bronzo—verd e-antique! ^ ^ ^ 

[lYoife at Culchard, with a beaming smile. 

Culch, (with a growl], Ya bene, va bene — 

%oe know all about it ! 

Boh P, You may; but you might give 
Miss Trotter and me a ohanoe, you know! 

The do. Zees, Marmor di Carrara; zai^ 

Marmor di Yerona— Yerona marhre. Mar- 
TINO Prbco a fait h^tir, (Counting on his 
fingers for Culchard’s benefit.) Quattuor y 

dicKi^m6 secolo— 1 ^ 
Culch. Will you kindly understand that I I - 

am quite capable of estimating the precise 
period of this sculpture for myself. v 

The Cic, Si-si, Signore. Scultore Bonino (1^ /> 

DA Campiglione. [With a tcriggk of defe- • 

rential enthusiasm.) Bellissimo scultore ! Wi^'^ A' * 

Miss T. He’s got an idea you And him m/’f'p" 

YuiTy ^instructive, Mr. ^ Culchard, and 1 ImUiS n 

guess, if you want to disabuse him, you ’d WIH ! 

better do it in Italian. WM m V 

Culch. I think my Italian is equal to con- 
veying an impression that I can willingly 
dispense with his society. (To the Cic.) An- 
date via— do you understand ? An-da-te via ! 

The Cic, [hurt^ and surprised). Ah, Signore ! ^ml 

[He breaks into^ a fervent vindication of his jyj | 

value as guide, hilosopher, and friend. |¥l!’'£r(|^l j 

Miss T. 1 ^uess he ’s endeavouring to ^ 
intimate that his wounded self-respect isn’t 
going to be healed under half a dollar. And LcSwW 

every red cent I had went on that old pot ! 

Mr. Culchard, will you give him a couple of 
francs for me ? 

Culch, I— er— really see no necessity. He ’s « Bi-llissUn 

; done nothing whatever to deserve it ! 

May I Miss Trotter? (Producing a ten-lire 


' Bi-llissuno scultore ! 


Culch. (languidly). May not its very simplicity— er— attest the 
sincerity of their remorse ? 

Miss ' T. Do you attach any particular meaning to that observation 
now? (Culchard 6iii6\v7(ii6' I notice this 
^ tomb is full of visiting cards— my ! but ain’t 

^ that curious ? 

Cukh, (instructively). It only shows that 
PSL place is not without its pathos and 

'IPP^ interest for most visitors, no matter what 

P" their nationality may be. You don’t feel 

r inclined yourself to ? 

Miss t. To leave a pasteboard? Why 1 
shouldn’t sleep any all night, for fear she ’d 
return my call I 

Cidch, (producing a note-hook). It’s fanci- 
ful, perhaps —but, if you don’t mind waiting j 
a little, I should like to contribute — not my I 
card, but a sonnet. I feel one on its way, i 
Boh P. Better make sure the tomb’s 
^1 gepiume first, hadn’t you ? Some say it Mt, 

' Culch, (exasperated), I knew you’d make 
1 ^ some matter-of-fact remark of that kind! 

There— it ’s no use ! Let us go. 

‘ . Miss T, Why, your sonnets seem as skeery 

^ as those lizards there ! I hoiie Juliet won’t 
I know what she ’s missed. But likely i 

1 ’ll f'l^ose verses on to her later. 

V l^he and Bon P. pass on, laughing, 

I ^ Culch, (following). 8 he only affects tins 

I vulgar flippancy to torment mo. If I didn’t 

i •' know that TIuto, 1 ’vc left that infernal 

. l ' \r' / pot behind now ! I 

• [ 6 V >(‘5 hack for it,^ wrathfuthj, \ 

yy Amphitheatre; Miss Prexderoast, j 

f ' PoDBURA’', and Yak Boodkler, arc seated 

upper tier, 

f 'Jf) Podh. (meditatively), 1 suppose they 
/ i> K / charged highest for the lowest scats. Wonder 
whether a lion ever nipped up and helped 
r himself to some fat old buffer in the Stalls 

i^UBsSh- when the martyrs turned out a leaner lot 

than usual ! 

Van, B, There ’a an ingenuous modernity 
about our friend’s historical speculations that 
> scultore ! ’» is highly refreshing. 

Miss P. There is, indeed— though he might 
have spared himself and us the trouble of them if he had only 








^ smallest change I ’ve got. ^ ^ i remembered that the podiuni was invariably protected by a railing, 1 

Miss ^ No, I guess ten francs would start him with more self- | and occasionally by euripi, or trenches, xou surely learnt that at i 
respect than he’s got any use for. Mr. Culchard will give himi school, Mr. Podburv? i 

three — that’s one apiece — to punish him for being so real Podb, I — I daresay. Forgotten all I learnt at school, you know ! i 
I ^ TIT or T , V ^ should infer now, from that statement, that you 

^u(cn. [inaignanUy). Mean r because I ! (He pays and dis- enjoyed the advantages of a pretty liberal education ? 

nusses the Cic.) Now we can examine these monuments in peace — Podb, If that’s meant to bo cutting, I should save it up for that 

tney are really-— er— unique examples of the sepulchral pomp of novel of yours ; it may scorn smart- .' 

Itaban i^di^valism. | Miss P. Eeally, Mr, Podburv, if you choose to resent a playful 

miss J. . ^iney re_ nauasome tombs enough — but considerable ' remark in that manner, you had better go away. 


cramped. I should have thought these old Scallywags would have ; x x uau. imu 'movaa on numiy], jj m» 

looKed around for a roomier burying lot. (To Culchard, trho ' playfulness ! ’Pon my word, x^oor old Culchard ' nothing to that 

shivers.) You aren’t feeling sick any ? ■ *- ' * ..t i r i • ’ * . « 


Podb. Perhaps I had. (Rises ^ and moves off huffily). 


sick any? beggar! And she backs him up! But there— it’s all iiartof my 

oy such a travesty of a noble name, wobation! (Here Cvlceabt) suddenly appears, laden with burdens.) 
bcalJywags for ocaligers seems to me, if 1 may say so, a very Hullo ! are you moving, or what ? 

■ *T, i, -i. • • J. J , CM. I am merely carrying a few things for Miss Tkotoik. 

T^L ^ ® ^ going to cost you a (Drops the copper pot, ivhich hounds down into the arena.) Dash 

^ ^ appreciate it . the thing ! . . . (Returning with it.) It ’s natural that, in my position, I 

score for j/OR, Miss Trotter ! shouldhavethese—er— privileges. (He trips over a blanket) Conf 

1 should have thought myself that mere personality is Have you happened to see Miss Trotter about, by the way? 


i they ’re walking round under the arches. 
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Culch, Just so. Do you know, Podburt, I almost think I’ll go 
down and find her. 1—5 ’m curious to hear what her impressions of 
a place like this are. Such a scene, you know,— so fml of asso- 
ciations with— er— the splendours and cruelties of a corrupt past — 
must produce a powerful effect upon the fresh untutored mind of an 
American girl, _ 

Miss T.^s voice {distinctly from arena). I’d like ever so much to 
see Buffalo Bill run his Show in here— he ’d just make this old 
circus hum ! ^ 

Miss P.^s voice {indistinctly from topmost tier). Almost fancy it 
all. ... Senators — equites — popnlus — pyXlati . . . yellow sunlight 
striking down through vellarinm . . . crimsoned sand . . . mirmillo 
fieeing before secutor . . . Diocletian himself, perhaps, lolling over 
there on cubiculum . . . &c., &c., &c. 

Culch. The place appears to excite Miss Peendeegast’s enthusiasm, 
at all events ! f/Sjp'As. 

Podb. Bath-er ! But then she ’s no end of a classical swell, you 
know I ^ [Siahs. 

Cukh. [putting his arm through Podbuey’s.) Ah, well, my dear 
PoDBUEY, one mustn’t expect too much, must one? 

Podb. I donH, old chap— only I’m afraid she does. Suppose we 
toddle back to the hotel, eh ? Gretting near table d'hote time. 

{They go out arm-in-orm. 


^ARRY IN ROME AND LONDON. 

A KIND Correspondent calls Mr. Punches attention to the fact that 
’Aeey the Ubiquitous crops up even in the Classics, as Aebtus, in 
fact, in Ixxxiv. of Catullus. How proud ’Aeey will be to 

hear of his classical prototype ! Our CoiTespondent “ dropping into 
verse,” exclaims:— 

Yes! Your Cockney is eternal; 

^ ^ Aeeius speaks in ’Aeey still : 

' ' Taunts ’is “ hincome ” by paternal 

Cjj “ Hartful ” tricks hup ’Olbom ’lU. 

. ' / How well he is justified may be 

/ ^en by a glance at the text of 

/ “C/iommoda” dicebat, si quando com- 

/ Dicere, et Mnsidias ” Aeeius in- 
Et turn mirifice sperabat se esse 

Cum,^ ^quantum^^ poterat, dixerat 

Sic maternus avus dixerit, at(pie 

Catullus, Carmen Ixxxiy. 

'' ' "Which— for the benefit of ’Aery 

\ ' himself, who is not perhaps familiar 
^ ' with the “Lingo Romano”— though 
know something of a “Ro- 
mano” dear to certain young sports- 
^ ■*' . . . , , men, though not dearer to them than 

Any the Clnssie in his Swell other caterers,— may thus be very 
Joga-ry. freely adapted :- 


’Aeey to JJoxford gives the aspirate still 
He cruelly denies to ’Ighgate ’111 ; 

Yet deems in diction he can ape the “ Swell,” 

And “ git the ’ang of it ” exceeding well. 

Doubtless his sire, the ’atter, and his mother, 

The hupper ’ousemaid, so addressed each other ; 

For spite of all that wrangling Board Schools teach, 

There seems heredity in Cockney speech. 

Frederick the Great at Burlington House.— “Bravo, Sii* 
President of the Royal Academy I ” says Mr. Punchy U.P.B.B., 
enthusiastically; “a* splendid lecture. Sir, that of yours last 
Thursday, given to the architectural and other Academical students, 
who, acting upon your advice, should be each one the architect of 
his own fortune. Your sharply dashed-ofi portrait of The Grand 
Monarque, the * Roi Soleil, majestic in the many-storey’d wig,’ — 
the King being built up quite mon-architecturally, — * which encircled 
his retreating brow,’ was masterly. More power to your elbow, Sir 
Frederick— that is, if you require it. Mr. Punch, Universal Pre- 
sident of Brother Brushes, fraternally and cordially salutes you.” 


^^THE BIG BIG D.^^ ENCORED. 

Me. W. S. Gilbert ought to have been engaged as Counsel in the 
Duplany v. JDuplany divorce case, when, attired in his wig, gown, 
and bands — Arthur Sullivan’s full bands of course — he could 
have put the question which Mr. Gill had to make a pint of putting, 

as to the occasional use of strong 
language. Set librettically, “ JFVrensa 
la bella^^ would have answered in her 
sweetest strain and with her most be- 
fC witching Florentine manner, “I never 
use a big big D.” To her the Counsel, 
j [ j not Mr. Gill but Mr. Gil-beet, would 
III have retorted musically, “What 
J F ‘ never ’ f ” To him the fair Witness, 

|i replying on consideration, “Well,— 
hardly ever ! ” Then the chorus, led 
by the Judge, Sir Francis J eune, and 
joined in Toy all the Jeuniors of his 
Court, would have wound up this 
portion of the proceedings, if not 
harmoniously, at least tunefully. For 
future reference, it would be known 
as “the Big Big D-ivoroe Case.” How such occasional musical 
outbursts would lighten the labours of the Court^ through many a 
tedious case I And in a cause un peu celebre like this, where there is a 
crammed house and enthusiastic audience ready to take every point. ] 
and risk possible expulsion rather than remain quiet, what a relief 
such a burst of song would be to everybody’s pent-up feelings and ! 
bottled-up excitement. The comedy is all very well, but the finale is 
tragic, the last scene of all being from the historical subject with j 
modern application representing “ Marius seated among the ruins ” | 
of what might have been a happy domestic life. 

A PANNICK IN GILDHALL ! 

We ’ve jist bin and had sitch a Pannick in the City as we tdn’t not 
had since the prowd and orty Portogeese threttened to stop any more 
old Port fromleaving of their shores, unless we guv ’em up ever so 
much of the hinside of Afrikey. Ah, that was a ponnick that was, 
and all us Waiters felt it severially, but her Majesty’s Guvernment, 
seeing at wunce the soRem natur of the threat, made such terrems as 
settled the hole affair, and Port went doTO as ushal. 

Well that was bad enuff in all conshense, but it was nothink to i 
what we has all bin threttened with, from the Lord Mare on his 

t throne of power to the umblest waiter of his 
royal estaberlishmunt. I herd ony last week from 
[k the Gildall Beedle, so it must be trew, that ever 
Cfi so many of what ’s called Comishunners of Suers 
I'll liad cum a tearing down stairs from their place 
j; up above, a cussin and a swearin like mad, 

" 3 becoz the Kumpany as was a jest beginnin for 
to lite up our streets wnth Lectrissity, had writ- 
v' tin for to say as they coodn’t get it dun for | 
more nor another year. Well that was bad I 
enuff for them as likes that tell-tail lite, “ but 
wuss remanes behind,” as the Pote says; and I 
reelly ardly xpecs to be beleeved when I says, 
as they threttened not to lite up the onered Manshun Ouse to the 
werry last! and as the gas has all a bin taken away, there wooden 
have been not no lites, and conserquently not no Dinner in that 
grand Ome of Horspitallerty, not for twelve long weary hungry 
munse ! 

The shudder as run thro Gildhall when this was fust menshund, 
the Beedel tells me, was sumthink quite orful, and the langwidge 
used, ewen by anshunt Deppertys, sumthink not to remember, 
but sumthinli to forget as soon as posserbel. 

However, a gentle reminder from them as could do what they 
threttind, whether it was six months’ hard, or suspenshun from 
wun of their own tall, red lamp postesses, brort them all to their 
sewen senses, and everythink is to be reddy for the fust State Bank- 
wet at the reglar hour on the reglar day ; and so the dedly wroth of 
the grand old Copperashun is apeezed, and there is no longer enny 
tork of a mighty oand of hindignent Welshers a marching up to 
Town to awenge the dedly hinsult with which their poplar Mon- 
nark was threttined ! 

Wun of our werry cleverest Depputys said to me, — “Ah, Mr. 
Robert, if our ennemys had reelly xtinguished all our light, I shoud 
indeed have said, with the Pote, JECabsent Homen ! ” 

I didn’t kno a bit what he meant, but I rayther think it were 
sumthink seesonnabel about Ome sweet Ome, or about the likker 
“ habsinth,” wich I don’t hold with. But I quite agreed with him. 

Robert, 


Latest in Massage.— O ur friend, Mrs. Ram, says she will not be 

* sham pooh’d ; ” she will be either really pooh’d, or not pooh’d at all. A Royal “ Happy Thought ” in December.— T lie Promise of MAT. 
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"" ■ " ^ Oe gentle hearts and spirits 

\ fry brave 

/ \ ^ The toll of love yon ’ll levy. 

"Whereas, "bein/ hundreds of 

“SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE,” &c. miles away from the 

Mhd. '‘Mummy dear, v?ht did you tell Richard you ‘weren’t at Home’ just now?” {Pause.) ® The^wstageis 

'‘Mummy, I mean ” or. -nAr’cent less in amount. 

Mamma. “When Sir Fusby Dodderidge called ^ Why, Ethel dear, because he Bores me. r' j ease* where the larger 
Ethel. “Oh I” {After thoughtfully considering the matter with regard to her Governm.) ‘ Then may I vS ay and the less amount of 

I ’m not at Home when Miss Krux calls to-morrow ? for site Bores ms awfult^y?” labour were concerned, the 

~ ; ;; ;; ; English Post-OiHce, taking 

'C^TO'PT A ivj-n TTPlv™ A TVTTi V.V TTTY 1 cou^-Dreoinots tom, all the money, charge 2^. ; m 

J!;JN(iLAJNJD, AJND xiJljAUil ! This Princess comes to find us. the other, calling in the as- 

[“I am quite proud to think that my son marries one who * well, look upon that face, sistance oi Belgium and Ger- 

was bom in this country, has been educated in this country, Whilst PUNCHIUS Cupid hovers, many, and of course sharing 

and has the feelings of an Englishwoman.’’ — jS.E.M. the With crowning wreath and genial grace, with them the plunder, l^d. 

Prince of Wales at the Civil Service Eimer.] Above the Royal lovers. is held to be the fair recom- 

Prince’s wd -will strike a chord Pair home-groTO flower, bright English May, Ss 

Of sympathy and pleasure Whose promise cheers December, oAw^+t;Tii i waw of re- 
in English hearts, i^’ot from abroad And who make “ wild March ” so gay ; thi, ^ordinarv trade 

Youm CiAEEifCE brought his treasure. Punch can. right well remember. XnSd* sav 

He finds his l^T in British mead ; Betrothals many, bridals too, PUin • a Penw 

’Tis PmcA’s pleasant duty^ , Tour layer’s are’s among ihem, ^ 

The old chorus once agam to lead. And with a loyalty frank yet true. ^ „T,T>liVation 

For England, Home, and Beauty I ” Has genwally sung them. 3.^Ung. Pewle 

England! — ^the fair betrothed was born And so for you he hath a stave, privileged to receive Punm^s 

Within the seas that bind us ; Latest of tbe bright bevy. Almanack through the post 


SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE,” &c. 


ENGLAND, HOME, AND BEAUTY!” 

[“ I am quite proud to think that my son marries one who 
was bom in this country, has been educated in this country, 
and has the feelmgs of an Englishwoman.’’— JST.E.JT. the 
Prince of Wales at the Civil Service Pinner.] 

The Prince’s word will strike a chord 
Of sympathy and pleasure 
In English hearts. Not from abroad 
Young Clarence brought his treasure. 

He finds his May in British mead ; 

’Tis Punches pleasant duty 
The old chorus once again to lead, 

“ For England, Home, and Beauty I ” 

England!— the fair betrothed was born 
Within the seas that bind us ; 


Home ! — ^not from far court-preoinots tom, 
This Princess comes to find us. 

Beauty I—well, look upon that face. 

Whilst PuNCHius Cupid hovers. 

With crowning wreath and genial grace, 
Above the Royal lovers. 

Pair home-grown flower, bright English May, 
Whose promise cheers December, 

And who will make wild March ” so gay ; 

Punch can right well remember. 

Betrothals many, bridals too, 

Your lover’s sire’s among them, 

And with a loyalty frank yet true. 

Has generally sung them. 

And so for you he hath a stave, 

Latest of the bright bevy. 




ENGLAND, HOME, AND BEAUTY!” 
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will not quibble over a balf-penny. But it is evident that a system « * -n-n ivTi^Tr-n-r 

wbicb embodies an arrangement that needs only to be stated to have A 8 APE NOVEL. 

its absurdity demonstrated, wants , (With Inte^lM Notes hy Our Own Legoa Adviser.) 

Ibegtogivemyfriend, the new Postmaster-General, notice that, ^ 

as soon as the House meets, I shall put a question on the subject. In Chiptee I. — The Loyees PiiETiiirG. 

the meanwhile, and alwa>’s I am, honoured Sir, your obliged and The sun was setting behind the towers of the church of 

obedient servant, Toby, M.P. Greenborough-on-the-Driblet. 

Xmserbad, Aachen^ Monday, ^ [It must be clearly and distinctly understood that this village is not 

— ■ - - ' ■■ ■ • intended to refer to any parish with the word “ green ” introduced in 

the title — all incumbents of such livings being the most honourable 
POPULAR SONGS RE*'SUNG. and distinguished of men.] 

»> \ ^ 4 ? . Tr 77 ^wo persous woi’c blddlug ouo another adieu. The first was a man 

Pee^ps aversion up to date ” (as slang goes) of Our Vt^e. gf jifg ^garfng a suit of tweeds. 

[Please note that the name of the tailor is not given, and it is not 
inoyiUo the adnuicis of the iwet ^ \i. Pink. j^g agg^nig^j fer g, single moment that this refers to any individual 

No. IV.-OUR VILLAGE. I .iii, in particular.] . ... 


POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG. 


f -V a 


may interest the supiiorters of the Statesman Mr. Acl\?^'T), without 
annoying the admirers of the poet 'VVa.e Pink. 

No. IV.-OUR VILLAGE. I ^ ^ 

Am— ViUage^n iJic ‘ Slow and Dirty ’ i 1 

Foil centuries the Village was maintained, I ■ 

without cessation, , ■ [ 

As “a Squire and Parson’s paddock,” t i 

just to keep poor yokels do'wn, - --4 i t 

But all that is to be altered, at the Uadi- . i„ 1 ‘ ' , 

cal's instigation, ' ,! ^ ^ 

We ’re settling on a village whicli shall jji';,..' 

have the charms of town. T*' ' f"* 

Tt ’s shaped on Democratic lines, it is in — , ’ 

nmihus yet, ^ 

But when Reform’s set going, it’s a 
horse that does not stop. 

The House o’ Commons has proiiouncod, ' 
and though old Tories fuss, yet ' i 

All understand the tyrant has the tip tu f 

shxit up shop. (;“ 

In the Village, new Village, a healthy 
little spot, [smells arc not, 

The home of rural Hygiene, where nasty 
Where Hooqe shan’t be the thrall ' -•'i 

Of the Vicarage and the Hall, | f 

In the Village shaped on Democratic lines ! J | 

There bobbing to their “ betters ” shall 
^ not he an institution 
With the Jemmies and the Jessamies, as 
in the good old day ; 

There “Washhouses” shall civilise ohaxvbacoiis— by ablution, 

And Drink-shops shall not freely tithe the ploughman’s paltry pay. 
There shall be a Parish Council by the householders elected, [comb ; 

Who vdll snub “the Village tyrant” and will cut the Parson’s 
And when once ’tis constituted such reform may ho expected 

*'rx.rt+' •V\r\l\'n TTrVrv/'^ TU n .r .-.C .. M “U i 










.ill i A I ill /II 

3W»\j !■ ' '! a costume of almost puritanical simplicity. 

1 1 I [Again no dressmaker is singled out for 

discussion. It is a purely fancy portrait.] 

■■ They were both in tears. For the hour 

f ' had come for their parting, 

j \\ I . [It is necessary to state that by “ part- 

I reference is made to any existing 

''K 1 firm of hair-dressers.] 

[ For a moment they were silent, watch- 

' ing Phoebus as he descended in his glory 

iV^ of purple and gold. 

[This refers to the mythical God of Day, 
^ot to be confounded with a member 
' 'jg of a well-known firm of manufacturers of 

Then they spoke to one another. 
“ZoziMUS,” she murmured, softly, 

- •’ “ o-ud is this our last meeting ? ” 

T [The name of Zozimtts was selected for 

V«sa»t the hero because it is an uncommon one, , 
consequently unlikely to he con- 
founded with any more frequently-used 
designation. If by an unlucky chance 
ZoziMxrs, he is assured that 
coincidence is purely accidental.] 

/ t/oA ^ afraid it must be so, my Zuitr- 
L ' WOLFA,” was the heartbroken response. 

^ [Again the name has been chosen on 
the same lines as the selection of Zozimtts, 
and the explanation above given may be 
taken an having reference to both.] ^ ^ 

“ And so you are going across the sea in a boat f ” she queried, 
trying to smile, in spite of her blinding tears. 

[No boat in particular is intended, and we have the authors 
authority for saying that ho has the greatest respect for every official 






That poor Hodoe in all sincerity may sing his“JTc7«c, >Sw<wt connected with the shipping interest.] 
Home “ Yes,” ho returned, sadly, “it is 


Home I 

C^horus,--!!! the Village, new Village, the sanitary spot, 

A small self-governed commune with full powa*s to “ allot,” 
A Free Library for all. 

And a handsome Meeting Hall, 

In the Village shaped on Democratic lines ! 


“Yes,” ho returned, sadly, “it is my father’s wish, and I trust 
that in a new world I shall find greater prosperity than I have been 
able to achieve in dear old England.” 

[No reference is made in the above to any weekly publications, 
although, perhaps the World and England may have been taken as 
titles for Saturday journals. Before passing this passage, we re- 
ceived the assurance of the author that he felt the deepest esteem 


There the Labourer shall not half-starvo on “ swankey ” and thin for the Editors of the periodicals thus inadvertently mentioned.] 

^ pottage, “ Well, my beloved, you will soon see me; and, dead or alive. 

With a prospect of the Workhouse when no longer he can work ; shall be by your side in the spirit.” 


But shall have a fragrant pigstye, and a sanitary cottage, 
And a voice in local business which the big-wigs cannol 


_.ich the big-wigs cannot burke. ..... ...... 

The rural working-man shall superintend his children’s schooling, “ We sfiall meet again,” he cried, pressing her frail’ form to his 
And control long ill-used “charities,” and champion “common breast. “ Indeed we shall meet again.” 

lights,” [fooling, [It must not be assumed that there has been a misprint in the 

And, in fact, there ’ll be an end to Squire’s sole sway and Parson’s above passage, and that reference is made to any particular firm of 
And the rustic’s solo hope-beacon shall no more bo “London’s butchers.] 


shall be by your side in the spirit.” ^ 

^ [This passage is not intended to single out any particular firm of 
distillers.] 

“ We shall meet again,” he cried, pressing her frail’ form to his 


Lights.” 

Chorm,--ln the Village, new Village, Ac., Ac. 
There the peasant politician with the Guardian shall 


And keep up ihe rural standard, and keep down the local rates ; 
The haughty Church no longer there shall lord it o’er the Chapel, 
And the Voluntary School shall find the level it so hates. 

In short, with Local Government invested, the whole Village 
Shall grow vigorous, and virtuous, and prosperous, and proud, 
And free from Landlord i)ressure, and the Parson’s petty pillage, 

The peasants shall no longer to the slums of London crowd. 

CJioruSe^From the Village; new Village, a happy little spot, 

A home of peace and plenty, where oppression may not plot; 
Where there ’s room enough for all, 

And the “ hind ” is not a^‘ tlmill,” 

In the Village shaped on Democratic lines ! 


And so they parted ! 

{To he continued in our ne,df after consultation wiih our Solicitor,) 


Without the Compliments op the Season.—A few days since 
the Justices of South Shields sentenced a vagrant verging upon 
seventy years of age, to fourteen days imprisonment with hard 
labour— a matter to which attention was called when the Coroner 
held an inquest in the gaol on the poor old fellow’s body'. It would 
he interestmg to know the names of these “ un- worthies,” so that 
they might be gibbeted as a contrast to the sentiments that will' 
prevail when Christmas ushers in a time of peace and good-will ! 

A Stoet op the Sea {told on the Beach at Brighton ), — “Fine 
I day for a sail, Sir I ” 
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A PROMISING FOUR-YEAR-OLD. 












At the Meet he attracted no litde a'te ition. 










Though Ms manner of taking Rails was rather risky, 








He proved excellent at Water, 


>'‘\', li Yf, 

iiMhyyUili 







When Hounds went* away, he quickly assumed a prominent 
position. 


'■ <i 


m 




' V > '*..,1 ' ^ ..V 

. ' M -^itj * ‘ . 







Yet Ms Courage was undeniable. 









And his method of taking the Fox from the Hounds was 
novel and entertaining. 


TOLD IN TAGS. 


the Golden Dream she 
knew so well ! 

Sjpecmen of a Mys- 
tenons Mndtng. — And 
so Hugh, carrying a 
lamp in his right hand, 
and grasping the blade 
of his sword in his left, 
entered the cave of 
which he had heard so 
much. Will he ever 
return? Who can tell? 

Specimen of a Comic 
“ So it was 
you, after all!^’ cried 
the Cheesemonger, with 
a shout of lau^ter. 

Egebton Sweliing- 
TON smiled an assent, 

“ Then all I can say,” 
continued the worthy 
trader, “ is, that amiss 
is as good as a mile.” 

And, for once in his 
life, Mr. Doublechin 
wms absolutely right! 

Specimen of the Poet- 
ical Ending, — So with 
the blue-bells sighing 
soft music, and the stars 
chanting their soothing 
lullaby, the sweet soul 
of Maria realised the 
truth that — 

’Tis better to have loved 
and lost, 

Than never to have loved 
at all. 

Specimen of the 
Shocher'*s Ending, — 
And with a gasp and a 
rod. Sir Halph fell 
back, back, back, down 
the precipice, and an 
hour later was found by 
tire patrolling coast- 
guardsman a miivoring 
mass of senseless hu- 
manity I 

S2)ecime7i of the 
CJmstynas Ending , — 
And so, linked hand in 
hand, father and 
mother, son and 
daughter, husband and 
wife, nephew and niece, 
bowed their heads be- 
neath the holly and 
mistletoe, and wished 
one another, with a 
heartiness that told 
volumes, “ A Merry 
Christmas and a Happy 
New Year!” 

dUKEXES FOE CaM- 

BEXDGE Exam. Papee.— 
1. Ip the Yice-Chanccl- 
lor’s authority to punish 
immorality within the 
bounds of the U niver sity 
town of Cambridge is to 
be done away with, will 
he still retain the then 
quite superfluous title 
of TYce-Chancellor ? 


We have recently been favoured by a communication from a firm of Publishers, which informs us that in a J ^ 

binder,” the Epilogue was omitted, and inclosing that interesting ami of 

much pleasure, that we suggest that, instead of writing the » 

be Weficially oomprfssed “ Placked o^didates 
latx) a tew lii^es. As a lead, we print a few conclusions, to serve as models : — ^ often spoken of as 


Specimen of a Sappy Ending . — And so' there ■was nothing more to do hut to get married and eonseanentlv ?®*^ ^ v 
Ebwdt led no happier bride to the altar than his much perseonted and «eX toieTi^SwA So thlTufS such-and-suot an 

TnJletonrangoutthemmerriestohimesasthesunwen?downonthe%WC«sKs^^^^^^ trelte^-’lblse 

aacteS t *’^® sJie lo'^ed so weU, known as “ The Spin- 

ana gmiung a smUe that brought tears into the eyes of the good old Colonial Bishop, Fmea faded away into ning-House” ? 
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BY GEORGE! 

[In a recent libel action, brought against an author by an African 
merchant, Mr. George Mjeredith was called as a witness. He 
said: — 

The story in dispute passed thi'ough his hands as reader for the publishers. 
Asked in cross-examination if he thought that the opening of the story relat- 
ing to the hero’s mother did not offend against the canons of good taste, the 
witness answered that it was the attempt of a writer of serious mind to be 
humorous. It might be almost called a stereotype of that form of the 
element of humour. It was a failure, but still passed ivith the public. — The 
Judge : A kind of elephantine humour ?— The Witness : Quito so. I did not 
like it, but one would have to object to so much.” 

There the report of Mr. Meredith’s evidence ends. Exigencies of 
space apparently caused the omission of a great deal of it. Eortunately 
it is in our power to supply this deficiency. — Ed.] 

The Judge, Quite so, Mr. Meredith. I may say for myself that 
. . I fully understand you. But 

^ M perhaps it would be well to 

' ’. “•‘, '■'''11 ;'/M, explain yourself a leetle more 

' -• . ^ * '/ /V// clearly for the benefit of the 

.. / '// / Mr, George Meredith, My 

' ^ I '7 ' I will put it with a con- 

Very much Eii Evidence ; or, George in the Box. a rotifer astir in 

inTfe^mwtt^of^sdlm^^^^ globule— so I, humorously purposeful 

The Judge. One moment, Mr. Meredith, Have you considered 

w * S: Consideration, my Lord, is of them that sit revolvino* 

wtnm themselves the mountainoiisly mouse - productive problems 
of the pvertpppmgly catastrophic backward ages of empurpled 
brain - distorting puzzledom: for puzzles, as 1 have elsewhere 
said, oome in rattle - boxes, they are actually children’s toys 
for wha^ they contain, but not the less do they buzz at our under- 
that they break or we, and, in either case, to 
bobMao*^^^^ ioolish idle rattle in hollowness. Hor ^have the antic 

Sir Charles Tuss^ {cross- exatnining). Really, Mr. Meredith I 
fail to foHow you. Would it not be possible — - i 

p-vi « the question looks 

' ^ Leading Article sits, 

dutifully arousing the fat worm of sarcastic humour under the ribs 
ot cradled citizens, mth an exposure of its excellent folly. For the 
word. That is R. The word is Archon, with extended hand sum- 
momng the collaboratorically ordained, misbegotten brood of shock- 
to his regal presence 

The Judge {testily), Ho doubt that would be so, but it brings us 
decision upon the question of humour in the particular 
passage of the book which contains the alleged libel. 1 

Perhaps I can shorten matters, my Lord 1 
How, Mr. Meredith, will you be kind enough to expkin the 1 
following pass^e from a book with which you may perhaps be 1 

Wmted. (Reads ) ‘‘This he can promise to his ^s Ts fo? n 
othe^here than at the festive, Commerce invoked is a Goddess that ^ 

^ nostrHs, and poft and 

alderman alike may be dedicate to the subhme, she leads them ^ 
sniffs of an idea concerning her, for the dive into the ^ 
totle-tureen. Heels up they go, poet first^a plummet he !” Is 
that humorous, or, if not, what is it ? I 

elephantine altogether, I 
^ Jungle of atrophied semi-consciousness A 

sItriTOrfy set UTOn m overtoppinf? mastery^ ‘^usoiousness, £ 

Sir Charles Russell {interrupting). Thank you. The nassn.'in'A Ki 




Very much Eii Evidence j or, George in the Box. 


' {interrupting). Thank you. The passage is 


from One of our Conquerors, Here is another Reverting 1 
the father and mother, his idea of a positive injury, that was 
without its congratulations, sank him down among his disordere 

• deeper sentiments, which were a diver’s wreck, where an armourc 

• livid suhtermarine, a monstrous piifi-ball of man, wandere 
serioiisly light in heaviness ; trebling his hundredweights to kee 

3 - him from dancing like a bladder-block of elastic lumber.” An 
> while you are about it, pray inform the Court what you mean b 
le j^t^e^^mlgarest of our gobble-gobbets,” or by “ a trebly cataphracti 

e . ¥\ Truly, the louder members of the grey public ai 

fraternally instant to spurn at the whip of that which they do nc 
immediately comprehend. But to me, plunged chokingly in trans 
» lucent profundities of aquamarine splendour, not of a truth tha 
J in the heights above splendour resides not, chidingly offering a fa 
y whiskerless cheek to the blows of circumstance, this was ever th 
problein of problems. How to write. How not to write. This wa 
t and that the raging fates tug the hapless reader, pillowed he upo 
t the vast brown bosom of his maternal earth, or lurefully beckoruni 

0 the dim shadow-shapes ot dodecahedronic cataplasmatic oentiped 

3 tatally conditioned to the everlasting pyramid of a star-pointini 
3 necessity. So * 

The Judge {loith determination). Mr. Meredith, the Court i 
r smeerely obliged to you for your extremely valuable evidence. W. 
- ^eunwilhng to clotain you any longer. Besides, after what yoi 

1 have said, the point is as clear as daylight. Good morning, Mr 
I* ^vSible^^ morning. You may become a trebly cataphracti' 

I THE THINNING OE THE THATCH. 

■ leaves are falling, and the days are closing in, 

■ And the breeze is growing chilly, and my hair is getting thin ! 

^ T> comfortable income — and my age is thirty- three : 

. But my I hatch is thinning quickly — yes, as quickly as can be ! 

intrusion I shairmanfufly'resist!^* ’ 
i m afraid they 11 soon have got ap other Jiink^upon^their list. 

When invited to a party I ’m invariably late, 

®^orts to conceal my peeping pate — 

^ away for weeks, 

let i can t pi event it parting and dividing into streaks ! 

aud I >V6 rubbed my head with rum, 

*■> doesn’t como— 

w X ?aze into the mirror with a gloomy, vacant stare, 

X or the circle s getting wider of that Open Space up thero ! 

People tell me that my spirits I must not allow to fall, 
w 11 5: Srenerations won’t have any hair at all— 


thwr Will hi, tiA ancompannsa by a Stamped atfd Addi^etfsed Exiv«lPp«, tfoVer. or WranW. tA fhu 


w 11 g'enerations won’t have any hair at all— 


Dbobmbbr 26, 1891.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


A /MIC CO ^ Russiaii custom, remained with us, smoking, and 

QUEER CHRI STM AS PARTY .. drinking kiimmel out of a Samovar. Immediately upon the departure 

_ ••lit., ttie ladies, Kobeet Elsmeee resumed his argument. 

I REMEMBER Coming home and dressing to go out again. Of this “ I have not,’' he said, in a low tone, “rooted up the most sacred 
j ^ remember too taking a cab; also the cab taking me. growths of life as a careless child devastates his garden.” 

But oddly enough though I dined that evening with a very old friend, “ 1 have never yet heard of a Durrisdeer who was a turn-coat or 
somehow i cannot mr the lire of me, at this moment, call to mind a spy,” remarked the Master of Ballantree, casually, 
hisname or remember where he lives. _ “Ah! but that is another story,” objected Colonel GtADsby, 

However, the evening was so remarkable that I at once sat down stroking his long moustache, 
next day to record all that I could rmnember of this strange “I can believe anything,” said Dorian G-ray, “as long as it is 
Christmas Party. Round the table were Robert Eesmere, Dorian quite incredible.” 

Gray, Sir Alan Q,uatermain, the Master of Ballantree, and other “Oh! Then you’d believe that story old Batt, the fisherman, 
distinguished persons, including Princess NAPRAXTNE,-~a charming told us about the pike at Goring I ” said one of the trio, with a 
woman, who looked remarkably well in her white velvet with a knot contemptuous laugh. 

of old lace at her thro^ and a tea-rose in her hair. Mrs. Hawksbee, And here we come to the unfortunate incident which broke up our 
too, looked smart in black satin, but in my opinion she was cut out party. I shall always blame the Princess for this. If she had gone 
by little Daisy Miller, a sprightly young lady from America. My to the drawing-room with the other ladies, it would never have 
^ r^i^ei^ber his name) carried his love of celebrities happened. It appears that she considered herself insulted by a re- 
g lar, that even his servants were persons of considerable notoriety, mark of Dorian’s, which I thought innocent enough. I thinV it 
His head butler, a man named Mulvaney, was a.n old soldier, who, was, that “ All Art is quite useless.” 

mth the two liftmen (formerly his companions-in-arms) had been Whj she should have taken this so personally — whether she 
known in India by the name of Soldiers Three.’ thought he was alluding to her Narcissus-like complexion, or her 

it was so good 01 you to come, although your husband had wealth of luminous hair — I cannot say. At any rate— though I 
Russian inniieura.” rftTnnrkftd -.j. t. r • ® 


Russian influenza,” remarked our , , ^ ^ 

host to Anna Karenina, who w^as . • ; ’ ' 

seated on his left. ; \ \ 

“ My dear friend, ” she replied, \\\\\\\ " x ‘ 

“I was only too delighted; for ‘ \ , 

really my husband cracks his (i, '^1'/ V 

finger-joints so much more lately, li I 'IT > ' 
and it makes mo so nervous, that li \ 4 

I often think, if it were not that \\ ‘h ' ( * 

Mr. WRONGSKYsometimes calls on 1 
my day at home, I am sure I ^ \ 't 

should be bored to death ! ” ^ 'fs’' 

“Ah! I know what that is!” ^ ^ ‘‘ 
said Hedba Gabler, nodding \\\ \\ i 

sympathetically. “My husband, \ '> \ , \\ // j 

when he heard I wanted to come ^ 'O " ./ ' y •} 

to-day, said ‘ Fancy that! ’ and I A ' , 'V'. "\\ / I' 

really felt I could have thrown \ &^'\\ "\i\ \\ v / 
something at him. They are so ‘h-v \\ "z -W. 

irritating,” she added, with a 
glance at Thkrese lUatriN who 

was sitting very silent at the other <£ 2 ^ 

|nd of the table softly caressing a 

“Ah!” sighed Dorian Gray, ” ' 

as he dipped his white taper fingers ' - - ' - ---i, 4 "'S' ^ 

in a red copper bowl of rose-water. ? ? T> . ' ' r.-; ^ i 

“ I have had an exquisite life. I \ f 

have drunk deeply of everything. 

I liave crushed the grapes against ' 

my palate. And it has all been to ^ 

me no more than the sound of music. It has not marred me. I an 
still the same. More so, if anything.” 

“ I think we ought to understand one another, perhaps, Mr. Gray,’ 
said Robiort Elsmkre, with a quick sense of oppression. “I knov 
your oxinions of course from your books. You know what mine ai 


* V\ > 




vAv.. ,v \ , would not have it even whispered 

. \ to poor little Jim, who, being far 

from well, had been quite unable 
' to leave his sofa, — I say, at any 

f, . 1 ’a.te, I, for one, felt convinced 

It,' Aa W fhat the Princess had taken quite 

as much kiimmel as was good for 
fit] her, otherwise, how could any one, 

^ ^ ! :| except my old friend Alice de 

s vi.M ‘.vVy . W VoNDERLANi) account for her 

j. /[I. .7.- ' 111* urging the Three Men, already 

goue, to go still farther, and 
“Protect her honour,” as she 
'1 V termed it, “by wiping out the 

" // it /'’■ insult offered to the Napraxines!” 

r f .A The Three Men took the sug- 

/ ^ , w gestion literally. A wild scene 

^ \ ‘ ensued. Shouting wildly, ‘ ‘ We ’ll 

'I '' ®I^eil your beauty for you!” one 

tore the fiower out of Dorian’s 
y - " . N coat, another threw the red copper 

" ' ; , ' howl of rose-water at his head, a 
. third, with the uncommonly vulgar 
exclamation, “Art be blowed! 
W '‘J3' we’ll show you some science!” 

. h/JW sti’uck the unfortunate man a 
i violent blow on the nose with his 

’ ’'t ‘7 ■ clenched fist. 

^ - Plow the scene might have ended 

hut for the sudden intervention of 
_ ; _ " . Mulvaney and his companions, I 

I am cannot say. In the strangest dialect, and with the most uncouth 
oaths, they literally “went for” the Three Boating Men. The 
LAY,” aquatic champions were completely demolished by the Soldiers Three. ; 
icnow In the words of the butler, ‘ ‘ Their shirt-fronts were crumpled ’orrid.” 


ot oppression. ‘ I know In the words of the butler, ‘ ‘ Their shirt-fronts were crumpled ’orrid.” 
You know what mine as The three youths, in a pitiable state, left the house witn the Prin- 


have set mysolr to music. My days have been my sonnets, and it For my own part ... I don’t knowhow I managed to get away. I 
has not hurt mo. I am as good-looking as over.” And with his suppose I must have been rendered insensible by a candlestick which 
cool, ilower-like h*ands, and his charming boyish smile, he lit a was thrown at me. At all events, I found myself on the floor 
gold-tii^ped cigarette, offering one to Princess Napraxine. having tumbled out of bed . . . But how I had ever got to bed I do 


muttered one of the boating trio to his friends. 

“ And drown him,” said another. 

“ Or set Montmorency at him,” said the third. 

These Three Men, who, on their arrival, had been rather bashful, 

t. J .J} J / „T r v. _ ’ 


AN ANTI-HISS-TRIONIC BIRD. 


These ihreo Men, who, on their arrival, had been rather bashful, A “ par” in the Dailj/ last Thursday told how the Anti- 

had become, during the process of demolishing the Christmas podaeans had presented Sliss Nellie Farren with “a Laughing 
pudding with fire-brandy sauce, to which they helped themselves Jackass.” What a time he’ll have of it! Always in fits, and 
plentifully, the most elieerful of all the company. They talked and perhaps the merry bird will at last “ die 0 ’ laughin’ ” ! For it is a 
laughed loudly, alluded to Mr. Klsmere as “Old Square-toes”; and biped and not a quadruped; not that as a biped “the Laughing 
made no more disguise of the evident admiration with which Mrs. J ackass ” is by any means a lusus nature. This bird, not probably 
Hawksbee had inspired them, than they did of the violent dislike unfamiliar with the “’Oof Bird” of sporting circles, is, it is said, “a 
‘tbey had conceived for Mr. Gray. foe to snakes.” Excellent onion this for Miss Farren, Laughter 

They were growing less and less able to control their actions, and everywhere, and no hissing permitted. If hissing heard anywnere, 

I was nut sorry whan the time arrived for the ladies to retire, whioh up starts the Laughing Jackass and down he comes on the snake, and 
they did rather earlier than they had intended doing, owing to a there ’s an end of the hissing. Theatrical Managers would do well 
^dden display of ill-temper on the part of Diana of the Crossways, to cultivate the Laughing Jackasses, and keep a supply always on 
They all withdrew, with the exception of the Princess, who, alleging the premises. j 


foe to snakes.” 


VOL. or. 
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i!— Dan the Dosser, a reglax Old Clo’ at dead langwidges, classidgij^aM 

Savs^Sf^’mei’eMi-see-^^om— a tMng as to me, mate, is jestTDouble 
Mlans a soul on the shift, as it we, CmnuK, trym’ fust this 

foriDii then that, . i . j j.!. j 

So that ’Arry, who once was a donkey, might some o these days 

be a rat ! 

Leastways so the Dosser explains it, of course it is all Tommy rot. 
Kummy thing ^ow a cram o’ the Classicks do make yer 

Dosser^ham’t no more genuine sa-^, he 

But he’s up to the lips-like in Latin, and similar old-lashioned 
stui!. 

Seems some old Latin oove called Cat TJLi,ns-a gayish old dog I 

Kne^'^^party called Aektos !— bless ’im!— as lived in that rum 

Koman day, ,, „ .-.11 

And Cat IfLLxrs he hups and ho scribbles a carmen wich then 

Kot a hopera, Charlie— about him along of some haitches gone 
wrong. 

Like Cat Ullhs’s cheek, if you arsk me ! That haitoh hizness gives 
Ther^^sn’lj a^’gnerent mug, or a mealy-mouthed mutton-faced 

Who ^^earned.’ow to garsp hout a He-haw ! in regular la-di-dah 

stvle * 

But ’ll look down on “ ’Arrt the haitchless,” and wrinkle his snout 

in a smile. 

Yah! Haitches ain’t heverytliink, Charlie, no, not by a jugfull 

And^Ver^‘^^^-iieah! JH'-hold my //-/^-Aorsc! ” sort 0 ’ sniffers 
^ would screw hout hig D.’s from a saint. ^ , -u i ^ 

What’s the hodds, arter all? If you’re fly to the true hend ot 
^ Life, wich is larks, . , . „ , . . , 

You may pop in yer haitches permiskus, in sxnto of the pngs rude 

Dear Charlie,— 0, ainH I a daisy ? Excuse your old pal busting remarKS. 

forth; ^ X 4. The old Eoman goeser, Cat Ullus, who WToto^hat 

But my name ’s going hup like a rocket ; it s spreading east, west, of course, and a classick, two things as to-day will not 

south, and north, . ^ash ; , , , 

Like that darned hinfluenza, but more so ; and now, s elpme scissors, ygj. •t)oots Master Arrihs ’ad ’im on toast, the old mug, every 
I find time 

I was famous af/breJi£?a5 6am.' Sounds a licker, hut’angedif /mind.* that’s why he took his revenge like, in verse without reason or 

* Sec article, ‘*’Arry in Eome and London,’* in last Number of Funch» rhyme. . 
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Young Amrus’s huncle, Le tells us, 
talked similar patter. No doubt ! 
Havunculus hejus, I reckon, knew 
wot he was dashed well about. 

I bT:iiy for Liber, and chance it. 

'Tain^t whether you say HiU or ’111, 
It ’s whether you ’re able to climh it ; 
and that ’s where the prigs git 
their pill. 

There ’ s a party who, in the St, J %mesh 
Gazette^ dear old pal, ’tother day, 
Took my name, not pertikler in vain, 
though, and called hisself “ ’Arry 
B. A.” 

Wrote smart, he did, Charlie, and 
slick-like, but “ ’Arry B. A.” isn’t 
Me! 

No fear! ’Arry’s not sech an A 
double S as to want a “ Degree.” 

know wot’s wuth knowin’, I 
reckon, and wot I don’t know I 
can learn. 

Without mortar-board ’ats and black 
bedgowns, or stuffing my brains 
tiU they turn. 

To be weU in the know is my maxum, 
but as for “ Compulsory Greek,” 
Would it give me, T wonder, ahextry 
■ ‘ compulsory ” two quid a week ? 

Wy, I knewanold’atchet-facedparty, 
as lodged in our ’ouse years ago, 
Oozed Greek as a plum-tree does 



DRAWING THE LINE. 


Judge, “ Remove THOSE Barristers. They ’re deawino 1” 

Chorus qf Juniors. “May it please your Ludship, we’re only dbawing— pleadings. 

[“ Mr. Justice Denman said that he saw a thing going on in Court that he could not sanction. He saw 
wscu. ^J.l^ 3 on. ixa c vv, , Gentlemen of the Bar making pictures of the witness. Let it be understood that he would turn out any 

gum-blobs; trarnslated for Buf- Gentleman of the Bar who did so in future.” — Daily Faper^ Thursday^ December 17.] 

FINS & Co., _ 'xhat’s “ modernity,” Charlie I Style, 


The popular publishers, Charlie. I know 
’twas a dooce of a grind 
For poor Magsworth to earn fifteen quid, 
and at last he wont hout of ’is mind. 

Yus, died of a softening, they told us, through 
sitting up six months on end 
At a book of Greek plays. Poor old bunor, 
he hadn’t five pounds nor a friend ; 

But Degrees ? He fair rolled in ’em, Charlie! 

He offered to teach me a lot. 

But one lesson in Greek settled me; it ’a the 
crackjorest speshus of rot! 

Arry Stuffy Knees sounds pooty ropy; 

he’s one of their classickal pets ; 

Old Thooby Dides, too, he’s another. In 
high Huniwarsity sets 

They chuck ’em in chunks at each other, like 
mossels of Music ’All gag. 

And at forty they ’ve clean slap forgot ’em ! 
I want to know where comes the swag r' 


modesty, taste P' Oh, go ’ome and eat 
coke! 

Old Stuffy Knees wouldn’t ’ave tumbled, 
you bet, to a Music ’AH joke. 

“Jest fancy a gentleman not knowing 
Greek ! ” So a josser named Froude 

Said some time ago. OhGewillikens ! Must 
ha’ bin dotty or screwed. 

A modern School Master could hopen his 
hoptics a mossel, you bet ; 

Greek ’s corpsed, and them graduate woters 
will fiock to its funeral yet. 

“We’re going to plant it to-morrer!” 
That comic song ’its it at once. 

“ Attic lore ” will be blowed attic-high; and 
the duffers who dub you a dunce 

’Cos yer ’Omer. or haitches, is quisby, in 
Home or in London, will know 

That Arrtus— or ’Arry— romps in while Cat 


- X- . n ‘T 1 Ullus 13 stopping to blow. 

Hedgercation is all very proper, purvidmg i ^ 

it gives yer the pull 1 As to Arrius, I wish I ’d ’ave knowed ’im, 

Hover parties as don’t know the ropes, in a no doubt we ’d ’ave paUed up to-rigbts, 
market that’s mostly too full ; I And ’ave chivied Cat ullus together, lilce 

But this Classick kerriculum ’s kibosh, Greek j one o’ them broken-nosed frights 

plays, Latin verse and all that. i Saps call classick busts ; stone Aunt oailies nt 

All Cat Ullus’s haitches won’t ’elp yer, if only for cockshies, dear boy, . , , . 
Nature ’as built yer a fiat ! , Wich to chip out my name on their cheeks is 

Though Auwus’s haspirates rucked, and [ a barney I always enjoy. 

made Mister Cat Ullus chi-ike. Your Cockney eternal P No doubt ! And a 

He was probably jest such a rattler as poets | jolly good job, I should say; 

and prigs fiever like, ' It’s much more than yer conkey old Classicks, 

When a chap knows ’is book, piles the ochre, j for they ’ave about ’ad their day. 

perhaps becomes pal to a Prince, ’ You may stuff coHege ganders with all the 

Lor f it ’s wonderful ’ow a dropped haitch or , compulsory cram as they ’ll carry, 

two do make the mealy-mouths wince, , And then it’s yer fly bird as scores off ’em, 


THE BISHOP AND THE SEA-SERPENT. 

[“ The Bishop of Adelaide, in writing to a colonitil 
friend, states that wliile riding along the sea-heach 
he came across a dead sea-serpent, about 60 feet in 
length. . . . The Bishop describes his * find ’ as the 
most peculiar animal he has ever seen.”— 
Faper,] 

The Bishop saw the Serpent 
A lying very near— 

“Now, ill the name of truth,” says he, 

“ We ’ll have no lying here.” 

It was the Great Sea-Serpent, 

Stretched out upon the shore — 

It measured— well, no matter what, 

It was all that, and more. 

“ He ’s dead ! the Great Sea-Serpent ! ” 
The Bishop cried, with glee, 

“ And now tliere is no Serpent 
Within my present See.” 

’Tis scotched, not killed ; for, sure as 
fate. 

We ’ll fifty bet to five. 

That, when the Season ’s dead. The Great 
Sea-Serpent will revive. 


Yer 


Wot’s a haitch but a garsp, artcr all P 

sweU haspirate ’s only a breath, ^ ^ I 

Yet, like eating green peas with a knife, it | 
scumf oodles the sniffers to death, 

As a fack the knife ’s ’andiest, fur, and j 
there ’s many a haitch-screwing toff | 
Who would find patter easier biz if thei 
motter was “ haspirates is hoff ! ” 

The ’Igher Hedgercation means “savvy”; 

you size up the world, patter slang. 

Hit slick, give what for, and Compulsory 
Latin and Greek may go ’ang. 


whether that ’s Arrius or 


’Arry. 


A Diplomatic On Bit. 

Where Lytton lately ruled supreme, 
A Marquis wiU direct affairs. 
Congratulations, then, to him 
And to ourselves in equal shares. 
But stranger paradox than this 
Most surely there has never been, — 
We send a most distinguished man. 
Yet only put a Duffen' in I 


HIS GREATEST PLEASURE. 

[“ My greatest pleasure will he to think of you, 
Mr. Rogers.” — Grossly unfair extract from the 
Kcwspap&i' Deport of Mr. Ooschen^s Speech on Girls* 
DiUmtion.'] 

In gilded halls some take their case, 

In song and dance they find delight ; 

And there are those whom banquets please, 
And masques and revelry by night. 

Such gauds are wearisome to me ; 

And wilder lures of dice or drink 
Attract me not ; my maddest glee 
Is to sit still and think. 

I think and think ; the world grows less, 
And Budgets seem but worthless toys ; 
I’d’ I am lost in happiness, 

In my ecstatic joy of joys. 

All, Mr. Rogers, blessed name, 

Let me think on till all is blue, 

For pow’r is naught, nor wealth, nor 
fame, 

Compared with thoughts of you. 
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THE TRAVFI I PniUlPAMimviQ mosquitoes. {The pastille fizzes, and hegms to emit a dense white 

MV c L. L. I lAi \^v,/iYirMiv I smoke, and a suffocating odour ) 

ITo. XX, Podh. {hounding). Mosquitoes! It would drive a dragon out. 

corn^s, and past kystBrims^Unk waUs, and old sZluZrl nfvf P 
gateways, which, look ghostly in the moonUghi. jt ® i’T 

rii-Ld T- ^ the window.) I ’m not going to b© smoked like a wasps’ nest, J can 

C ulch. [looking out of the felze window, and quoting conscientiously), tell you ! 

“ I saw from out the wave her structures rise, -xr again, as PoDBURy returns to hed). 

As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand.” or • by-and-by. 

V/v,. • -LQ -rr j • o -r Oftween Ms 7nosquito-curtain$ iu u gingcrlu 7nann€r, uud 

rest, see pUide-books, passi7i^ eb? Hanged if Jean see switches off the electric light. A silence. 

anv strneturea with this thi-no* nn I T.a+»« Lorr« «•«: ,.1.9 t i ^ 


4. ottYv xiuiu wuii Liie wave uer scruciiures nse, 

As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand.” 

Podh. Por rest, see guide-books, passun, eh ? Hanged if I can see 


1 -’A xf- xL- jaangeaii^i eansee switches off the electric light. A silence. 

structures with this thing on though I Let ’s have it oif, eh ? Podh. I say, you ain’t^asleep, are you ? Think we shaU see anv 

{m crawls out and addresses Gondolier «cto55 the top.) Eil OteLmoi thing of them to-morroV eh ? 



-'-'i: '-.mi 


&oflrrf'&TX of feke with Ms; thej Culch. SeeP I oaa /wo- one singing in 

a torrent of Italian.) . . 

How a London cabby 
would see what I 
wanted at once. This 
eh^ ’s a fool ! 

Culch. He probably 
imagines you are 
merely expressing 
your satisfaction with 
Venice. And I don’t 
see how you expect 
him to remove liie 
entire cabin here ! 

(PODBURT crawls in 
again, knocJdng his 
head.) I t hink we 
did well to let the— 
the others travel on 
first. More dignified, 
you know ! 

Podh. Um — don’t 
see an^ particular 
dignity m missing the 
train, myself I 

Culch. They won’t 
know it was not in- 
tentional. And I 
think, PoDBURY, we 
should go on — er — 
asserting ourselves a 
little while by holding ’ 
rather aloof. It will 
show them that we 
don’t mean to put up ^ 
with 

Podh. Don’t sec 
that either. Hot go- 
ing to let that beast, 

; Van Boodeler have 
; it all his own way ! 

Culch. Surely you 

know he decided . . 

suddenly to stay at Otez-moi ceei ! ” 

Bra ^^^etSuy— ° I ^ your friend , get off to sleep -^rhile that little beast is quiet- 




. - , « 7 - ----jcrj J W— .. TIV «|4X Y - 

ing of them to-morrow, eh ? 

Culch. See ? I can hear one singing in my ear at this moment. 

{Iriritahly.)YQVLwoidd 
/ ' ^ open the window ! 

Podh. {sleepily). Hot 
mosquitoes. I meant 
Hypatia, and the— 
haw — yaw — Trot- 
ters. 

Culch. How can I 
,1 tellP {Second sile7ice.) 

11 Podbury! What did I 
I tell you ? One ’s just 
bitten me— the beast/ 
{He turns on the 
light, and slaps about 
frantically). I say, I 
can hear him buzzing 
all over the place I 
Podh. So can I hear 
you buzzing. How 
the dickens is a fellow 
to get to sleep while 
you ’re playing Punch 
and sTudy m there? 

Culch. He ’s got me 
on the nose now I 
There ’s a lot outside. 

J ust turn ofi the light, 
will you ? I daren’t 


** Hi ! Otez-moi ceei ! 


Bob perpeto^y— ^ yo™ mena 

Podb. Atteea^astP Oh, I came do-rolate. Vicenza, eh? Then 
Je’s out of It! Hooray! 6ut as for Bob, 's aU right too. Oh,I 
HiBAm had another squabble -frith Miss 

dragged into it as usual, and nofv 
; th^ ain’t on speaking terms. ’ 


put my arm out, {To 
Mosquito.) You 
brute! {To Podb.) 
Podbury, do switch 
off the light — lilce a 
good fellow ! 

Podh. {d7'ea7nil'u). 
Glass up, Gondolier 
. . . stifling in this 
cab . . . drive me , . » 
nearest Doge, 

[He s7iores^ 

^ Culch. Brutal self- 
fisbness ! {Turns out 
the light himself. ) 
How if I can only 


Mosquito {ironically, in his ear). Ping-a- wing -wing ! 

Same Scene ; the next inorning. 

Oulch. {drawing Podbubb’s curtains). Here, i-wake up, 
-it s just eight. (Podbury sits up, and rubs his eyes A 

hnriy^hla ‘nirvLf -mxr t tj ..x j. ^ i ^ 


and poor old Bob got dragged toto^^^^^ Podbubb’s cxsrtains). Here, ivake up. Podbubb 

; they ain’t on speaking terms. ’ ^ ^ s just eight. (Podbury sits up, and rvhshiseyes^ I’ve had 

■ Culch. {overjoyed). You don’t say so^ Then all I oan dear fellow ! I’m stung to such an extent! 

Podbury, is that if we two can’t mlnage, in a place l^e tids to ^ ^ J- suppose there ’s nothing to show particularly, eh? 

recover all the ground we have lost— ’ ^ p xr x i. {.Premitiiig his countenance for insiictioyi. 

' Podb. More water than ground in a place like this eh? But T of your original features, old fellow! {He roars 

know what you mean-we must he duflew if -wTdotot ’iIots ’^nief f ^ pair of cheeks hke a raised map ! 

: engaged men— which we’re not as yet, worse luck ! hoS^affo ® l^alf an 

seSy.^ K if we only ins^t upon being treated PodI Then I’m jolly riad you didn’t call me earher, that’sdl! 

Podh. She treats me a deviHsh deal too seriously mv bov But lifti r r i- a little inflamed. I wonder if I could get a 

there, never mind— things wiU go better now t ^ ^ ^ p 1 powder, or something ? 

r 7 7,7 7 fifj ft • T ^ ' ^odb. {with a painful want of sympathy). Violet powder ! Buy a 

Scene— ^ double-bedded room in the Grand Hotel, Bandolo^ which veil— a good thick one ! P Y 

Jr'ODBURY CuiCHARD have to share for the night. " CWcA. What sort of impression do you suppose I should get of 

^^ii-Can’t^saJ^hut “'’pleasanter one:than Venice will get of 

the fair Miss Tb^bxbb 

j pendid thing to drive out Quick, {with dignity). Most certainly I to. I am much mistaken 
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in Miss Teotter if she will attach the slightest 'importance to a 
mere temporary— er— disfigurement. These swellings never do last 
long. Do they now ? 

JPodb. Oh, not more than a month or so, II daresay, if you can 
keep from touching them. {He laughs again.) Exouse me, old 
chap, but I just got you in a new light. Those mos( 3 [uitoes have 
paid you out for that pastille— by Jove, they have ! 

Landing^steps entrance of the Hotel. Nine A.M. 

Culch. {coming out a little self~>consciously^ and finding Mr. 
Teotter). Ah, good morning ! "What are your — er — ^impressions of 
Venice, Mr. Teotter? 

Mr. Trotter {thoughtfully). Well, I’m considerable struck with 
it. Sir. There ’s a purrfect freshness and novelty about Yemis 
that ’s amusin^o a stranger like myself. "We ’ ve notbiug just like 
this city out West. IsTo, Sir. And how are — {Becomes aware of 
CuLCHAED’s appearance.) Say, you don’t look like your slumbers 
had been one unbroken ca’m, either ! The mosquitoes hev been power- 
ful active ^ makin’ alterations in you. Perseverin’ and industrious 
insects, Sir ! Me and my darter have been for a loaf round 
before breakfast.^ I dunno if you ’ve seen her yet, she ’s 

3fi$s T. {coming out fro7n behind). Poppa, they ’ve fixed up our 
breakf — {Sees Culchaed, a7id turns away^ covering her face). 
Don’t you turn your head in this direction, Mr. Culchaed, or I 
guess 1 ’ll expire right away ! 

Culch. {obeying, wounded). I confess I did not think a few 
mosQuito-bites would have quite such an effect upon you ! 

miss T. You’re vurry polite, I’m sure ! But I possess a hand- 
mirror ; and, if you cann’t bear to look me in the face, you ’d better 
keep away ! 

Culch, {tahes a hasty glance, and discovers^ with a shock, that she 

is almost as ynuch disfigured as himself). Oh, I— I wasn’t ( With an 

effort of politeness.) Er — I hope you haven’t been inconvenienced 
at all ? 

Miss T. Inconvenienced ! With haff-a-dozen healthy mosquitoes 
sprinjjing a surprise party on me all night ! I should guess $o. 
Qil^oticmg face.) But what in the land have you, been about?' 
Well, if that isn’t real tact now ! I reckoned I ’d been dealt a full 
hand in spots; but now I’ve seen you, I guess there’s a straight 
fiush against mo, and I can just throw up. But you don’t pW 
Poker, do you ? Come along in, Poppa, do. iShe goes in with Mr. T. 

Culch, {filone, disenchanted), I could not have believed any 
amount of bites could have made such a terrible difference in her. 
She looks positively plain I I do trust .they ’re not permanent, or 
really ! [lie gazes meditatively down on the lapping water. 


WILLIAMS ON WHEELS.^^ 

[At Bridgend County Court, on the 16 th inst., Judge Williams had to hear 
an action in which 60 l was claimed as compensation for damages caused by 
careless driving. The evidence of one important witness having still to be 
heard when the hour arrived for the Judge to leave by train, his Honour, with 
the legal advocates and tlie remaining witnesses, travelled together to Llan- 
trissant, the w'itness giving his evidence route Oni'eaching Llaiitrissant, 
Judge Williams giiv(i his decision in the station-master^s office, finding for 
the plaintifi ’. — iJuilg F(fpi‘r.] 

Scene — Interior of a Saloon Ca^Tiage, shortly after the innovation 
started by Judge Williams, has come into general favour. 
J udge 'seated on portinanteau at one end. Barties to suit glare at 
each other from opposite sides. Usher, Wituesses, Counsel, &c. 

Judge. Usher, that is the third time the engine-driver has blown 
his whistle ! Tell him that on the very next occasion I shall send 
him to prison for contempt of court. 

Usher. Yes, m ’lud. [Exit Usher. 

Facetious Counsel The noise is so deafening, we mi^t even call 
it a “ part-heard case.” [Laughter. 

Well, let’s get on. {To Witness.) You say you actually 
saw the prisoner mix the arsenic with the Madeira ? 

Witness. I did, m ’lud. 

Judge. Well, Gentlemen of the Jury, perhaps we had better, as a 
matter of form, have the prisoner before us. By the bye, where is 
the prisoner ? 

Usher {returning). I believe he’s in the dog-box, m’lud. They 
had to put him there, he was so refractory iu the guard’s van. 

Judge. That shows the advantages of this new way of going 
Circuit. A dog-box is just the sort of receptacle for a person 
accused of murder in the first class — I mean in the first degree. 
When do we get to Blankchester Junction ? 

Foreman. In a quarter of an hour, m’ lud, by my time-tables. 
And I should like to say that most of the Jury wish to get out there 
—they feel the oscillations of this carriage so much. If your Lord- 
ship would sum up now 

Judge {%oith alacrity). Quite so. Blankchester is a convenient 
place for me to alight, I think. 

[Sums up lucidly in about five minutes, and Jury at once brings 
in verdict of Guilty of Manslaughter. 


Judge {surprised). Manslaughter, Gentlemen ! Perhaps, after all, 
I was wrong^ in not summing^ up in the Booking-Office, ^ It would 
have given time for more consideration. [Av^ul collision occurs. 

Judge {at bottom of an embankment). Usher, Usher! I haven’t 
pronounced sentence yet I Bring the prisoner before me I 

Usher {wounded). Beg your Lordship’s pardon— prisoner’s escaped 1 
Judge. Escaped? Well, I can sentence him in his absence quite 
as well. Oh, dear, my back is bad I Those law-books came down 
on the top of me^ I believe. The sentence of the Court is that the 
prisoner be imprisoned, when found, fox three years. 

Facetious Counsel {turning up from a heap of wreckage). As a 
First Class misdemeanant, of course ? 

Judge {catching the spirit of the joke). First Class I No — Third 
Class, for Portland ! [Left on Circuit, 


ONLY FANCY! 


Members of the House of Comnions have read with a thrill of 
interest Lord Henry Bruce’s letter to his oonstituents, announcing 
his intention not to offer himself for re-election in North West Wilts. 
Full five years Lord Henry has sat in the House. He has rarely 
joined in dehate, but the manner of his occasional interposition was 
always notable. He slowly rose, placed one hand in his trousers’ 
pocket, looked round the House ana said nothing. Then, when the 
Speaker was about to call on someone else. Lord Henny blurted 
forth a few sentences, the end generally coming first, and having 
apparently said about half what he meant to say, abruptly sat down. 
But the House, with keen instinct, always recognised the heaven- 
horn orator, and knew his time would come. It has come with the 
opportunity of writing this letter, which is full of beautiful things. 
“I deprecated,” says Lord Henry, reviewinf? Ms distinguished 
Parliamentary career, ‘ ‘ the surrendering of an ancient dependency like 
Heligoland, and which has since been strongly fortified, to satiate a 
shadowy claim of the German Emperor to tihe Island of Zanzibar.” 
To satiate a shadowy claim is good. Space forbids quotation of more 
than one additional sentence from tMs masterpiece. “ Let me con- 
clude saying, that I trust whoever may succeed me in North- 
West "Wilts will wear Elijah’s mantle with the same pleasure as I 
I have already done.” What that means no man can say. 


We are gjlad to learn that Lord Henry 
Bruce’s retirement from Parliamentary life 
does not imply absolute withdrawal from public 
affairs. Since the appearance of his letter, there 
has been a rush upon him by able Editors and 
Magazines. He has undertaken to write to the 
Twentieth Century an Article on “Recent 
Ministerial Appointments.” Mr. Bowen 
Rowlands, M.P., Q.C., has also been in com- 
munication with Mm. “ The very man for the 
Welsh Beviewf^ says the enthusiastic Editor. 

We learn from a reliable source that Lord 
Henry Bruce has intimated to Mr. Akers- 
Douglas that, in the event of his being selected 
to Move or Second the Address at the opening 
of the New Session, he will appear in Elijah’s 
mantle. It is to be hoped Lord Salisbury, 
offended, as he is understood to be, at Lord 
Henry’s frank criticism, will not ignore this 
proposal. The House of Commons will be 
much gratified to find itself relieved from the 
monotony of the uniform — alternately Militia 
Colonel and Post - Captain— wMch mars the 
success of an interesting ceremonial. 


The heading, “,The Royal Engagement,” 
wMch appears daily in two of the morning 
papers does, not, as appears^ at first sight, 
indicate warlike preparations in Royal circles. 
The allusion meant is to the Royal Betrothal. 



Name Wanted.— There are a considerable number of Ladies’ 
Clubs, where matrons and spinsters can commingle. Now^tis 
proposed to start a Spinsters^ Club, only Spinsters ^gible. "What 
shall it be called ? Spinning is associated with Spinster, but recent 
events at Cambridge make the use of the word somewhat objection- 
able. How would “The Araohne” do? OrasOmphale assumed 
the attire of Hercules, and tried to wield the club, why not 
call one of^these the Omphale ? 


Old Song, Adapted to the Occasion \fiy one who wasn't asked 
to the Marquis of Salishurffs party), I dreamt that I supffd in 
Marble Heulsf^ &c., &o. 
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Moral. — S®, British Public, take my lay, 

And if yon find no moral there, 

Then 3fr. Punch must sadly say 
His ministry is fruitless care. 

Ifay ! To grood uses you will put 
The Legend Punch doth thus transpose. 

Your pockets sure you will not shut, 

Your hearts to his appealings close ! 

Por e’en the man who runs may read 
The lesson with this lay entwined. 

(If Topsey-turvey thus succeed, 

The noble Laureate will not mind !) 

And liberal applications lie 
In this quaint Legend, good my friend. 

So, put the song and picture by, 

Aid hook it — ^to some useful end ! 


CABMEN CULINABIUM. 

If you ’re anxious to eat without any repining, 

Read Theodore Child upon ‘‘ Delicate Lining.” 

This sage gastronomic full soothly doth say, 

That no mortal can dine more than once in the day ; 
Then he quotes Louis Q,uinze, that the art of the cook 
Must be learnt most from practice, and not from a book ; 
While you also will find in the readable proem. 

Doctor KiNe said a dinner resembled a poem. 

We shall next see a cook can haye only the dimmest 
Of notions of art, if he isn’t a chemist. 

So we learn here the names and the separate uses 
Of muscular fibre, albumen and juices. 

We are shown the right methods of roasting and boiling, 
Of frying and stewing, decocting and broilmg ; 

While our author in words there can be no mistaking. 

Is dead against “roasting ” in oyens—or baking. 

Our asparagus then we are heedfully told, 

'lo<rT6(^ayos Siould be like Athens of old : 

With a yiolet head and a stalk yery white 

While this Child thinks that tepid it yields most delight. 

On the artichoke too with affection ho lingers. 

And also adyises you eat with your fingers, 

Petits pois d la Franr^aise are here, the receipt 
That he giyes is a good one but haply too sweet. 

Our author is great 
upon salads and 
sauces, 

To cool our hot pal- 
ates, or tittivate 
fauces ; 

PI ere is all you need 
learn about Gouf- 
Ff:’s Bearnaisey 
And a charming re- 
ceipt for the Bauce 
Holhtndaise 
In England we know 
that in sauces 
we ’re weak. 

And we ’ye never 
attained to^ the 
cuisine classitme ; 
But Drench Seig- 
neurs of old gave 
full rein to their 
wishes. 

And live on im- 
mortal in delicate 
dishes. 

We arc told how to give and receive invitations. 

And eke how a table may need decorations. 

We agree with the author who says when you dine. 

It is yery much better to stick to one wine. 

Be it ruddy Bordeaux or the driest Champagne, 

Let the latter be cool but your ice is no gain. 

While on coffee and tea he is sound as a Tbell, 

With all dexterous dodges for making them well. 

Ho man ever escaped—to a cook who did wrong. 

For his art ranks so high, said Menander’s old song. 
And the ancients we know loved both oysters and pullets, 
When the ohos KeKpaphos slipped down their gullets. 
While here is a man to have joined them when roses, 

In classical fashion, were cocked o’er their noses. 

So we ’ll take leave of Child and his capital book. 

With a “ Bon appetiV^ to the gourmet and cook. 



A CHRISTMAS 

W HEN rustic woman 
stoops to folly. 
And finds too late 
that Curates fiirt ; 

It pains, ah! sharper 
than the holly 
Whose spikes her 
gretty fingers 

Pleasant ’ is* pulpit- 
decoration, 

And ^ altar-orna- 
menting ’s sweet, 

Y/^en gins get lost 
in contemi^ation 
Of parson-whis- 
kers, trim and 
neat. 

Most pleasant too 
the cheery chatter 
Of woodland par- 
ties, in the snow, 

When gathering — 
well, well, no 
matter 1 

Ho more J’ll hunt 
for mistletoe. 


No more I ’ll stand 
and hold the 
ladder 

For reverend gentlemen to mount. 

Ah me! Few memories make me 
madder. 

Though merrier ones I may not count. 

Goose! How about those steps I’d 
linger ! [chief. 

Muff I How I bound my handker- 

Last Christmas Eve, about nis finger. 
Pierced bv that cruel hollv-leaf ! 


CAROL.— (By a Disappointed Church-Decorator.) 



Pierced by that cruel holly-leaf ! 

And now he ’s going to marry Minnie, 
The wealthy farmer’s freckled 
frump, 

A little narrow-chested ninny ! [jump ! 
Into Pound’s pond I’ll go and 


Yet no. Miss Miqgs and he might 
chuckle, 

I know a trick worth two of that ; 

I ’ll up and take that fool. Bod Buckle, 
I hate him, but Ms farm is fat. 

When rustic woman stoops to folly, 

And finds e’en Curates can betray. 
What act can aggravate the “ dolly’’ 
Whose wealth has won his heart 
away? 

The only art her ^rief to cover. 

Enable her to M t her head, [lover 

And show her false white- chokered 
Bhe won’t sing ‘ ‘ Willow is— to wed ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

There is one line in our Mr. Du Maurter’s fascinating and fantastic novel, 
Peter Ihhetsony which every author should frame and hang up before his eyes in 
his study. ’Tis this, and ’tis to be found at page 217, Vol. ii. : — 

“Write anyhow! Write for the greatest need and the greatest number.” 

“ This is business,” quoth the Baron, “ and Peter who passed so much of his 
life asleep seems, when not dreaming, to be uncommonly wide awake.” 

A dain^ book indeed for a Christmas present is The Vision of Bir Zaunfaly 
by James Russell Lowell, published by Gay and Bird— lively names these— 
but ought to have been Gat and Lark. There is an interesting portrait of 
the Author as he was in 184.2. 

“ My ‘ Co.,’ ” quoth the Baron, “ deponeth thusly, as to Calendars generally, 
—not, however, including the one-eyed Kalendar of the Arabian Nights,— that 
Marcus Ward, mark us well, comes out uncommonly strong, specially in the 
‘ Boudoir’ and also in the ‘ Shakspeare ’ Calendar, which latter hath for every 
day in the year ‘ a motto for every man.’ Methinks tMs pretty well wipes off the 
Christmas score, which includes New Year gifts. 

“Now as to Docks,” — continues the Baron, “here let me say that my favourite 
pocket-books, not specially for Christmas, but for all times and seasons, are those 
excellent travelling companions provided by Cassell’s National Lihraryy 
Bradbury and Aunew’s JELandy Volume Scott and Shakspeare y and Routledge’s 
Pocket Lihraryy all really portable, and printed in the clearest type. These be 
welcome presents to ‘constant readers.’” The Baron presents his “many 
grateful thanks,” to q^uote our worthy Robson Roostuk Pasha, to a kind friend, 
poet, scholar and judicious critic, who, from the North, sends the Baron a seasonable 
present of a small volume of poems, published by Holden, of St. Andrew’s, N.B. 
(“Guoth Mr. Wago, “quite a new’un, published by a /told ’un 
entitled The Scarlet Gowny written by Mr. R. F. Murray. His verses are in 
the Calverley vein, the rhyming and rhythm easyj the jingle pleasant, the 
lines witty, and the subjects fresh. The local hits will be specially appreciated 
by St. Andrew’s men. Everyone will enjoy “The City of Golf, the Adventures of 
a Poet.” Cantabs especially will sympathise with the humour of ‘ ‘ The Delights of 
Mathematics.” * * So here ’ s to the poet in the wassail howl ; a Happy New Y ear and 
a Murray Christmas to him,” says The Jovial Baron de Book-Worms. 
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05 ** NOTICE. — ^Rejected Conummications or Contributions, whether MS.* PrintAH 






Adscriptus GIoIisb, 5203 
Advertisement Extraordinary, 195 
After Lunch, 70 
After the Season, 61 
After You ! ” 193 
Alice m Thunderland, 27 
All Berry Well, 265 
Ancient Milliner (The), 241 
“ Angels and Ministers of Grace 1 " 135 
** Annals of a Very Quiet Family,” 161 
Annals of a Watering-Place, 13 1 , 141, 192 
Another Strike threatened, 145 
Answers to Correspondents, 67, 72. 253, 
263 

Anti-Hiss-trionic Bird (An), SOI 
Apparently Hard Case (An), 284 
Appropriate Location, 1.H8 
Armada from tho Spanish (The), 169 
Arming tho Amazons, 270 
'Arry in Rome and London, 203 
'Arry on a ’Ouse- Boat, 70 
’Arry on Arrius, S02 
“As Good as a Better,” 183 
“As ho ’d Like it," 162 
Atropos and tho Anthropoids, 169 
At St. James's Hall, 2 
At the Close of the Sinninor, 168 
At the Boor ; or, l>aterfainilias and the 
Young Spark, 00 
At the Italian Opera, 209 
“Audi Alteram Partem I 185 
Auld-(er)-man Gray, 72 
Aunt at Will (An), 281 
Author 1 Author ! 25 
Automatic Physiognomist (The), 181 
Awakening of Father Christmas ( The), 3ft) 
Bacion ana a Mouthful, Ci 
Balder the Fair, 245 
Ballade of Evening Newspapers (A), 23 
Bard v, Bard, 213 
Beggar’s Petition (A), 165 
“ Below tho Belt 1 ” 227 
Between tho Acts, 219 
“Big Big B ” encored (Tho), 293 
Birds of a Feather, 398 
Bishop and tho Sea-Serpent (The), 303 
Bitter Cry of tho Bntish Bookmaker 
(The), U6 

Bitter Cry of the Outcast Choir-Boy 
(The), 141 

Blackfriars to Sloano Square, 67 
Blend imus I 216 
Board on Both Sides (The), 263 
Board-School Christmas (A), 287 
“ Book of Burlesque ” (A), 16 
Bouillabaisse, 174 
Boulanger, 170 

Boy the Father of tho Man (Th<‘), 192 
British Association (The), 106 


Broadly Speaking, 17 
Browning Society Verses, 201 
Bumble brought to Book, 110 
Bumbledom’s Big Opening, 170 
Busy Bisley (The), 36 
By George I 300 
“By Jingo I ”249 

Cakaduk “Search-Light” (The), 114 
Cancel, or Recall, 241 


Canine Sagacity, lOS 
Capless Maid (The), 63 
Carmen Culinai mm, 309 
Caught by the Classics, 215 
Ohantrey Bequest k la Mode de Lisle 
(The), 1 

Charlemagne and 1, 161, 185 
Chill Pickle (A), 219 
Christmas Carol (A), 809 
Christmas Numbers, 291 
Civil Service Exhibition, 257 
Common Complaint (A), 21 
Compulsory Greek, 117 
Conquered “ Worth ” (The), 153 
Contribution towards Nursery Rhymes, 
225 

Coquette of the Period (Tho), 117 
“ Correct Cards, Gents ! ” 206 
Creditable Incident in the Next War (A), 
117 

Cricket Paradox (A), 133 
Cutting Remaiks, 281 
Djokisat— or Something Near it, 21 
Demographic Vado Mecuin (Tho), 95 
“ Dick” Power, 279 
Difference (The), 63 
“Dilemma" (I’he), 6 

“Disappointment of December” (The), ISO 
Doctor Launo, 165 
Doggerel by a “ Dislier," 147 
Domestic Cookery, 168 
Drawing the Badger, 230 
Dwarfs in and about London, 155 
Kc'hoks from the Labour Commission, 240 
“ Kgyi)tian Pet " (The), 246 
Kloidion Echo (An), 268 
Elevating Exliibition (An), 251 
“England, Home, and Beauty 1 ” 294 
English as she is Sung, 288 
English Opera as she isn’t Sung, 257 
“Entertainment," 120 
Enthusiasm k la Russe, 50 
Essay in Reviewing (An), 189 
Essence of Parliament 11, 23, 35, 47, 59, 
70 

Evolution of Tommy's Private School 
Report 204 
Exit la Claque, 84 
Extremes Meet, 153 
Fallkn Leader (A), 191 
Family Ties, 186 
Father and Son, 163 
Fire King’s Abdication (Tho), 14 
“ First-Class " Travelling, 111 
Follow the Baron 1 269 
For the Benefit of Eoilus, 60 
Frederick the Great at Burlington House, 
298 

Free and Independent, 203 

“French as she is Spoke,” 89 

French as she is “ Writ,” 231 

Friendly Tip to the Fighting Factions, 276 

BYom a veiy Occiisional Correspondent, 93 

From Bright to Dull, 179 

From Darkest Africa, 119 

From Grandolph the Explorer, 61 

From Mashonaland, 289 

Garrick School (The), 167 


Genuine Regret (A), 108 * 

Georgian Era at the Alhambra (The), 255 
German Emperor going Nap (The), U9 
Gilbert k Beckett, i95 
Glory at the Lowest Price, 261 
“ Good-bye, Grandmamma 1 " 30 
Good New “ Times ’* (The). 269 
G. P and the G. P, O. (The), 191 
“ Gray’s Elegy” Amended, 198 
“ Great Scot 1 ” 61 
Great Twin Brethren (The), 177 
Grouse that Jack Shot (The), 147 
Guzzling Cure (Tho), 181 
Hanwellian Prize Competition, 41 
“ Hanging Theology," 160 
Hard Lines for Him. 233 
Harrying Our Hakims, 201 
“ Have we forgotten Gordon ? " 78 
“ Helps ’’ and Whelps, 93 
Henley Regatta, 21 
Her Violets 1 57 
Hide and Seek, 171 
His Greatest Pleasure, 303 
Hit and Miss, 48 
Holiday Fare in Cornwall, 140 
Home, Sweet Home I 103 
Honours Divided, 156 
*• Hotel me, gentle Stranger 1 " 159 
How it ’s Done, 264 
How to he Popular, 84 
How to Spend a Holiday on Scientific 
Principles, 77 
Hygeia Off the Scent, If 6 
Hyjinks and Hygiene, 89 
Hypnotised Lobster (The), 289 
IBBRIAN-Hibcrman, 78 
Idle and the liidustiious Apprentice 
(The), 222 

If the Fashion Spreads, 228 

Ignorant Bliss, 131 

Illegal Fictions, 291 

'Ill-lumiiiants I 57 

Imperial and Operatic, 33 

Imperial Impressions, 35 

Imperial Stage-Manager (An), 251 

“In Cellar Deep,” 159 

International Nursery-Tale Congress, 173 

In the Name of Chailes Dibdiii, 61 

lo Triumphe I 237 

James Russell Lowell, 98 

Jawful News I 169 

Jeaines’s Summary, 42 

Jolly July, 27 

Journal of a Rolling Stone, 156, 168, 180 

Jubilee Greeting (A), 234 

Just Caught the Post ! 182 

Kathlern and Petruchio, 282 

Keep Watch I 177 

King of the Beasts (The), 141 

“ Knot”-ieal Story of Drury Lane (A), 125 

Kimis and Away 1 65 

Laissez Faire, 103 

Larks for Londoners, 61 

Last of the Canterbury Tales (The), 156 

Latest from Bobby (The), 228 

Latest Weather-wise Doggerel (The), 168 

“ Latind Doctes," 75 

Leaves from a Candidate’s Diary, 4, 39, 73 


'^Le Roi (en Garmon) en Voyage, s’amuse, 89 
Lesson from the R. N. B. (A), 81 
Letters to Abstractions, 17, 25, 126, 184, 
216, 229, 263, 277 
Liberty and Licence, 16 
Light Conduct in Heavenly Bodies, 239 
Lines by a Lewisham Witler, 114 
Literary Intelligence, 239 
Little Germania Magnate (The), 258 
Little Stranger (A), 218 
London's Dilemma, 194 
“ Long Distance Swim ” (A), 66 
Lord Lytton, 267 
Lost Opportunity (A), 291 
Lover’s Complaint (A), 81 
Lullaby of an Infant Speculator, 221 
Manners of Our Children (Tho», 108 
Many Happy Returns I 126 
Marlowe at Canterbury, 146 
“ Masher’s Answer " (The), 241 
Mask on a Mask (A), 24 
Matter of Course (A), 129 
Mayor and an Old Hunter (A), 289 
Medicinal Music, 11 
Memory of Milton (The), 231 
Mems from Monkey-land, 252 
Men of the Past, 167 
Meredithomania, 49 
Metropolitan Minotaur (The), 38 
M iss D eciina-Hely ett-Smithson- J ackaon , 
84 

Miss Nomer, 12 

Modern “ Bed of Procrustes " (The), 188 
Modern Cagliostro (The), 155 
Modern Traveller (The), 78 
Modern Types, 6 
Money makes the Man, 177 
Monti the Matador, 48 
More Excitement in Paris, 149 
More Messages from the Mahatma, 123 
Moth-eaten, 63 
Motto for the Moment, 191 
Mr. Clip’s Appeal, 101 
Mr. Punch Explains, 2 
Mr. Punch’s Anti-Labour Congress, 102 
Mr. Punch’s Naval Novel, 160 
Mr. Punch’s Quotation-Book, 2 
Muscovite Version of a Music - Hall 
Chorus, 363 

Musical Suggestion (A). 147 
Music of the Spheres (The), 177 
Naked Truth (The), 276 
Name Wanted, 805 
Naval Note, 187 

Neptune’s “At Home;” or, Neighbours 
United, 90 

New Crusaders (The), 2 

New Election “ Lay " (A), 46 

New Evangel (The), 179 

New Leader (A), 51 

New Name, 267 

New Tory Nursery Rhyme, 61 

New Way out of a Wager (A), 165 

Night-Mailing, 229 

Note (A), 81 

Note and Query (A), 147 
“Nothing but the Truth," 126 
“ Nothing in the Papers I " 106 
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Nothing like Labour, 239 
Nothing New, 171 

“ Nothing succeeds like ’’—Succession ? 6 
Not Quite Polite, 87 

“ Now you ’re Quite the Gentleman I ” 266 
Ode to a Barometer, 106 
Off-Portsmouth Phrase-Book (The), 231 
Off to Masheriand, 3, 16, 29, 41, 83 
Old Doggerel Re-dressed, 114 
Old Joe and the New (The), 210 
Old School Buoy (An), 93 
Old Times Revived, 240 
Omitted from Portrait Gallery at the 
Royal Naval Exhibition, 63 
Only Fancy I 201, 209, 217, 240, 246, 264, 
273, 279, 805 
Only One (The), 27 
On the Bridge 1 £4 
On the Hyp ’’-notist, 276 
On the Marlowe Memorial, 156 
Operatic Birds, 66 
Operatic Notes, 37 
Opportunity (An), 277 
Our Booking-Office, 84, 95, 99, 144, 145, 179. 

189, 213, 225, 252, 267, 265, 281, 289, 309 
“ Our Children’s Ears,” 77 
Our Real Desideratum, 165 
Our Own Financial Column, 217, 233, 249, 
261, 275, 288 
Oysterless, 205 
Oysters (not) for Ever ! 169 
Pannick in Gildhall (A), 293 
Passionate Shepherd to his Love (The), 
290 

Paul Pry in the Purple, 285 
Penny French— Twopence British, 96 
Playgoer’s “ Last Word ” (A), 186 
Politesse, 88 

Popular Songs Re-Sung, 167, 204, 276, 297 
Possible Explanation, 267 
Pretty Simpleton (The), 225 
Prince (The), 49 
“Prodigy Son ” (The), 216 
Programme of the Cyelopiedic Circus, 285 
Protected Female (The), 218 
“ Pngs ” and “ Mugs,” 99 
Purchase Officer’s Guide to the Army 
(The), 12 

Queer Christmas Party (A), 801 

Queer Queries, 4, 5, 86, 49, 87, 106, 285 

Quelchmg Quelch, 24 

Queries lor Cambridge Exam. Paper, 298 

Queries for Candidates (L.O.O.), ^25 

Quite a Libel'y Prospect 1 261 

Quite a Little Novelty, 89 

Quite a New Spec, 231 

Quite Fabulous, 265 

Rather Vague, 248 

Raven (The), 206 

Real Burning Question (A), 197 

Beal Treat (A), 13 

Reflection by a General Reader, 191 
Remonstrance (A), 193 
Resignation, 63 
“ Revolted Mortimer,” 158 
Rhyme at Rhyl, 195 
Riding the Pig, 60 
Robert on the Coming Sho, 219 
Robert on the Hemperer’s Visit to the 
City, 6, 16 

Robert on the Lord Mare’s Sho, 243 

Robert Sees the Photograff taken, 65 

Robert’s Future, 118 

Robert’s Romance, 129 

Romance in Numbers (A), 188 

Rule of Three (The), 69 

Rusticus Expectans, 279 

Safe Novel (A), 297 

“Save me from my Friends I " 169 

Scott (anything but) Free, SO 

Seaside Asides, 103 

“ Semper Eadem,” 73 

Setting tbeir Caps at him, 62 

Shakspeare and North, not Christopher. 2 

Shilling in the Pound Wise (A), 45 

Silence and Sleep, 183 

Smoked Off! 45 

Solomon Pell in all his Glory, 119 
Some grcular Notes, 88, 105, 109, 121, 

Some London “Fiends,” 197 
Song in Season (A), 113 
Songs of the Unsentimentalist, 24 
Song that Broke my Heart (The), 75 
Sonnet of Vain Desire (A), 166 
Sphinx and the Stick (The), 273 
Stolen Pictures (The), 89 
Storicules, 97, 320, 132, 185, 149, 173, 228 
Story Out of Season (A), 10 1 
Straight Tip to Canadian “Cross Coves ” 
179 ’ 

Suggestion (A), 213 
I Suitor Resartus, 267 
Supplementary and Corrective, 87 
Surrey ABO (The), 108 
“Sweet little Cherub that sits up aloft” 

Talk for Travellers, 177 
Tea in Ton Minutes, 171 
Telling the Wasps, 141 


Terrible Tale (A), 73 

Theory and Practice, 273 

Theosophic Tools, 203 

Thinning of Ihe Thatch (The), 300 

Timely Suggestion (A), 276 

Tip by a Tory, 314 

Tippling Sally, 189 

To Amanda, 37 

To Araminta, 189 

To a Too-Engaging Maiden, 132 

“ To Err is Human,” 168 

To Evangeline, 281 

Told in Tags, 298 

To Lord Tennyson, 75 

To my Lord Addington, 213 

Too-Engaging Maiden’s Reply (A), 197 

Too Free to be Easy, 96 

To the Grand Old Cricketer, 165 

To the Shelved Sex, 93 

Tran-slated, 287 

Travelling Companions (The), 40, 52, 85, 
100, 112, 124, 134, 146, 167, 172, 396, 208, 
220, 232, 244, 266, 268, 280, 292, 304 
Triple Alliance (A), 18 
True Tennyson (The), 165 
Truly Rooral Opera (A), 289 
Trying it on, 210 

Tupper’s Proverbial Philosophy Up to 
Date, 207 

Turning the Tables, 150 

Two Emperors, 87 

Two Graces (The), 219 

Twopence Plain— a Penny Coloured, 294 

Two Views of the next Invasion, 51 

Two Winds (The), 122 

Two Words in Season, 145 

“ Typical Developments,’^ 233 

'Umble Correction (An), 70 

Unattractive Combination, 114 

Under-Lyne’d, 165 

Under the Screw, 96 

Unhygienic Householder, 87 

Upon a Glove, 63 

Urhi et Orbi, 1 

Vain Vaunt (A), 169 

Very Near, 246 

Voces Populi, 9, 13, 28, 69 

Voices of the Night, 181 

Vox et Prseterea Nihil 1 144 

Waiters’ Strike (The), 145 

Wanted, a Word-Slayer, 97 

War in a Fog, 221 

Warlike Tale from the Pacific (A), 264 
Waterloo to Weybridge, 89 
Welcome, little Stranger 1 289 
Well done, Dear I 69 
“ Wells, I never 1 ” 237 
What hoe 1 Raikes I 75 
What is a “ Demographer ”? 75 
What ’sin a Title? 145 
“What will he Do with it?” 174 
Where are onr Dairymaids? 129 
“ Where is dat Barty now?” 171 
“ Whether” and the Parks (The), 12 
“ Who Breaks Pays,” 132 
Whv should Merit wait? 145 
“ Whys ” — Wise and Otherwise, 225 
William Henry Smith, 183 
“ Williams on Wheels,” 805 
“ Will you, won’t you?” 242 
Without the Compliments of the Season, 
297 

With the B, M. A. at Bournemouth, C4 


“Won’t Work 1” 74 
Worth Noticing, 84 
Wrong of Search (The), 63 
Young Grandolph's Barty, 205 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

“After You !” 199 
Arming the Amazons, 271 
“ As he’d Like it,*’ 163 
Awakening of Father Christmas ; or, A 
Call to Alms (The), 807 
Canadian “Search-Light” (The), 115 
“Dilemma” (The), 7 
“ Egyptian Pet” (The), 247 
“ England, Home, and Beauty ! ” 295 
Family Ties, 187 
“ Good-bye, Grandmamma I ” 81 
“ Have we forgotten Gordon ? ” 79 
Idle and Industrious Apprentice (The), 
223 

Jeames’s Summary, 43 
Jubilee Greeting (A), 235 
Kathleen and Petruchio, 288 
Little Germania Magnate (The), 259 
“ Long Distance Swim ” (A), 67 
Modern “ Bed of Procrustes ” (The), 139 
Mr. Punch’s Anti-Labour Congress, 103 
Neptune’s “At Home;” or. Neigh- 
bours United, 91 
“ Nothing but the Truth,’* 127 
On the Bridge ! 55 
Triple Alliance (A), 19 
Trying it on 1 211 
“ Turning the Tables,” 151 
“ What will he Do with it ? ” 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Advertisements in Church, 63 
Alice in Thunderland, 26 
'Arry on Arrius, 302 
Aunt Jane on Family Weddings, 207 
Balfour on the Irish Pig. 50 
Barristers Sketching in Court, 808 
Blue-Ribbomte for Once only, 90 
Blue-Ribbonite’s Glass of Champagne, 27 
Boiling the Porcelain Nest-Egg, 165 
“Breezy Brighton,” 262 
Bumble Kicks the Drainage Petition, 170 
“ Burying the (Railway) Hatchet,” 81 
Butler’s Opinion of Sir Pompey’s Cham- 
pagne, 174 

Buying a Tie for a Wedding, 188 
Captain Shaw, the Fire King, 14 
Cave of the Wind.s (The), 322 
Chamberlain and the Primrose Lady, 266 
Chappie and Old Deer-Stalker, 267 
Christian Czar and the Heathen Chinee, 86 
Clergyman and a Bereaved Mother, 133 
Cockney Sportsman and the Starlings, 236 
Combat between Water and Wine, 201 
Comic Amateur in a Country House, 114 
Contralto Singer and Music Publisher, 219 
Country Hostess and French Baron, 198 
County Council and the Minotaur, 88 
Cricket at Lord’s, 46 
Cyclist Centaur of the Future (The), 160 
Daily Graphic's Weather-Young-Woman 
(The), 133 

Dentist’s Patient in Operating-Chair, 196 
Devoting Swiss Tour to Lawn-Tennis, 380 
Disappointed and Successful Artists, 39 
Doctor and Nurse, 258 






Drawing-Room Smelling of Tobacco- 
Smoke, 222 

Drawing the Goschen Badger, 230 
Election Fever— Victim’s Vicissitudes, 286 
Electric Light and the Householder, 98 
Equestrian Clasping his Horse, 287 
Ethel “ Not a t Home ” to Governess, 294 
Fancy Portrait of Sir W. V. Harcourt, 177 
Father reading Son’s School Report, 28 
Fergusson Catching the Post, 182 
^ Floods (The), 260 

Garden Party on a Wet Day (A), 64 
Gentleman on a Conjuror’s Platform, 155 
Gent’s Reason for not admiring Brown- 
ing, 171 

German Emperor and Dogs of War, 158 
German Emperor’s Visit (The), 84 
German Exhibition Hero (A), 192 
Goddess of the Bathing Machine, 162 
G. 0. M. and East Dorset Election, 285 
Grandmamma and Literary Grandson, 210 
“ Grandolph ad Leones,” 202 
Gnmdolpli’s Suggestion for Parliament, 94 
Grandpapa and the Fortune-teller, 42 
Greek Protected Female (The), 218 
, Hands versus Ears, 123 
. Hunting Man in a Pond, 213 
I Inebriated Old .Gent and British Asso- 
ciation, 106 

Irish Sportsman’s Rebellious Dogs, 74 
John Bull Prospero and Electric Ariel, f54 
Jones “ Marking” the Game, 261 
Ladies in the House of Commons, 68 
Ladies v. Boys at Cricket, 126 
Lady Covets 01d‘aent’s Dog, 78 
Lady Godiva and Fair Frenchwoman, 186 
Lady inviting Swell to Shoot Geese, 246 
Lady Visitor and Mrs. Jones’s Concert, 30 
Lady wanting to learn Zenana Stitch, 111 
Lady wearing a Gentleman’s Coat, 147 
Lancashire Watering-Place (A), 166 
Lightly-Stepping Horse (A), 227 
Little Maid and a Toysliopman, ICO 
Lord Chancellor and Burglar Witness, 242 
Mature Siren and Lady Friend, 87 
Middle-Aged Ijadies’ Amenities, 275 
Miss Parliamentina puts her House in 
Order, 82 

Mr. and Mrs. Jones on Matrimony, 102 
Mr. Punch at the Potteries, 238 
Mr. Punch Drinks to the Old Year, 310 
Mr. launch in Ireland, 142 
Mr. Punch in Wales, 364 
Mr. launch on Board the Irish Mail, 180 
Mr. Punch on Tour in Yorkshire, 274 
Mr. Punch Thanking the World, 47 
Mr. I’linch visits Scarborough Spa, 178 
Mrs. Blundcrb.v’8 “ Chef-d'muvros,” 239 
Newspaper Difficulties, 75 
Old Cyclist and Roughs, 6 
Old Tabby of a Mother-in-law, S06 
Old Lady and the Cricket Club, 159 
Only One Young Lady at Homo, 2b7 
Optical Illusion in Lady’s Orchestra, 9f> 
Parliamentary Bees on the Wing, 71 
Parliamentary Night-Birds, 10 
Parliamentary Official’s Holiday (The), 318 
Paterfamilias Starting for the Meet, 282 
Patient’s Vision of Dentist’s Forceps, 70 
Peer and the Salmon (The), 133 
Poicy and Miss Pitzogro’s ISTose, 284 
Flam Country Gentleman and Son, 203 
Po.sterfor the next Gorman Exhibition, 190 
Promising Four-Year-Old Hunter (A), 298 
Punch and the Prince of Naples, 49 
Quick-Change Chancellor (The), 299 
Ratepayers' Revolt against County Coun- 
cil, 263 

Raven at the War-Office (The), 206 
Rector’s Wife and Asrtiring Buttons, 243 
Reminiscence of the Rydo Season (A), 226 
Ritchie’s Work for Bumble, 110 
Royal (Olympic) Divorce (A), 137 
Russian Emperor and Republics, 02 
Rustic Voter and Party River, 278 
Sailors in the Back-yards, 2 
Senior and Junior Counsel, 279 
Sentry “coming out of his Kennel,” 256 
Shepherd Gladstone Piping to Agricul- 
ture, 2S0 

Sir Augustus Harris, Knight, 69 
Sir Richard Temple’s Farewell, 107 
Slipping down a Road-Car Staircase. 191 
Society at the Botanical Ganiens, 22 
Swell’s Difficulty, with a Hatband, 99 
Sporting Major and Jjaconic Waiter, 179 
Street Ballad -Singer and Harpist, 45 
Swell’s Idea of seeing “L’Enfant Pro- 
digue,” 18 

Tliainc.s Embankment as it Might be, 214 
Till' between Two Bards (A), 61 
Torture by a Circular Hair-Brush, 266 
Traveller who has Lost his Purse, 291 
Undergraduates discussing Dante, 281 
Vocalist and Talking Friends, 11 
Wagnerian, but not a Musician (A), 261 
Welsh Oars for Lord Mayor’s Show, 241 
witch Monopoly and Fair I^ndon, 194 
Young Bride and “ Tom Jones,” 270 
Young Lady Boating with no Chaperon, 66 






